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LIFE  OF  CHRISTOPHER  SMART, 


BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


CHRISTOPHER  SMART  wai  boro  at  Shipboarnc  in  Kaat^  April  1  lUi,1732.  Hk 
fiuher  wms  posaeMod  of  about  three  handred  pounds  a  year  iu  that  neighbour, 
hood,  and  wa«  originally  intended  for  holy  orders.  Why  he  did  not  enter 
into  holy  orders,  or  what  occupation  he  pursued,  we  are  not  told,  except  that 
at  one  time  he  had  acted  as  steward  of  the  Kentish  estates  of  lord  Barnard,  after- 
wards  earl  of  Darlington. 

His  mother  was  a  Miss  Gilpin,  of  the  family  of  the  celebrated  reformer  Bernard 
Gilpin  ;  an  ancestor  by  the  father's  side,  Mr.  Peter  Smart,  had  beei^  a  preben- 
dary  of  Durham  in  the  reign  of  Charles  the  First,  and  was  accounted  by  the  puri- 
tan party  as  the  proto^martyr  in  their  cause,  baring  been  degraded  and  deprired 
of  all  his  ecclesiastical  preferments,  fined  fire  hundred  pounds,  and  imprisoned 
eleren  years*  When  restored  to  liberty  by  the  parliament,  he  appeared  as  a  wit- 
ness against  archbishop  Laud.  The  particular  libel  for  which  he  suffered  is  writ- 
ten in  Latin  Terse,  and  was  published  in  1643.  This  is  probably  what  the  author  of 
the  life  prefixed  to  Smart's  poems,  (edit.  1701)  calls  <<  an  interesting  narratiTe  in 
a  pamphlet.'* 

When  our  poet  was  at  school,  his  father  died,  and  so.  much  in  debt,  that  his 
widow  was  obliged  to  sell  the  family  estate  at  a  considerable  loss.  -  As  he  had, 
hewe? er,  receired  a  liberal  education,  he  is  said  to  hare  communicated  to  his  son 
a  taste  for  literature,  and  probably  that  turn  for  pious  reflection,  which  appears  in 
many  of  his  poetical  pieces,  and  was  not  interrupted  with  impunity  by  the  irregu- 
hurltiesofhislife. 

Smart  was  bom  eariier  than  the  usual  period  of  gestation,  and  to  this  circum* 
itanoe  his  biographer  ascribes  that  delicacy  of  constitution  which  rendered  him  un- 
equal to  the  indulgendes  of  men  of  rigour  and  gaiety.    His  taste  for  poetry  is  said 
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to  have  appeared  when  he  wns  only  four  years  old,  in  an  extempore  effusion  that 
indicated  a  relish  for  verse  and  an  ear  for  numbers;  but  unfortunately  for  this  story 
the  extempore  effusion  has  neither  been  preserved  nor  authenticated.  He  was 
educated  at  Maidstone,  until  he  was  eleven  year^  old,  at  which  time  his  father 
died,  and  his  mother  was  induced  to  send  him  'to  Durham,  where  he  might  enjoy 
the  advantages  of  a  good  school,  change  of  air,  and  what  in  her  circumstances  be- 
came  desirable,  the  notice  and  protection  of  his  father's  relations.  Who  they  were 
we  are  not  told,  but  young  Smart  was  very  cordially  received  at  llaby  castle, 
by  lord  Barnard,  and  in  this  family  obtained  the  friendship  of  the  honourable 
Mrs*  Hope,  an'd  the  more  substantial  patronage  of  the  late  duchess  of  Cleve* 
land,  who  allowed  him  forty  pounds  a  year  until  her  death,  in  1742.  His  gra- 
titude to  these  noble  personages  is  amply  testified  by  his  Ode  to  lord  Barnard, 
whom  he  particularly  acknowledges  as  one  who  encouraged  his  youthful  studies. 
It  was  probably  owing  to  the  liberality  of  the  same  family  that,  after  he  had  ac- 
quired very  considerable  reputation  at  Durham  school,  he  was  sent  to  Cambridge 
in  his  seventeenth  year,  and  admitted  of  Pembroke  Hall,  Oct.  30,  1739. 

At  college  he  was  much  more  distinguished  for  his  poetical  efforts  and  classical 
taste  than  for  an  ambition  to  excel  in  the  usual  routine  of  academical  studies,'  and 
soon  became  a  general  favourite  with  such  of  his  contemporaries  as  were  tnen  of 
gaiety  and  vivacity.  A  convivial  dispositioi\  led  him  at  the  same  time  to  associate 
mther  too  frequently  with  men  who  were  of  superior  fortune,  while  pride 
kept  him  from  avowhig  his  inability  to  support  their  expences.  His  only 
dependande  was  what  he  derived  from  his  college,  and  the  allowance  made  to  hioi 
by  the  duchess  of  Cleveland.  •  This  imprudence  involved  him  in  difficulties 
from  which  he  probably  might  have  been  soon  extricated,  if  it  had  not  iuduced  aa 
habitual  neglect  of  pecuniary  matters  which  adhered  to  him  throughout  life,  and 
a  love  for  convi? ial  enjoyments,  which  afterwards  formed  the  chief  blot  in  his  cha-* 
racter.  In  all  other  respects,  Smart  was  a  man  of  strict  principles,  and  of  blameless 
conduct. 

When  at  college,  we  are  told  he  was  extremely  fond  of  exercise,  and  of  walking 
especially,  at  winch  times  it  was  his  custom  to  pursue  his  meditations.  There  is 
nothing  very  singular  in  this,  as  most  young  men  at  college  find  walking  more 
convenient  than  riding  ;  but  it  is  added,  what  probably  will  not  be  so  readily  be« 
lieved,  that  by  constant  treading  he  actually  wore  out  a  path  on  one  of  the  paved 
walks  belonging  to  Pembroke  Hall ! 

During  the  early  part  of  his  residence  at  Cambridge,  he  wrote  the  Tripos  poems 
in  this  collection,  a  species  of  composition  published,  or  at  least  written,  every 
year  when  the  bachelors  of  arts  have  completed  their  degrees.  '    It  is  not  often 
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most,  howeter,  tiate  etecuted  that  translation  abont  this  time^*  as  thd  Applause  it 
recdfed  induced  him  to  turn  his  mind  to  other  translations  from  the  same  author^ 
and  to  write  to  him  for  his  advice  or  approbation.  The  following  answer  was 
immediately  transmitted  hj  Pope. 

"  Sir,  Twickenham,  Nor.  18. 

^^  I  thank  700  for  the  fa?our  of  jonrs  :  I  woald  not  gite  yon  the  trouble  of 
translating  the  whole  essay  yon  mention :  the  two  first  epistles  are  already  well 
done,  and  if  you  try,  I  could  wish  it  were  on  the  last,  which  is  less  abstracted,  and 
more  easily  falls  into  poetry  than  conmon  place*  A  few  lines  at  the  beginning  and 
the  conclusion,  will  be  sufficient  for  a  trial  whether  you  yoarsclf  can  like  the  task 
or  not.  I  believe  the  Essay  on  Criticism  will  in  general  be  more  agreeable,  both 
to  a  young  writer,  and  to  the  majority  of  readers.  What  made  me  wish  the 
other  well  done,  was  the  want  of  a  right  understanding  of  the  subject,  which  ap. 
pean  in  the  foreign  rersions,  in  two  Italian,  two  French,  and  one  German. 
There  is  one  indeed  in  Latin  rerse  printed  at  Wirtemberg,  Tery  faithful,  but  ine* 
legant :  and  another  in  French  prose :  but  in  these  the  spirit  of  poetry  is  as 
moch  lost,  as  the  sense  and  system  itself  in  the  others.  I  ovght  to  take  this  oppor. 
tanity  of  acknowledging  the  Latin  translation  of  my  Ode,  which  yon  sent  me, 
aad  in  whidi  I  conld  see  little  or  hothing  to  alter,  it  is  so  exact.  Belie?e  me,  Sir, 
i^«lly  ckiairoas  of  doing  yon  any  sertice,  and  afraid  ofengajcing  yon  in  an  art  s« 
iittle  preitakle,  though  so  well  desenrtag,  as  good  poetry.     I  aa, 

Tour  most  obli^ 

and  sincere  hamble  serrAoti 

«  A.  Pope*'* 

This  correspondence,  which  seems  to  relate  principally  to  the  Eslay  on  Man, 
was  probably  very  flattering  on  both  sides.  Smart,  as  a  young  man  aiming  at  poe. 
tical  honours,  was  gratified  with  th^  letters  of  Pope ;  and  Pope,  who  was  eter  alive 
to  extent  of  fame,  was  not  sorry  to  find  his  works  introduced  on  the  continent  in 
a  classical  form.  Smart  proceeded  accordingly  to  translate  the  Bssay  on  Criticism^ 
of  all  Pope's  writings,  perhaps  the  most  unfit  for  the  purpose,  but  It  brought  him 
into  some  reputation  with  scholars  and  he  did  not  perceive  that  It  retarded  his 
popularity  as  an  English  poet.  It  was,  hewevcr,  the  fashion  with  the  young  poets 
of  that  time  to  translate  from  Pope,  although  he  had  not  much  taste  for  Latin 
Terse  ;  and  they  could  derive  little  more  advantage  from  the  employment  than  the 
prabe  usually  bestowed  upon  a  school-task.  ^ 

In  1743  he  was  admitted  to  the  degree  of  bachelor  of  arts,  and  July  3,  1745, 
was  elected  a  fellow  of  Pembroke  Hall.  About  this  time  he  wrote  a  comedy,  of 
which  a  few  songs  only  remain,  and  a  ludicrous  soliloquy  of  the  Princess  Periwin. 
kle,  preserved  in  the  Old  Woman's  Magazine.  The  soliloquy  and  some  account 
of  the  play  are  here  extracted  from  his  life  published  in  ^T^I* 

•  Be^Me^iMi  it  k  1T46  aloagwHh  hitotrhOdefir  MmioonSt.  Geoiiia*td«y,mdhi^dla8tpiM 
•mmmnce*  that  a  \Mm  vwrsioii  uf  Pope'i  Kii^y  on  (^rl\ic\§m,  and  Millon'i  U  AUegro  and  U  PeaieroM 
were  preparifii^  fur  pablfcatioiu-<\  ' 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


6  .  LIFB  OF  SMART. 

«  Enter  the  Princess  Perriwtokle  sola,  attended  by  foarteeo  maids  of  great 

kononr. 

'<  Sure  fuch  a  wretch  as  I  wat  never  bom, 
By  all  the  world  deserted  and  forlorn ; 
This  bitter-sweet,  this  hooey-gall  to  prore, 
An^all  the  oil  and  vinegar  of  love. 
Pime,  Love,  and  Reason  will  not  let  me  rest^ 
But  make  a  devilish  bnstle  in  my  breast. 
To  wed  with  Fizgig,  Pride,  Pride,  Pride  denies. 
Pot  on  a  Spanish  padlock,  Keason  cries ; 
But  tender  gentle  Love  with  every  wish  complies. 
Pride,  Love  and  Reason  fight  till  they  are  doy'd, 
And  each  by  each  in  mutual  wounds  destn>y*d* 
Thi^s  when  a  Barber  and  a  Collier  fight. 
The  Barter  beats  the  luckless  Collier— white. 
The  dusty  Collier  heaves  his  ponderous  sack. 
And,  big  with  vengeance,  beats  the  Barber — black. 
In  oomes  the  Brickdust  man,  with  grime  o'erqpread. 
And  beats  the  Collier  and  the  Baibei^-red. 
Black,  red  and  white  in  various  clouds  are  t08S*d, 
And  in  the  dust  they  raise,  the  combatants  are  lost* 

<<  The  play  was  called  <  A  Trip  to  Cambridge,  or  the  Grateful  Fair/  The 
bnsiaess  of  the  drama  was  laid  in  bringing  up  an  old  country  baronet  to  admit 
bis  nephew  a  feUow  commoner  at  one  of  the  colleges ;  in  which  expedition  a 
daughter  or  niece  attended.  In  their  approach  to  the  seat  of  the  Muses,  the  wa- 
ters  from  a  heavy  rain  happened  to  be  out  at  Fenstanton,  which  gave  a  young 
student  of  Emmanuel  an  opportunity  of  shewing  his  gallantry  as  he  was  riding 
out,  by  jumping  from  hb  horse  and  plunging  into  the  flood  to  rescue  the  distress- 
ed damsel,  who  was  near  perishing  in  the  stream,  Into  which  she  had  fallen  from 
her  poney,  as  the  party  traTelled  on  horseback.  The  swain  being  lucky  enough 
to  effect  his  purpose,  of  course  gained  an  interest  in  the  lady's  heart,  and  an  ac« 
quaintance  with  the  rest  of  the  family,  which  he  did  not  fail  to  cultiTate  on  their 
arrival  at  Cambridge,  with  success  as  far  as  the  fair  one  was  concerned.  To  bring 
about  the  consent  of  the  father,  (or  guardian,  for  my  m^nory  is  not  accurate)  it 
was  contrired  to  have  a  play  acted,  of  which  entertainment  he  was  highly  fond ;  and 
the  Norwich  company  luckily  came  to  Cambridge  just  at  the  time ;  only  one  of 
the  actors  had  been  detained  on  the  road ;  and  they  could  not  perform  the  play 
that  night,  unless  the  baronet  would  consent  to  take  a  part ;  which,  rather  than 
be  disappointed  of  his  favourite  amusement,  he  was  prevailed' upon  to  do^espedally 
as  he  was  assured  that  it  would  amount  to  nothing  more  than  sitting  at  a  great 
table,  and  signing  an  instrument,  as  a  justice  of  peace  might  sign  a  warrant ;  and 
baring  been  some  years  of  the  quorum,  he  felt  himself  quite  equal  to  the  undertake 
ing.    The  under.play  to  be  acted  by  the  Norwich  company  on  this  occasion,  wat 
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Uioieoe  or  dueller,  tadatiirreiider  of  allher  fortune. — ^This  farce  wai  acted  at 
Pembroke  College-Hallt  the  parlour  of  which  made  the  Green  Room." 

Id  1747,  Smart  took  the  degree  of  master  of  artt,  and  became  a  candidate  for 
tbeSeatodian  priie,  which  was  adjudged  to  him  for  fire  years,  four  of  them  in  suc^ 
cestiou.  The  subjects  of  his  poems  were--The  Eternitj— March  95,  1750  ;— The 
lainensity— April  20, 1751  ;— The.  Omniscience— Nor.  «,  175« ;— The  Power— 
I>ec.  5,  1753;  and  the  Goodness  of  the  Supreme  Being— Oct.  38, 1756. 

It  is  probable  he  might  hare  succeeded  in  the  year  1754,  but  his  thoughts  were 
for  some  dme  direrted  by  an  important  change  in  his  situation.  In  175S  he  quit* 
ted  college  on  his  marriage  with  Miss  Ann  Maria  Caman,  the  daughter  by  a  for* 
aer  husband  of  Mary,  wife  of  the  late  worthy  Mr.  John  Newbery.  He  had  been 
iDtroduced  to  this  gentleman's  family  by  Dr.  Bumey,  the  celebrated  author  of  the 
History  bf  Music,  who  composed  sereral  of  Smart's  songs,  and  enriched  the 
coUoction  of  his  works  published  in  1701,  with  some  original  compositions  not  ge-> 
oendly  known  to  belong  to  our  poet 

Before  this  time  Smart  had  occasionally  risited  London,  and  had  relinquished 
the  prospects  of  any  regular  profession.  In  1751  he  published  his  Seatonian  poem 
00  the  Immensity  of  the  Supreme  Being;  and  aboiit  the  same  time  appears  to  hare 
been  engaged  with  Newbery  in  a  general  scheme  of  authorship.  He  had  a  ready 
torn  for  original  compositions  both  in  prose  and  ?er8e,.and  as  Newbery  projected 
■any  works  in  the  form  of  periodical  miscellanies,  must  hare  been  an  useful  co« 
adJQtor.  During  the  years  1750  and  1751^  he  was  a  frequent  contributor  to  the 
Stddent,  or  Oxford  and  Cambridge  Miscellany,  and  carried  on  at  the  same  time 
The  Midwife,  or  the  Old  Woman*s  Magazine,  a  small  periodical  pamphlet,  whicli 
was  published  in  threepenny  numbers,  and  was  afterwards  collected  into  three  to. 
lomes  12®.  Smart  and  Newbery  were  almost  the  sole  writers  in  this  last  work, 
which  consists  of  short  pieces  in  prose  and  ? erse,  mostly  of  the  humorous  kind^ 
and  generally  in  a  style  of  humour  which  in  our  more  polished  days  would  be 
teckoned  somewhat  coarse. 

During  the  publication  of  the  M^wife,  he  wrote  the  prologue  and  epilogue  to 
Othello,  when  acted  at  Drury.lane  theatre  by  the  Delaval  family  and  their  friends* 
Of  the  importance  of  this  prologue  and  epilogue  he  had  so  high  an  opinion,  that 
when  he  published  them  in  March  1751,  he  added  a  solemn  notice  of  their  being 
entered  in  the  halUboqk  of  the  Stationers'  Company,  and  threatened  to  prosecute 
all  persons  who  should  pirate  them,  or  any  pari  of  them.  As  he  affected  to  conceal 
his  share  in  the  Midwife,  he  permits  the  old  lady  to  copy  these  articles  <<  because 
a  work  of  merit  printed  in  that  magazine  b  asa  brilUant  set  in  gold,  and  increased 
Bot  diminished  in  its  lustre."  It  would  be  trifling  to  notice  these  little  matters,  did 
they  not  throw  seme  light  on  the  character  and  pursuits  of  our  author.  He  was 
now  fast  acquiring  the  rarious  arts  of  puffing,  and  he  ever  preserred  a  much 
higher  opinion  of  his  works,  than  e?en  his  best  friends  could  allow  to  be  just. — 
Among  other  schemes  to  which  It  is  to  be  rq;retted  a  man  of  talents  should  de^ 
•cend,  we  find  him  about  the  beginning  of  the  year  1752,  endeaTouring  to  amuse 
the  town  with  a  kind  of  farcical  performance,  called  The  Old  Woman's  Oratory, 
ihttnded  partly  to  ridicule  Orator  Henley's  buffooneries^  and  partly  to  promote 
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tlie  ulU  ottht  Old  Wolnan^tf  MiigftzlM.  I^  neKh^r  of  Ihe^e  waii  l^ft  Y«i^  fttictlM. 
fal :  the  ma^icie  Wftd  Mou  discontinued  for  w&At  Of  ^ttcounigeiifiefit,  and  Henlejr 
WM  A  man  whole  ahsutdiHeB  could  be  heightened  ttHy  by  himself. 

NotWithsta^iBjt  ^ese  p'unuits,  Smart*^  {Vetoing  manners  and  generally  inotfiefl. 
site  condact  procured  him  the  friendship  of  Johnson^  Garrick,  Dr.  Jameft,  Dr. 
Barney,  and  other  men  of  Mterary  eminence  in  that  day^  Garrtck  afterwards 
eyinced  his  ttberdfty^  when  Smart  was  In  distresA^  by  giTing  him  the  profits  of  a  free 
benefit  at  Drnry'.lane  theatre^  and  thirt  it  might  be  the  more  prodtictire,  introdnc- 
cd  for  the  first  time  the  short  drama  of  theOnardian,  in  which  he  appeared  in  a 
principal  character.  Lord  Dekval  also,  to  whom  Smart  had  been  pHtate  tutor  at 
Cambridge^  and  hh  bl^the1^  Sir  Francis^  were  among  Ms  friends,  and  ft  was  at 
their  meanest  he  wrote  the  prologue  and  epilogue  to  Othello. 

In  17fit)   he  pabHshed  a  collection  of  hli  poemi,  in  4to.  In  an  degant  and 
rather  expensire  fotm;  and  although  they  not  only  receiTed  the  praise,  due  to  them, 
but  the  very  flattering  decbion,  that  in  point  of  genhis  he  might  rank  with    Gray 
and  Mason,  yet  as  this  opinion  was  qualified  by  some  objections,  he  hnmediately 
iMcame  the  implacable  enemy  of  retiews  and  retiewers.    He  Supposed  at  the  same 
time,  what  we  beliere  is  very  improbable,  that  Dr.  afterwards  Sir  John  Hill,  was 
the  author  of  the  criticism  on  hift  poems,  'm  the  Monthly  tletiew,  and  determined 
t6  take  his  reteuge  for  this  and  the  other  offences  committed  by  Hill,  by  publishhig 
apoem  which  had  been  written  preriOusly  to  this  afihir,  entitled  the  Billlod.    Of 
this  Book  First  madeiti  appearance  accordingly  in  the  beginning  of  the  year  1753*. 
The  Hilllad,which  is  perhaps  one  of  the  most  bitter  satires  ercr  pubrt8hed,would 
afford  a  tery  unfotourable  opinion  of  our  author's  character,  had  it  not  been  an  at. 
tack  on  a  man  who  had  rendered  himself  ridiculous  and  contemptible  by  practising 
with  unblushing  effrontery  every  species  of  literary  and  medical  quackery.     Ac- 
cording to  Smart,  Hill  gave  the  first '  puMIc  provocation  In  one  of  his  Inspectors, 
Where  he  accuses  Smart  of  ingratitude.     Hill  alleged  that  he  had  been  the  cause 
.  of  Smart's  being  brought  up  to  town  :  that  he  had  been  at  all  thtres  his  friend,  and 
hadsupported  his  cliaraCter;ahd,  that  long  beforehe  appeared  as  Inspector,  he  spoke 
well  of  those  pieces,  on  the  merit  of  which  Smart's  fortune  at  that  time  depended : 
he  hints  also  among  other  fhtours,  that  he  had  been  the  means  of  introducing  him  to 
Newbcry  ;  and  for  all  this,  the  only  return  Smart  made  was  by  an  abusive  poem, 
«*  a  long  elaborate  workj  which  he  has  read  at  alehouses  atid  cjder  cellars,  and  if 
any  booksdhir  will  run  the  risk,  will  puWisM." 

To  this  heayy  accusation,  SiAart  pleaded  not  g^iilty  in  toto^  solemnly  declaring 
In  an  advertisement  in  the  Daily  Gazetteer,  that  he  never  received  the  least  favnur 
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Mrooly  Sliiarf,  bnt  Fieldlilg,  who  was  h\%  particnlarf ricnd.  This  dceUration  was 
c^^ftt>holiU«i  by  an  adrertisem^cit  from  honest  Newbety,  who  adds  that  he  in. 
ttodttoaA  Smalrt  to  Hill,  sii  months  after  the  forfkier  had  ettgagiMl  with  hlmMt 
(Newbery)  in  business,  when  they  met  as  perfect  strangers.  With  respect  to 
HBTft  assertion  that  he  had  been  the  means  of  introducing  Smart  to  Mr.  Newbery, 
Ae  latter  declares  it  to  be  an  absolute  falsehood. 

The  tmth  Was,  that  fiill  pretended  to  take  the  part  of  onr  poet  In  the  tttdpettor, 
which  be  was  k)iown  to  write^whlle  he  abused  bfan  in  the  Impertinent,  the  author  of 
which,  he  flattered  himself,  was  not  known.  But  it  was  among  the  mitfortunei 
di  this  abcb^fuack,  although  adrantageons  to  the  pobHc,  that  whatever  disguise  he 
pat  on  was  always  too  thin  to  elude  the  penetration  of  his  contemporaries.  This 
trick  in  particular  had  been  discovered  by  the  retlewer  of  books  in  theCrentleman^s 
M^;aiine,fitnB  months  before  the  Inspector  appeared,  In  which  he  accused  Smart  of 
Ingratitude.  We  are  not  therefore  to  wonder  that  the  discotery  of  such  malignant 
hypocrisy  stimulated  SmaH  to  write  the  Billiad,  which  it  appears  he  first  tead  Of 
circulated  in  manuscript  among  his  friends.  But  whaterer  praise  they  bestowed 
btt  the  genius  displayed  iti  this  satire,  they  were  not  pleased  that  he  had  ibTolved 
hiibsdf  in  a  war  of  obloquy  With  one  whom  to  conquer  Was  to  eiceed  in  the  worst 
part  of  his  diaracter  ;  and  Smart  probably  listened  to  their  opinions,  for  he  pub. 
lishednomoreoftheHOnad  ^.  Bill  had  the  credit  of  writing  a  Smartiad,  which 
serted  no  other  purpose  than  to  set  off  the  merit  of  the  other. 

In  1754,  Shiart  published  the  Seatonlan  prl2e  i^oem  on  the  Power,  and  in  175ft, 
fluu  on  the  Goodness  of  the  Supreme  Beings ;  and  in  the  same  year  his  Hymn  to  tho 
Supreme  Adng,  on  recotery  from  a  dangerous  Hi  of  illness;  which  illness,  if  I  mis. 
take  not,  filled  up  the  space  between  the  years  1754  and  part  of  1755.  ^<  Though 
the  fertmie,*' says  his  biographer,  ^<as  well  as  the  constitution  of  Mr.  Smart  requir* 
ed  the  utmost  care,  he  was  equally  negligent  in  the  management  of  hoihj  and  his 
tarious  and  repeated  embarrassments  acting  upon  an  imagination  uncommonly 
fervid,  produced  temporary  atienations  of  mind  ;  Which  at  last  were  attended  with 
^paroxysms  so  violent  and  Conthiued  as  to  render  confinement  necessary.     In  this 
melancholy  state,  Ms  family,  for  he  had  now  two  children,  must  have  been  much 
embarrassed  tu  their  circumstances,  but  for  the  kind  friendship  and  assistance  of 
Mr.  Newbery.    Many  other  of  Mr.  Smart's  acquaintance  were  likewise  forward  in 
their  senrices  ;  and  particularly  br.  Samuel  Johnson,  who  on  the  first  approaches 
of  Mr.  Smart's  malady,  wrote  several  papers  for  a  periodical  publication  in  which 
that  gentlemati  w^s  concerned,  to  Secure  his  claun  to  a  share  in  the  profits  of 
It/*— 

The  pubfication  alluded  to  was  the  tlnlversal  Visitor  and  Memorialist,  piib1f<;hed 
by  Gardner,  a  bo<)ksellef  In  thb  Strand.  Smart  and  Rolt,  a  much  inferior 
Writer,  are  said  to  hare  entered  into  an  engagement  to  write  for  tliis  magazine,  and 
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for  no  otber  work  wbaterer ;  for  this,  thej  were  to  hare  a  third  of  the  profits,  aol 
the  contract  was  to  be  binding  for  ninety^nine  years.  In  BoswelPs  life  of  John* 
son,  we  find  this  contract  discussed  with  more  grafity  than  it  seems  to  deserre* 
It  was  probably  a  contrirance  of  Gardner's  to  secure  the  ser? ices  of  two  irregular 
men  for  a  certain  period.  Johnson, howefer,  wrote  a  ie#  papers  for  our  poet; 
^^  not  thien,*'  he  added,<<  knowing  the  terms  on  which  Smart  was  engaged  to  write^ 
and  thinking  I  was  doing  him  good.  1  hoped  his  wits  would  soon  return  to  him* 
Mine  returned  to  me,  and  I  wrote  in  ihe  Unirersal  Visitor  no  longer/'  The  pub« 
lication  ceased  in  about  two  years  from  its  commencement. 

Smart's  madness,  according  to  Dr.  Johnson's  account,  dbcorered  itself  chieflj 
In  unnecessary  deriations  from  the  usual  modes  of  the  world,  in  things  that  are 
not  improper  in  themselres.  He  would  fall  upon  his  knees  and  say  his  prayers  in 
the  street,  or  in  any  unusual  place,  and  insisted  on  people  prayfng  with  him.  Hit 
habits  were  also  remarkably  slovenly:  but  he  had  not  often  symptoms  of  dangerous 
lunacy^  and  the  principal  reason  of  his  confinement  was  to  give  his  constitution  a 
diancc  of  recovering  from  the  effects  of  intemperance. 

After  his  release,  when  his  mind  appeared  to  be  in  some  measure  restored,  he 
took  a  pleasant  lodging  in  the  neighbourhood  of  St.  James's  Park,  an4  conduct- 
ed his  affairs  for  some  time  with  prudence.  He  was  maintained  partly  by  his  lite, 
rary  occnpatioos,  and  partly  by  the  genero«ity  of  his  friends^  receiving  among  other 
benefactions,  fifty  pounds  a  year  from  the  Treasury,  but  by  whose  interest  his  bio* 
grapher  was  notable  to  discover.  In  1757,  he  published  a  prose  translation  of 
the  works  of  Horace*  From  this  performance  he  could  derive  little  fame.  He- 
professes,  indeed,  that  he  had  been  encouraged  to  think  that  such  a  translation 
would  be  useful  to  those  who  are  desirous  of  acquiring  or  recovering  a  competent 
knowledge  of  the  Latin  tongue,  but  the  injury  done  to  learners  by  literal  trans* 
latious  was  at  this  time  too  generally  acknowledged  to  allow  him  the  full  force  of 
this  apology.  His  sentiments  on  the  undertaking,  when  he  came  to  reflect 
more  seriously,  will  appear  hereafter  in  a  letter  from  Dr.  Hawkesworth. 

In  what  manner  he  lived  for  sometime  after  this,  we  are  not  told.  It  was  in  175  9 
thatGarrick  gave  him  the  profits  of  a  benefit  before  mentioned,  when  it  appears  that 
'  he  was  again  involved  in  pecuniary  distresses.  In  1763,  he  published  a  song  to  Da* 
vid,  in  which  there  are  some  passages  of  more  majestic  animation  than  in  any  of  hid 
former  pieces,  and  others  in  which  the  expression  is  mean,  and  the  sentiments  un* 
worthy  of  the  poet  or  the  subject.  These  inequalities  will  not,  however,  surprixe 
the  reader  when  he  is  told  that  this  pie^  was  composed  by  him  during  his  confine* 
ment,  when  he  was  debarred  the  use  of  pen,  ink  and  paper,  and  was  obliged  to 
indent  his  lines  with  the  end  of  a  key,  upon  the  wainscot*  This  poem  was  not 
admitted  into  the  edition  of  his  works  published  in  1701,  but  the  grandeur  aud 
originality  of  the  following  thoughts  will  apologise  for  my  introducing  in  this 
place  the  only  part  of  it,  I  have  been  able  to  recover,  and  for  which  lam  in* 

dobted  to  the  Monthly  Review. 

I 

**  Snhltme — inveqtioii  ever  joaog. 
Of  vast  OQDoeptioD,to#*riDf  toofue^ 
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To  Qod  th*  etcfiMl  tbeme ; 
Notes  from  your  exaltatioiit  eaugbt, 
UnriTmlM  royalty  of  thought, 
^  O'er  meaner  strains  supreme. 
His  mote,  brigtit  angd  of  his  ▼ene, 
Oites  balm  for  all  the  thorns  that  pieroe^ 

For  all  the  pangs  that  rage : 
Blest  light  still  gaining  on  the  gloom. 
The  more  than  Michael  of  his  bloom, 
^  Th'  Abishag  of  his  age; 
He  song  of  God,  the  mighty  souree 
Of  all  tiiingB,  the  stupendoQS  ibroe 

On  which  all  strength  depends ; 
From  whose  right  arm,  beneath  whose  eyes. 
All  period,  powV,  and  enterprize 

Commences^  reigns,  and  ends* 
The  world,  the  clustering  spheres  he  made. 
The  glorious  light,  the  soothing  shade 

Dale,  champaign,  grore  and  hill : 
The  multitudinous  abyss, 
Where  secresy  remains  in  bTiis,  . 

And  wisdom  hides  her  skilt 
Tell  them,  I  AM,  Jehovah  said  ^ 

ToMoaes:  whHe  Earth  heard  in  dread. 

And,  smitlen  to  the  heart. 
At  once,  abore,  beneath,  around. 
All  Nature,  without  voice,  or  sound, 

Beplied,  "O  Lord,  THOtJ  ART." 

In  tlie  same  year  he  pablished  a  smaller  roisceUanj  of  poems  oo  sereral  occasionS| 
at  the  conclusioii  of  which  he  complains  again  of  the  ReTtewers,  and  betra/s  that 
irritability  of  self  conceit  which  is  frequently  observed  to  precede,  and  sometimes  to 
accompapy  derangement  of  mind.  In  other  respects  these  poems  added  little  to 
his  fame,  and  except  one  or  two  ha?e  not  been  reprinted* 

in  1704,  he  published  Hannah,  an  oratorio,  the  music  of  which  was  composed 
by  Worgan,  and  soon  after  in  the  same  year  an  Ode  to  the  Earl  of  Northuoiber« 
land,  on  his  being  appflnted  lord  lieutenant  of  Ireland,  with  some  other  pieces. 
In  all  these  his  imagination,  although  occasionally  fine,  went  often  into  wild  ev* 
cesses,  and  evinced  that  hb  mind  had  nerer  recovered  its  sober  tone.  The  fol-  ^ 
lowing  letter  from  Dr.  Hawkesworth,  already  mentioned,  to  Mrs.  Hunter,  one  of 
Smart*s  sisters,  affords  an  interesting  display  of  hb  general  conduct  and  sentiments 
atthbtime. 

<<  Dear  Madam, 

<<  I  am  afraid  that  you  hare  before  now  secretly  accused  me,  and  I  confess 
that  appearances  are  against  me :  I  did  not,  however,  delay  to  call  upon  Mr. 
Smart,  but  I  was  unfortunate  enough  twice  to  miss  him.  I  was  the  third  day  of 
ay  beuig  in  town  seised  with  a  fever  that  was  then  epidemic,  from  which  I  am 
but  just  recorered*    I  have  since  my  being  in  town  thb  second  time  called  ou  my 
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old  friend,  and  seen  him.  He  receittd  me  with  an  ardour  of  kindness  natural  to 
the  sensibility  of  hb  temper,  and  we  were  soon  seated  together  by  his  fireside :  £ 
perceived  upon  his  table  a  quarto  book,  in  which  he  had  been  writing,  a  prayer- 
book  and  a  Horace :  after  the  first  complimeatsy  I  said  I  had  been  at  Margate, 
had  seen  his  mother  and  his  sister,  who  expressed  groat  kindness  for  him,  and 
made  me  promise  to  come  and  see  him !  to  this  he  made  no  reply :  nor  did  hs 
make  any  enquiry  after  those  I  mentioned :  he  did  not  e?en  mention  the  place, 
nor  ask  me  any  questions  about  it,  or  what  carried  me  thither.  After  some  pause, 
and  some  indifferent  chat,  I  returned  to  the  subject,  and  said  that  Mr.  Hunter  and 
you  would  be  yery  glad  to  see  liim  in  Kent  t  to  this  he  replied  Tery  quick,  <^  I 
cannot  afford  to  be  idle;"  I  si^d  he  might  employ  Ms  mind  as  well  in  the  country 
as  in  town,  at  which  he  only  sheok  his  head  :  and  I  entirely  changed  the  subject. 
Upon  my  asking  him  when  we  should  see  the  Psalms,  he  said  they  were  going  to 
press  immediately :  as  to  his  other  undertakings,  1  found  he  hac^  completed  a 
translation  o^  Phaedrus  in  rerse  for  Dodsley  at  a  certain  price,  and  that  he  is  now 
busy  in  translating  all  Horace  into  rerse,  whkh  he  sometimes  thinks  of  publishing 
on  his  own  account,  and  sometimes  of  contracting  for  it  with  a  bookseller :  I  ad. 
Tisedhim  to  the  latter,  aiid  he  then  told  me  he  was  in  treaty  about  it,  and  believed 
it  would  be  a  bargain :  he  told  me  his  principal  motive  for  translating  Horace 
into  verse,  was  to  supersede  the  prose  translation  which  he  did  for  Newbery,  which 
he  said  would  hurt  his  memory.  He  intends  haw«ver  to  review  that  translation,  and 
print  it  at  the  foot  of  the  page  in  his  poetical  version,  which  he  proposes  to  print  ia 
quarto  with  the  Latin,  both  in  verse  and  prose,  on  the  opposite  page ;  he  told  ma 
he  once  had  thoughts  of  printing  it  by  subscription,  but  as  he  had  troubled  his 
friends  already,  he  was  unwilling  to  do  it  again,  and  had  been  persuaded  to  pub- 
lish it  in  numbers,  whick,  though  I  rather  dissuaded  him,  seemed  at  last  to  be  the 
prevailing  bent  of  bis  mind :  he  read  mtt  some  of  it :  it  is  very  close,  and  hku  own 
poetical  fire  sparkles  in  it  very  frequently  ;  yet,  upon  the  whole,  it  will  scarcely 
take  place  of  Francis\  and  therefore,  if  it  is  not  adopted  as*a  school  book,  which 
perhaps  may  be  the  case,  it  will  turn  to  little  account*  Upon  mentioning  his 
prose  translation,  I  saw  his  countenance  kindle,  and  snatching  up  the  book^ 
«'  What,"  says  he,"  do  you  think  I  had  for  this  ?"  I  said  I  could  not  tell."  Why,'» 
says  he,  with  great  indignation,  ^^  thirteen  pounds^"  I  expressed  very  great  asto* 
nishment,  which  he  seemed  to  think  he  should  encrease  by  adding,  ^^  but,  Sir,  t 
gave  a  receipt  for  a  hundred  ;"  my  astonishment  however  was  now  over,  and  t 
found  that  he  received  only  thirteen  pounds  because  the  rest  had  been  advanced 
for  his  family ;  this  was  a  tender  point,  and  1  found  means  immediately  to  divert 
him  from  it. 

"  He  is  with  very  decent  people,   in  a  house  most  delightfully  situated  with  a 
terrace  that  overlooks  St.  James's  Park,  and  a  door  into  it.    He  was  going  to  dine 
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b«  parbaps  tormed  too  high  an  opiiiioa  of  hit  effusioas,  be  spared  no  laboor  irbeii 
employed  by  the  booksellers,  and  formed  in  coDJuoction  with  them  many  scbemfi 
of  literary  industry  which  he  did  not  live  to  accomplish.  In  1765,  he  publisbeA 
a  poetical  translation  of  the  Fables  of  Phsedms,  wkh  the  appendix  of  GudiQS,  and 
an  accurate  origin^  feit  aa  the  opposite  page.  This  traoilation  appears  to  bt 
execnted  with  neatness  and  fidelity,  bat  has  never  become  popular.  His  transbu 
tion  of  the  Psalms  which  followed  in  the  same  year  affords  a  melancholy  proof  of 
want  of  judgment  and  decay  of  powers.  Many -of  his  psalms  scarcely  rise  abOTa 
the  level  of  Sternhold  and  Boptfios,  and  they  had  the  additional  dlsadnuitage  of 
appearing  at  the  same  time  with  Merrick's  more  correct  and  chaste  translation, 
la  1767,  our  poet  executed  the  design  hinted  at  in  Dr.  Hawkesworth'sletteT)  by  ro« 
pnblisbing  his  Horace,  with  a  metrical  translation,  in  which  although  we  findabuod* 
aace  of  ioacouracies,  irreg aUr  rhymes  and  redundancies,  there  are  some  passagea 
ConcoiTed  in  the  true  spirit  of  the  original. 

His  last  publication,  in  1768,  exhibited  a  more  striking  proof  of  want  of  judg« 
meat  than  any  of  his  late  performances*  It  was  intitled  the  Parables  of  our  Lord 
and  Saviour  Jesus  Christ,  done  Into  familiar  verse,  with  occasional  applicatioBa 
for  the  use  of  younger  minds*  This  was  dedicated  to  Master  Bonnel  Geoig a 
Thornton,  a  child  of  three  years  old,  and  ii  written  in  that  species  of  verse  which  ^ 
would  be  tolerated  only  in  the  nursery* 

In  what  manner  he  lived  daring  these  years  his  biographer  has  not  informed  ns  : 
but  at  length  he  was  confined  for  debt  in  the  King's  Bench  prison,  the  rules  of 
which  were  obtained  for  him  by  his  brother.in.law  Mr.  Thomas  Carnan.  Here  ha 
died  after  a  short  illness  occasioned  by  a  disorder  in  his  liver.  May  18th,  1770, 
leaving  two  daughters  who,  with  his  widoW}  have  long  been  settled  at  Reading,  and 
by  their  prudent  management  of  the  bookseUing  trade,  transferred  to  them  by  tba 
late  Mr,  John  Newbery,  have  been  enabled  to  maintain  a  i^ry  respectable  rank 
in  life.  4 

In  1791|  a  collection  of  his  poetical  pieces  was  formed,  to  which  vrere  pre. 
fixed  some  memoirs  of  his  life  collected  fro^o  his  relations,  Qt  these  much  use  haa 
been  niade  in  the  present  sketch,  but  it  has  been  found  necessary  to  employ  con- 
sidarable  research  in  supplying  the  want  of  proper  dates,  and  other  circunu 
stances  illustrative  of  the  literary  character  of  a  man  who,  with  all  his  failings, 
bad  many  amiable  qualities,  and  certainly  the  genius  of  a  real  poet.  Of  his  per. 
foaal  charaoter,  the  following  particulars  yet  remain  to  be  added  from  the  Me* 
moirs, 

^*  His  piety  was  exemplary  and  fervent ;  It  may  not  be  uninteiipsting  to  the 
fender  to  be  told,  that  Mr.  Smart,  in  composing  the  religious  poems,  was  frequently 
so  impressed  with  the  sentiment  of  devotion,  as  to  write  particular  passages  on  his 
knees. 

^'  He  was  friendly,  affectionate,  and  liberal  to  excess ;    so  as  often  to  give  that 
to  others,  of  which  he  was  in  the  utmost  want  himself:  he  was  also  particularly  en. 
gaging  in  conversation,  when  his  first  shyness  was  worn  away  ;  which  he  had  in 
common  with  literary  men,  but  in  a  very  rem:irkable  degree.     Having  undertaken, 
to  introduce  his  wife  to  my  I^rd  Darlington,  with  whom  he  was  well  acquainted  i 
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le  bad  no  sooner  mentioned  her  name  to  his  Lordship^  'than  he  retreated  snddenty^ 
at  if  stricken  with  a  panic,  from,  the  room,  and  from  the  honse,  lea?ingiiertoi61- 
law  oTerwhelmed  with  confusion. 

<<  As  an  instance  of  the  wit  of  his  conTersation,  the  following  extemporaij 
qpondiac,  descriptire  of  the  three  Bedels  of  the  Unirersitj,  who  were  at  thattime 
ail  verj  fat  men,  is  still  remembered  bj  hb  academical  acquaintance. 

PiDgoia  tergeminoram  abdomina  Bedellomm. 

^<  This  line  he  afterwards  inserted  in  one  qf  his  poems  for  the  Tripos.^ 
As  a  poet  Smart  exhibits  indubitable  proofs  of  genius,  but  few  of  a  correct  tast8| 
and  appears  to  haye  seldom  exercised  much  labour,  or  employed  cool  judgment 
in  preparing  his  works  for  the  public.  Upon  the  whole  therefore  he  is  most 
aaccessfal  in  his  lighter  pieces/his  odes,  his  songs,  aodfables.Of  his  odes,  that  on  Ui- 
nature;  the  Morning,  Noon,  and  Night  pieces,  particularly  the  last,  if  the  epigram- 
aiatic  tarn  at  the  conclusion  does  not  disappoint  the  pensiye  reader,  may  be  cited 
AS  productions  of  Hch  and  original  fancy,  nor  will  it  detract  much  from  their  praise 
^  that  they  sometimes  remind  us  of  Milton.  His  fables  are  entitled  to  high  praise,  for 
case  of  Tersification  and  delicacy  of  humour  ;  and  although  he  may  hare  depart, 
ed  from  the  laws  wrfch  some  critics  have  imposed  on  this  species  of  composition^ 
by  giving  reason  to  inanimate  objects,  it  will  be  difficult  by  any  laws  to  convince  the 
reader  that  he  ought  not  to  be  delighted  with  the  Tea-pot  and  the  Scmbbiag^brush^ 
the  Bag   Wig  and  the  Tobacco-pipe,  or  the  Bropaded  Gown  and  the  Linen 

In  his  rejigious  poems,  written  for  the  Seatonlan  prize,  there  is  mndi  to  com« 
mend,  and  where  we  are  most  disposed  to  blame,  the  fault  perhaps  is  in  the  expec« 
ta:ion  that  such  subjects  can  be  treated  with  advantage.  In  the  preface  to  his  Ode 
to  St.  Cecilia,  he  allows  that  ^<  thechusing  too  high  subjects  has  been  the  ruin  of 
many  a  tolerable  genius ;"  and  Dc  Johnson,  with  majestic  eneigy,  remarks  that 
^^  whatever  is  great,  desirable,  or  tremendous,  is  comprised  in  the  name  of  the  Sn* 
preme  Being.  Omnipotence  cannot  be  exalted ;  Infinity  cannot  be  amplified  ; 
Perfection  cannot  be  improved.'*  Of  this  Smart  seems  to  have  been  aware,,  al« 
though  ambition  and  interest,  neither  Ulaudable  in  his  circomstances,  prompted  him 
to  make  an  attempt,  in  which,  whatever  his  success,  he  was  allowed  to  excel  his  ri* 
vals.  We  find  him  accordingly  digressing  from  his  immediate  subjects,  wherever  he 
can  :  in  his  poem  on  Eternity,  he  treats  of  the  creation  and  end  of  the  v^orld,  and 
the  last  judgment:  and  in  that  of  Omniscience,  he  confines  himseJf  principdly  to 
the  wonderful^flects  of  instinct.  That  there  are  some  splendid  passages  in  these 
poems,  calculated  to  elevate  the  mind,  and  to  impart  the  pious  enthusiasm  which 
animated  the  poet,  it  would  be  unjust  to  deny,  but  they  are  perhaps  nearly  balanced 
by  pompous  irregularities,  and  some  of  those  extraordinary  flights  which  remind  ua 
of  Bia^kmore.  What  can  be  worse  poetry  than  such  lines  as 

*•  O  Thou  whose  ways  to  wonder  of  s  distrust, 
Whom  to  detcribe'B  presumption." } 

X>r  iflMi  more  bold  and  repr^bensible  freedon^s  (hap  to  c^  the  Almighty  the 
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CHRISTOPHER  SMART. 


ODES. 


IDLENESS. 


ODE  I. 

GoBoist  of  ease,  leave  Lethe's  brink, 
Oteequious  to  the  Miue  and  me  ; 

Kir  once  endare  the  pain  to  t  ' 
CMi !  sweet  insensibility  ! 


Sitter  of  peace  and  indolence, 

fting,  Mjise^itfinipnomheniioft  and  slow, 
Baborately  void  of  sense. 

Alia  sweeUy  thoughtless  let  them  flow. 

Keer  someoowslip-painted  mead, 
Tberelet  me  doze  oat  the  duU  hours, 

ind  under  me  let  Flora  spread, 
Asofaofher  softest flow*rB. 

Where,  Philomd,  yoor  notes  you|  breathe 
Kirth  from  behind  the  neigfabonriog  pine, 

And  mnrmurs  of  the  stream  beneath 
Still  Aow  m  unison  with  thine. 

Bor  thee,  O  I^eness,  the  woes 

Of  life  we  patiently  endure, 
TboQ  art  the  source  whence  labour  flows. 
We  shun  thee  bat  to  make  thee  sure. 

For  who^d  sustain  waf^  toil  and  waste. 
Or  who  th*  hoarse  thund'ring  of  the  sea, 

Bat  to  be  idle  at  the  last, 
Aod  find  a  pleasing  end  m  thee. 


TO  ETHEimDA, 


Happy  Muse,  that  didst  embrace 
The  sweet,  the  beav*nly-fragrant  place  I 
Tell  me,  is  the  omen  true. 
Shall  the  bard  arrive  there  too  ? 

Oft  thro'  my  eyes  my  soul  has  flowo. 
And  wanton'd  on  that  iv'ry  throne : 
There  with  extatic  transport  bum'd. 
And  thought  it  was  to  Heav'n  retum'd. 
Tell  me  is  the  omen  true. 
Shall  the  body  follow  too? 

When  first  at  Nature's  early  birth, 
Heav'n  sent  a  man  upon  the  Earth, 
Ev'n  Eden  was  more  fruitful  found. 
When  Adam  came  to  till  the  ground : 
Shall  then  those  breasU  be  fair  in  vain. 
And  only  rise  to  ftdl  again  ? 

No,  no,  fair  nymph— for  no  such  end 
Did  Heav'n  to  thee  iU  bounty  lend ; 
'ITiat  breast  was  ne'er  design'd  by  fete 
For  verse,  or  things  inanimate  j 
Then  throw  them  ftom  that  downy  bed, 
Aud  take  the  poet  in  their  stead. 


ON  AN  EAGLE 

COKnMED   IN   A   COLLBOI  COUKT* 

ODE  IU. 

Imperial  bird,  who  wont  to  soar 

High  o^er  the  rolling  cloud. 
Where  Hyperborean  mountains  hoar 

Their  heads  in  ether  shroud  j — 
Thou  servtot  of  almighty  Jove, 
Who,  free  and  swift  as  thought,  could'strora 

To  the  bleak  north's  extremest  goal  ;*- 
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Has  plac'd  thee  in  tbif  servile  cell, 
Where  discipline  and  dulness  dwell. 

Where  genius  ne'er  was  seen  to  roam; 
Where  er^ry  selfish  soul's  at  rest. 
Nor  ever  quits  the  eamal  breast. 

But  Inrks  and  sneaks  at  home ! 

TM  dim'd  thine  eye,  and  dipt  thy  win|; 

So  cprOTHing  !  once  so  great ! 
The  grief-inspired  Muse  shall  sing 

In  tend'rest  lays  thy  fiite. 
What  time  by  thee  scholastic  pride 
Takes  his  precise,  pedantic  stride, 

Nor  on  thy  misery  casts  a  care, 
The  stream  of  love  ne'er  from  his  heart 
Tlows  oat,  to  act  fair  pity's  part ; 

But  stinks,  and  stagnates  Uiere. 

Tet  useful  still,  bold  to  the  thron^^ 

Hold  the  reflecting  glass, — 
That  not  untotor'd  at  thy  wrong 

The  passenger  may  pass : 
Thou  type  of  wit  and  sense  confined, 
CrampM  )>y  the  oppressors  of  toe  mind. 

Who  study  downward  on  the  gnxmd ; 
l^rpe  of  the  faH  of  Greece  and  Rome ; 
While  more  than  mathematio  gloom, 

£nTelopes  all  around. 

ON  THE  SUDBEN  DEATH  OF  A 
CLERGYMAN. 

ODE  IV. 

If,  like  th'  Orphean  lyre,  my  song  could  charm' 
And  li^ht  to  life  the  ashes  in  the  urn,  | 

Fate  of  his  iron  dart  I  would  disarm,  ' 

Sudden  as  thy  disease  should'st  thoa  return,      * 
Hecall'd  with  mandates  of  despotic  sounds. 
And  arbitraiy  grief  that  will  not  hear  of  bounds. 
But,  ah  !  such  wishes,  artless  Muse^  ibvbear  ; 

*Tis  impotence  of  frantic  love, 
Th'  enthosiastic  flight  of  wild  despair. 

To  hope  the  Tbracian*s  magic  powerto prove. 
Alas !  thy  slender  vein. 
Nor  mighty  is  to  move,  nor  forgetive  to  feign, 
Impatientof  a  rein. 
Thou  canst  not  in  due  bounds  the  struggling  mea- 
sures keep, 
—But  thou  alas  !  canst  weep— 
Thou  canst — and  o'er  the  melancholy  bier 
Canst  lend  the  sad  solemnity  a  tear.  [cold, 

Hail !  to  that  wretched  corse,  untenanted  and 
And  hail  the  peaceful  shade  loos*d  from  its  irk- 
some hold. 
Now  let  me  say  thou'rt  free. 

For  sure  thou  paid'st  an  heavy  tax  for  life, 
While  combating  for  thee. 
Nature  and  mortality 

Mai«t«in'd  a  daily  strife. 
High,  on  a  slender  thread  thy  vital  lamp  was 
placed  *^ 

Upon  the  mountain's  bleakest  brow, 


See— hear  the  storms  tempeatootit  s^eep 
Precipitate  it  falls— it  fallt— falk  Ufdesi  in  the 

deep. 
Cease,  cease,  ye  weeping  youth. 
Sincerity's  soft  sighs,  and  all  the  tears  of  troth. 

And  you,  his  kindred  throng,  fort>ear 

Marble  memorials  to  prepare. 
And  sculptur'd  in  your  breasts  his  busto  wear^ 

Twas  thus  when  Israel's  legislator  dy*d. 

No  fragile  mortal  honours  were  supply'd. 
But  even  a  grave  denied. 
Better  than  what  the  pencil's  daub  can  give. 
Better  than  all  that  Phidias  ever  wrought. 
Is  this— that  what  he  taught  shall  live. 

And  what  he  liv'd  for  ever  shall  be  taught* 


ON  GOOD.NATURE. 
ODE  V. 

Hai  l  cherub  of  the  highest  Heav'n, 

Of  look  divine,  and  temper  ev'n. 

Celestial  sweetness,  exquisite  of  mien. 
Of  ev'ry  virtue,  ev'ry  praise  the  queen  I 

Soft  gracefulness,  and  bk»ming  youth, 

Where,  grafted  on  the  stem  of  truth. 

That  friendship  reigns,  no  mterestcan  divide. 
And  great  humility  looks  down  on  pride. 

Oh !  curse  on  slander's  viprous  tongue. 

That  daily  dares  thy  merit  wrong ; 

Ideots  usurp  thy  title,  and  thy  frame. 
Without  or  virtue,  talent,  taste,  or 


Is  apathy,  is  heart  of  steel. 

Nor  ear  to  hear,  nor  sense  to  feel. 
Life  idly  inofimsive  such  a  grace, 
That  it  shou'd  steal  thy  name  and  take  thy 
place  \ 

No— thou  art  active— epirit  all^- 

Swiftertban  lightning,  at  the  eall 

Of  injur'd  innocence,  or  griev'd  desert. 
And  large  with  liberality  thy  heart. 

'^y  appetites  in  easy  tides 

(As  reason's  luminary  guides) 

Soft  flow — no  wind  can  work  them  to  a  storm. 
Correctly  quick,  dispassiunately  warm. 

Yet  if  a  transport  tbou  canst  feel 

»Tis  only  for  thy  neighbours  weal :  [move. 

Great,  generous  acts  thy  ductile  passions 
And  smilingly  thou  weep'st  with  joyand 
bve. 

l^lild  is  thy  miqd  to  oQver  shaqkCy 

Averse  to  envy,  slow  to  blame, 

Bursting  to  praise,  yet  stiU  sincere  and  free 
From  flattery's  &wmng  tPQ^»tnd  bending 
knee. 
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Come,  godden,  oome  with  all  thy  channf , 
For  Oh  1  I  love  Ihee,  to  my.  mnn^^ 

All,  all  my  actions  giude,  my  fttnoy  IM, 
So  tkaa  existence  then  be  Itfe  indeMl 


.  '  ON  ILL'NATUKE. 

ODE  VL 

OFPtpaiRo  of  fclly  and  of  pride» 
To  all  thai^  odioiu,  all  thaf  •  baae  altted  ; 

Nnn'd  up  by  vice,  by  pravity  misled, 
By  pedaittafiectatioo  taaght  and  bred : 

Away,  thou  hideoot  bell-bom  tpnght. 
Go,  with  thy  kmksof  daik  design. 

Sullen,  soar,  and  saturnine ; 
Fly  to  some  gloomy  shade,  nor  blot  the  goodly 
light 

Thy  planet  was  remote,  when  I  was  born ; 
TwM  Merenry  that  ml*d  my  natal  mom. 

What  time  the  Son  exerts  his  genial  ray. 
And  ripens  for  enjoyment  every  growing  day  ; 

When  to  exist  is  hot  to  lore  and  sing. 
And  qmghtly  Aries  smiles  npon  the  spring. 

There  in  3ron  lonesome  heath, 
Which  Flora,  or  Sylvanus  ncrer  knew, 

•Where  never  vegetable  drank  the  dew. 
Or  beast,  or  fowl  attempts  to  breathe; 

Where  Nature's  pencil  has  no  colours  laid  ; 
But  all  is  blank,  a&d  universal  shade ; 

Contrast  to  figure,  motion,  Itfie  and  light. 
There  may*st  thou  vent  thy  spite, 

For  ever  cursing,  and  for  ever  curs'd. 
Of  all  th'  infomal  crew  the  worst ; 

The  worst  in  genius,  measure  and  degree ; 
For  envy,  hatred,  malice,  are  but  parts  of  thee. 

Or  would'st  thou  change  the  scene,  and  quit  the 

Bebc^  the  Heav'n-deserted  fen,  [den. 

Where  spleen,  by  vapours  dense  begot  and  bred, 

HardoKOS  of  heart,  and  heaviness  of  head, 
Havenis'd  their  darksome  walls,  and  plac'd  their 
thorny  bed; 
I       Theie  may 'st  thou  all  thy  bitterness  unload, 
I  There  may 'st  thou  croak  in  concert  with  the  toad, 
With  thee  the  hollow  howling  winds  shall  join, 
'  Nor  shall  the  bittern  her  base  throat  deny. 

The  quemlous  frogs  shall  mix  their  dirge  with 
thine, 
Th'ear.piercinghera,  the  plover  screaming  high. 
Minions  of  hunmiing  gnats  fit  oestram  shall 
,  supply. 

Away — away — behold  an  hideous  band 

An  herd  of  all  thv  minions  are  at  hand, 
Sospicioa  first  with  jealous  cautbn  stalks. 

And  ever  looks  around  her  as  she  walks. 
With  bibulous  ear  imperfect  sounds  to  catch, 

And  prompt  to  listen  at  her  neighbours  latolu 

Nevt  Scbndars  meagre  9hade, 
Foe  to  the  vogins,  and  the  poet's  fome, 

A  withered  time-deflower'd  old  maid, 
That  ne'er  enjoy'd  love's  ever  saored  fiamt; 

Hypocrisy  succeeds  with  saint-like  look. 

Aim  elevates  her  hands  aud  plods  upon  her 


Next  oMMs  nHbenl  serambling  Atvioa, 

Then  Vanity,  and  Afiectation  nio^^ 
See,  she  salutes  her  shadow  with  abow 

As  m  short  Gallic  trips  she  minces  by. 
Starting  antipathy  is  in  her  eye. 

And  squeamishly  she  knits  her  soomfol  bfow. 
To  thee,  Ill-Nature,  all  the  numerous  group 

¥^Hh  kmly  revelience  stoop— 
They  wait  thy  call,  and  moum  thy  long  delay. 

Away— tboo  art  hifeetioua— hMte  away* 


TO   TBB  RBTBRBIVD  AND  LBARirBD 

Dr.  WEBSTER^    - 

Ocoaaiooed  by  his  Diafogues on  Aag«rMidFor« 
givenesB. 

ODEVn. 

'TwAs  when  the  onmiscient  creative  pow^ 

Display'd  his  wonders  by  a  mortal's  hand. 
And,  delegated  at  th'  appointed  hour. 

Great  Moses  led  away  his  chosen  band  ^ 
When  Israel's  host,  with  all  their  stores. 
Past  thro' the  raby-tinctur'd  crystal  shores. 
The  wilderness  of  waters  and  of  land  : 
Then  persecution  rag'd  in  Heav'n'sown  cause. 
Strict  justice  for  the  breach  of  Nature's  laws. 
The  legislator  held  the  scythe  of  fhte. 
Where'er  his  legions  chanc'd  to  stray. 
Death  and  destruction  mark'd  their  bk)ody 
way; 
Immoderate  was  their  rage,  for  mortal  wis  tfiehr 
hate. 

But  when  the  Kin«  of  Righteousness  arose. 
And  on  the  illumin'd  east  serehely  smil'd. 
He  shone  with  meekest  mercy  on  his  foes. 
Bright  as  tbo  Sun,  but  as  the  Moon-beamt 
mild; 
From  anger,  fell  revenge,  and  disoofd  free. 
He  bad  war's  hellish  clangour  cease^ 
In  pastoral  simplicity  and  peace,    . 
And  show'd  to  man  that  fece,  which  Moses  could 
not  see. 

Well  hast  thou,  Webster,  pictur'd  Christian  love. 

And  copied  our  great  master's  fair  design. 
But  livid  Envy  would  the  light  remove. 

Or  croud  thy  portrait  in  a  nook  malign—* 
The  Muse  shall  hold  it  up  to  popular  view- 
Where  the  more  candid  and  judicious  few 
Shall  think  the  bright  original  they  see. 
The  likeness  nobly  lost  in  the  identity. 

Oh  hadst  thou  liv'd  in  better  days  than  these^ 

Fer  to  excel  by  all  was  deem'd  a  shame ! 
Alas  !  thou  hast  no  modem  arts  to  please. 

And  to  deserve  is  all  thy  empty  claim. 
Else  thou'dst  been  plac'd,  by  learning,  and  bf 

wit. 
There,  where  thy  dignify'd  inferiors  sit— 

Ob  they  are  in  their  getieratinnswise. 
Each  path  of  interest  they  have  sagely  trod,— 

To  live — to  thrive — to  rise — and  still  to  r' 
Better  to  bow  to  men,  than  kneel  to  God. 


DigitEed  by 


Google 


«0 


SMART'S  POEMS. 


Behold  where  poor  unmansion'd  Merit  stands. 
All  cold,  aodcrampt  with  penury  and  pain  ; 
Speechless  thro*  want,  she  rears  th*  imploring 
bands. 
And  begs  a  little  bread,  but  begs  in  vain ; 
While  Bribery  and  Dullness,  passing  by, 
Bid  her,  in  sounds  barbarian,  starve  and  die. 

**  Away"  (they  cry)  "we  never  saw  thy 
name  [Fame; 

Or  in  Preferment's    list,  or  that  of 
Away — nor  here  the  fate  thou  earnest  be- 
wail. 
Who  canst  not  buy  a  vote,  nor  bast  a  soul  for 
sale." 

Oh  Indignation,  wherefore  wert  thou  given. 

If  drowsy  Patience  deaden  all  thy  rage  ?— 
Yet  we  must  6*ar^— such  is  the  will  of  Heaven ; 

And,  AVebster,  so  prescribes  thy  candid  page. 
Then  let  us  hear  thee  preach  seraphic  love. 
Guide  our  disgusted  thoughts  to  things  above  ; 

So  our  free  souls,  fed  with  divine  repast, 
(Unmindful  of  low  mortals  mean  employ) 

Shall  taste  the  present,  recollect  the  past. 
And  strongly  hope  for  every  future  joy. 


EPITHALAMIUM, 

ODE  vni. 

Descbnd,  descend,  ye  sweet  Aoman  maids, 
Leave  ihe  Parnassian  shades^ 
The  jojrful  Hymeneal  sing. 
And  to  a  lovelier  fair 
Than  fiction  can  devise,  or  eloquence  declare, 

Your  vocal  tributes  bring. 
And  you,  ye  winged  choristers,  that  fly 
In  all  the  pensile  gardens  of  the  sky. 

Chant  thro*  th*  enamprd  grove. 
Stretch  from  the  ti-embling  leaves  your  Jitt!e 
With  all  the  wild  variety  of  aitless  notes,  [ibroats. 
But  let  each  note  be  love. 
Fragrant  Flora,  queen  of  May, 
All  bedight  with  garlands  gay. 
Where  in  the  smooth-shaven  green 
The  spangled  cowslips  variegate  thescene, 
And  the  rivulet  letween. 
Whispers,  murmurs,  sinps. 
As  it  stoops,  or  foils,  or  springs  ; 
There  spread  a  sofa  of  thy  softest  flowers. 

There  let  the  hi  idegroom  stay. 
There  let  him  hate  the  light,  and  curse  the 
day. 
And  blame  the  tardy  hours. 

But  see  the  bride — she  comes  with  silent  pace, 
Full  of  majesty  and  love ; 
Not  with  a  nobler  grace 
LookM  the  imperial  wife  of  Jove, 
When  erst  ineffiEiblv  she  shone 


From  the  Zephyrs  steal  hei  sighs, 
^  From  thyself  her  son-bright  eyes ; 

Then  baffled,  thou  shalt  see. 
That  as  did  Daphne  thee, 
Her  charms  description's  force  shall  fly. 
And  by  no  soft  persuasive  sounds  be  brib'd 

To  come  within  Invention's  narrow  eye ; 
But  all  indignant  shun  its  grasp,  and  scorn  to  be 
described. 

Now  see  the  bridegroom  rise, 
y        Oh  !  how  impatient  are  his  jojs ! 
Bring  zephyrs  to  depaint  his  voice. 
Bring  lightning  for  his  eyes. 
He  leapsj  be  springs,  he  flics  into  her  anxiB, 
With  joy  intense. 
Feeds  ev'ry  sense, 
And  sultanates  o'er  all  her  charms, 
►h  !  had  I  Virgil's  comprehensive  strain, 
►r  sung  like  Pope,  without  a  word  in  vain, 
'Then  should  1  hope  my  numbers  might  con* 

tain, 
Engaging  nymph,  thy  boundless  happiness. 
How  arduous  to  express  ! 
Such  may  it  last  to  all  eternity : 
And  may  thy  lord  with  thee. 
Like  two  coeval  pines  in  Ida's  grove, 
That  interweave  their  verdant  arms  in  love. 
Each  mutual  office  cheerfolly  perform. 
And  share  alike  the  sunshine,  and  the  storm  ; 
And  ever,  as  you  flourish  hand  in  hand. 
Both  shade  the  shepherd  and  adorn  the  laad. 
Together  with  each  growing  year  arise, 
Indissolubly  link'd,  and  climb  at  last  the  skies. 


'T1 


ODE  IX. 

The  Author  apologizes  to  a  Lady  for  his  belnc  a 
little  Man. 

Natura  nusquam  magis,  quam  in  minimis  tot* 
«st.  f  I,  n. 

OUyw  Ti  ^Xcv  Tt.    HoM. 

[jl  Es,  contumelious  fair,  you  scorn 

ri'he  amorous  dwarf  that  courts  you  to  his  arms. 

But  ere  you  leave  him  quke  forlorn, 
f        And   to  some  youth   gigantic  yield  your 
charms. 
Hear  him— oh  hear  him,  if  you  will  not  try. 
And  let  your  judgment  check  th»  ambition  of 
your  eye. 

Say,  is  it  carnage  makes  the  man  ? 
Is  to  be  monstrous  really  to  be  great  ? 
Say,  is  it  wise  or  just  to  scan 
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still  pouring  forth  executive  detiie, 
As  bright^   as  brisk,  and  lasUiig,  as  the  vestal 
6re. 

Does  thy  jroungboaom  pant  for  fame : 
Woud*st  thon  be  of  p  »terity  the  toast  ?       ^ 
The  poets  shall  ensure  thy  name,  | 

Who  magnitude  of  mind  not  body  boast 
Laurets  on  bulky  hards  as  rarely  grow, 
As  oo  the  sturdy  oak  the  virtuous  misletoe. 

Look  in  the  mlass,  survey  that  cheek — 
Where  Flora  has  with  all  her  roses  blush'd ; , 

The  shape  so  tender, — look  so  meek — 
The  breasts  made  to  be  pressed,  not  to  be 
cruKh'd — 
Then  turn  to  me, — turn  with  oblifpng  eyes, 
Nor  longer  Nature's  works,   in  miniature,   de- 
spise. 

Young  Ammon  did  the  world  subdue. 
Yet  had  not  more  external  man  than  I ; 

Ah  !  charmer,  should  I  conquer  you, 
With  him  in  feme,  as  well  as  size.  Til  vie. 
Then,  scornful  nym^hy  come  forth  to  yonder 
grove. 
Where  I  defy,  and  challenge,  all  thy  utmost 
tove. 


ODE  XT. 


An  Ode  on  the  ft6th  of  January,  being  the 'Birth- 
Day  of  a  Young  Lady. 

All  bail,  and  welcome  joyous  mom,  * 

Welcome  to  the  infont  year ; 
Whether  smooth  calms  thy  face  adoniy 

Or  lowering  clouds  appear ; 
Tho*  billows  lash  the  sounding  shore. 
And  tempests  thro*  the  forests  roar. 

Sweet  Nancy's  voice  shall  soothe  the  sound  j 
Thiy  darkness  shou'd  im-est  the  skies, 
Hew  day  shall  beam  from  Nancy's  eyes^ 
And  bless  all  nature  round. 

Let  bttt  tboae  lips  their  sweets  disclose. 

And  rich  perfumes  exhale^ 
We  shall  not  want  the  fragrant  rose, 

Kor  miss  the  southern  gale. 
Then  loosely  to  the  winds  unfokl^     . 
Tlwae  radiant  locks  of  buniish'd  gold, 

Or  on  thy  bosom  let  them  rove ; 
His  t^eamre-house  there  Cupid  keeps,  | 
And  hoards  up,  in  two  snowy  heaps, 

Bis  stores  of  choicest  love. 

This  day  each  warmest  wish  be  paid 

To  thee  the  Muse's  pride, 
i  loog  to  see  the  bkjoming  maid 

Cbang'd  to  the  blushing  bride« 
So  ^bsdl  thy  pleasure  and  thy  praise 
Increase  with  the  increasrog  days^ 

And  present  joys  exceed  the  past  j 
To  grve  and  to  receive  delight, 
yK^ii  be  thy  task  both  day  and  night, 

WIdle  day  and  night  shall  last 


ODE  XL 

ON  TAKINC  A  BACHELOR^S 
DEGREE. 

In  illusion  to  Horace.     Book  iii,  Ode  30 
Exegi  monumentum  lere  perennius,  &e. 

'Ti8  done:  I  toilr'r  to  that  deirree. 

And  catch  such  heav'nly  fire, 
That  Horace  ne'er  could  rank  like  me. 

Nor  is  King'schapel  higher'.^ 
My  name  in  sure  recording  page  \ 

Shall  time  itsel  f  o'erpow V»,  ^ 

If  no  rude  mice  with  envious  rage 

The  buttery  books  devour* 
A  titled  too  withad<)ed  grace^ 

My  name  shall  now  attend, 
Till  to  the  church  with  silent  pace 

A  nymph  and  priest  ascend^. 
Ev^  in  the  schools  I  now  rejoice, 

Where  lata  I  shook  with  fear. 
Nor  heed  the  moderator's  voice 

Loud  thundering  in  vcty  ear'. 
Then  with  i9u)lian  flute  I  blow 

A  soft  Italian  lay*. 
Or  where  Cam's  scauty  waters  flow^, 

Releas'd  from  lectures,  stray. 
Meanwhile,  friend  Banki^,  my  merits  daioi 

Their  just  reward  from  ycu. 
For  Horace  bids  us  challenge  feme, 

^^'hen  once  that  fane's  our  due^. 
Invest  me  with  a  graduate's  gown. 

Midst  shouts  of  all  beholders, 
My  bead  with  ample  square-cap  crown'® 

And  deck  with  hood  my  shoulders. 
Cambridob.  BjL 

A  MORNING  PIECE, 

OE   All    HTItfir    FOR   THE    BAT-MAKERS. 
ODE    XII. 

Quinetiam  Galium  noctem  explaudentibus  ali# 
Auroram  clar&  consuetum  voce  vocare.  Lucret. 

Brisk  Chanticleer  his  matins  bad  begun,  , 

And  broke  the  silence  of  the  night. 
And  thrice  he  call'd  aloud  the  tanly  Sun, 
And  thrice  he  hdil'd  the  dawti's  ambiguous 

Back  to  their  graves  the  fear-begotten  phantomi 
run. 


Hegali  situ  pyramidum  altius. — 
Quod  non  innumerabilis 
Annoruin  series,  &c 

'  Bachelor.     . 
..^-^  Dum  Capitulium 
Scandet  cum  taciti  virgine  pontifex* 

Qu&violeos 

Obstrepit  Aufidus.— 

iColium  carmen  ad  Italoi 

Deduxisse  modos. 

■    '         Qua  pauper  aqu^  Daunus,  &o« 
>  A  celebrated  tayknr. 
■»  Sume  superbiam 
Quaesitam  meritis.  — 

>o Mihi  Delphici    . 

Ltnuo  cinge  volcns— comanii 
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Strong  Labour  got  up.— With  his  pipe  in  hiii 

He  stoutly  strode  over  (he  dak,  [moath, 

fie  lent  new  peiiumet  to  the  breath  of  the 

south, 

On  his  back  hnng  his  wallet  and  flail. 

Behind  him  came  Health  from  her  cottage  of 

thatch, 
Where  never  physician  had  lifted  the  btch. 

First  of  the  village  CoUin  was  awake, . 
And  thus  he  sung  reclining  on  his  rake. 

Now  the  rural  graces  three  ' 

Dance  beneath  yon  maple  tree ; 

First  the  vestal  Virtue,  known 

By  her  adamantine  zone ; 

Next  to  her  in  rosy  pride, 

^Sweet  Society  the  bnde ; 

Last  Honesty,  full  seemly  drest 

In  her  cleanly  home-spun  vest. 
The  abbey  bells  in  wak'ning  rounds 

The  warning  peal  have  giv'n ; 
And  pious  Gratitude  resounds 

Her  morning  hynm  to  Hieav*n. 

All  nature  wakes— the  birds  unkick  their  throats. 

And  modE  the  shepherd's  rustic  notes. 
All  alive  o*er  the  lawn. 
Full  glad  of  the  dawn. 
The  little  lambkins  play, 

Sylvia  and  Sol  sirise, — and  all  is  day- 
Come,  my  mates,  let  us  wcdc, 
And  all  bands  to  the  fork. 

While  the  Son  shines,  our  hay-cocks  to  make, 
So  fine  is  the  day, 
And  so  fragrant  the  hay. 

That  the  meadow's  as  blith  as  the  wake. 

Our  voices  let's  raise 

In  Phosbus's  praise. 
Inspired  by  so  glorious  a  theme, 

Our  musical  words 

Shall  be  join'd  by  the  birds, 
And  we'll  dance  to  the  tune  of  the  stream. 


A  NOON'PIECEf 

Oty    THB  MOW  EM  AT  DIMM  Eft. 

ODE  XIII. 
Jam  pastor  umbras  cum  grege  languido, 
Rivumquefessusqusrit,  &  borridi 
Dumeta  Silvani,  caretque 

Ripa  vagis  tacituma  ventis.  Hon. 

Tbb  Sun  is  now  too  radiant  to  behold, 
And  vdiement  he  sheds  bis  liquid  rays  of  gold : 
No  ckMd  appears  thro'  all  the  wide  expanse  ; 

And  short,  bat  yet  distinct  and  clear. 

To  the  wanton  whistling  air 
The  mimic  shadows  dance. 

Fat  Mirth,  and  Oalhmtry  the  gay. 
And  romping  Ecstasy  'gin  play. 
Now  myriads  of  young  Cupids  rise. 
And  open  all  their  joy-bright  eyes. 
Filling  with  infant  prate  the  grove. 
And  iiq»  in  swcetly-fiuUfring  love 


In  the  middle  of  the  ring. 

Mad  with  May,  and  wild  of  whig, 

Fire-ey'd  Wantonness  shall  sing. 

By  the  rivulet  on  the  rushes. 
Beneath  a  canopy  of  bushes, 
Where  the  ever-faithful  Tray, 
Ouards  the  dumpKns  and  the  whey, 
Collm  Ckrat  and  Yoriuhire  WHl 
From  the  leathern  bottle  swilL 

Their  scythes  upon  the  adverse  bank 

Glitter  'mongst  th'  entangled  trees. 
Where  the  hazles  form  a  rank. 

And  courf  sy  to  the  couiting  breeze. 

Ah  !  Harriot !  sovereign  mistress  of  my  h«art. 

Could  I  thee  to  these  meads  decoy. 
New  grace  to  each  foir  otgect  thou'dst  imparl 

And  heighten  ev'rysoene  to  perfect  joy. 

On  a  bank  of  fragrant  thyme. 
Beneath  yon  stately,  shadowy  pine. 
We'll  with  the  well-disguised  hook 
Cheat  the  tenants  of  the  brook  ; 
Or  where  coy  Daphne's  thickest  shade 
Drives  amorous  Phosbus  from  the  glade,  ^ 
There  read  Sidney's  high-wrougbt  stocieft 
Of  ladies  charms  and  heroes  glories  ; 
Thence  fir'd,the  sweet  narratioo  act. 
And  kiss  the  fictioo  into  fiiict 

Oir  satiate  with  Nature's  random  scenes. 
Let's  to  the  gardens  regulated  greens, 

.  Where  taste  and  elegance  oomt^nd 

Art  to  lend  her  ds&dal  hand. 

Where  Flora's  flock,  by  nature  wild. 

To  discipline  are  reconcil'd. 

And  laws  and  ord^r  cultivate. 

Quite  civiliz'd  into  a  state. 

From  the  Sun  and  firom  the  show'r^ 

Haste  we  to  yon  boxen  bow'r. 

Secluded  from  the  teasing  pry 

Of  Argus'  curiosity : 

There,  while  Phcebus' golden  mean. 

The  gay  meridian  is  seen, 

Ere  decays  the  lamp  of  light,      [night — 

And  lengtb'niog  shades   stretch   out  to 

Seize,  seize  the  hint — each  hour  improve 

(This  is  morality  in  love) 

Lend,  lend  thine  hand — O  let  me  view 

Thy  parting  breasts,  sweet  avenue  ! 

Then, — then  tby  lips,  the  coral  cell 

Where  all  th'  ambrosial  kisses  dwell ! 

Hius  we'll  each  sultry  noon  employ 

In  day-dreams  of  ecstatic  joy. 


A  NIGHT-PIECE.  . 

OR,  liOnERN  FHILOfOraT. 

ODE     XIV. 
Dicetur  meriti  nox  quoque  ncenii.      Hon. 

'  T WAS  when  bright  Cjrnthia  with  her  silver 
Soft  stealing  from  Endymion's  bed. 
Had  cail'd  forth  ev'ry  glit'riog  star. 
And  op  th'  ascent  uf  Heav'n  her  brilliant  boit 
led. 
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MigM  vitk  an  lier  negro  tni% 
TMkpofRaioa  of  the  plain  ; 
hi  an  faeane  she  rodereclin'd. 
Drawn  by  serench'K>wh  slow  and  Mind : 
Cloae  to  her,  with  pritttlets  fceC, 
^  CreptStiUneninawhMUngihi 
^  to  her  deaf  Silence  was  seen, 
T^ttiding  on  tip-toes  over  the  green ; 
gwUy,  lightly,  gently  she  trips, 
AiH  boUiag  h«r  ftigers  teaPd  to  her  lips. 

Yon  amid  not  see  a  sight, 
You  eonid  not  hear  a  sonnd, 

Bat  what  oonfanM  the  night. 
And  honoor  deepen'd  round* 

Beneath  a  myrtle's  melanchdydiade,  i 

Sophran  the  wise  was  bud: 
*^  «>  ^«n«w»rhig  wood  these  sounds  oonrey'd : 

while  others  toil  within  the  town. 

And  to  fortune  smile  or  frown^ 

Fond  of  trifles,  fond  of  toys, 

And  married  to  that  woman»  Noisei 

Sacred  Wisdom  be  my  care. 

And  fiurest  Vhtue,  Wisdom's  heir. 

Hia  speculations  thus  the  sage  begun, 

Wli«i,lo!  thendghbooriogbeU 

In  solemn  somid  struck  one  :— 

Hestarts— and  recollect*— he  was  engajr'd  to 
NelL  cug-guw 

Then  np  he  spraqgnimble  and  light, 

Ajjd  rapp'd  at  fiur  Elc'nor's  door ; 
He  laid  aside  virtue  that  nirfit. 

And  next  mora  poi'd  m  PUrto  for  mora. 


ODES»  _ 

HenY>Rs  r  how  jun  gfide  ^--her  Aeok-h«dMi»«. 
Does  she  move^  or  does  she  rest  ? 


As  those  roguish  eyes  advance. 
Let  me  catch  their  side-long  glanosk 
Soon— or  they'll  ohide  my  sight, 
I  Quick  as  Ugfalaing,  add  as  bright. 

Thift  the  basbinl  Ploiad  cheats 
The  gazer's  eye,  and  still  retreats. 
Then  peeps  again— then  skulks  unsesi 
Vdl'd  behind  the  azure  skraen. 

Like  the  ever-toying  dove, 
I  Smile  immensity  of  love; 
Be  Venus  in  each  outward  part. 
And  wear  the  vestal  in  your  heart. 

When  I  ask  a  kiu,  orso— 
Grant  it  with  a  begging  no. 
And  let  each  rose  that  decks  your  foce 
Blush  assent  to  my  embrace. 


ON  MISS^^•^. 

ODE  X7. 

^wa,  with  undjstinguish'd  flame, 
I  kv'd  each  Cur,  each  witty  dame. 
My  heart  the  bdle-assembly  gain'd, 
AndfaU  an  equal  sway  mamtain'd. 

But  when  you  came,  you  stood  confess'd 
Solesoltana  of  my  breast ; 
For  you  edips^  supremely  fair, 
AH  the  whole  seragli6  thcTB. 

In  this  her  mien,  in  that  her  gracs^ 
In  a  third  I  lov'd  a  face  ; 
But  you  in  ev'ry  feature  shine 
UnivenaUy  dirine. 

What  can  those  tumid  paps  excel. 
Bo  they'stnk,  or  do  they  swell  ? 
While  tboas  lovely  wanton  eyes 
^arfclQg  meat  them,  as  they  risck 

Thas  is  rflver  Cynthia  seen,  * 
Glistening  o'er  the  glassy  green. 
White  attracted  swell  the  waves. 
Emerging  fiom  tfaair  inOMsteaivcs. 

When  to  sweet  sounds  your  steps  you  sttit^ 
And  weave  the  minuet  to  the  lute^ 


OJf  THE  FIFm  OF  DECEMBER^ 

SWIIO  TBlfUia-OAT  OF  ▲  BBAUTirULYOUMG  tADr. 

ODE  XVI. 

Hail,  eldest  of  the  monthly  trahi. 

Sire  of  the  winter  drear,! 
December,  in  whose  iron  reign 

£xpii«s  the  cheque^d  yeiv. 
Hush  all  the  Uust'ring  blasts  that  \Jkm^ 
And  proudly  phnn'd  in  silver  snow. 

Smile  gladhron  tUs  blest  of  days. 
The  livery'd  ckmds  shall  on  then  wait* 
And  PfaosbuB  shhie  in  all  his  stota 
With  more  than  summer  rays. 

Tho'  jocund  June  may  justly  boast 

Long  days  and  happy  hours, 
IW  August  be  Pomona's  host. 

And  May  be  crown'd  with  flow'rs  { 
Tell  June,  his  flre  and  crimson  dies, 
By  Harriot's  blush  and  Harriot's  eyes, 
^      Eclips'd  and  vaoquish'd,  fade  away: 
TeD  August,  thou  canst  let  him  see 
A  richer,  riper  fruit  than  he, 

A  sweeter  flow'r  than  May. 

ODE  FOR  MUSIC 
ON  SAINT  CECILIA'S  DAY. 

Hanc  Vos,  Pierides  festis  cantate  calendis, 
£t  testudineft,  Phoebe  soperbe,  lyrft 

Hoc  solenne  sacrum  multos  celebretur  in  annos^ 
Digniorest  vestro  nulla  puella  chore. 

TlBUU.I»S» 

PREFACE. 

The  author  of  the  following  picee'has  been 
told,  that  the  writing  an  ode  on  St.  Cecilia's  Day, 

» Miss  Harriot  Pratt  of  Dowoham,  in  Noriblk,^ 
to  whom  our  author  was  long  and  unsnceessfully ) 
attached,  and  who  was  the  subject  alto  of  thej 
Cramb.  Ballad,  and  other  verses  in  this  collec*^ 
tion.    C. 
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iter  Mr.  Dryden  and  Mr.  Pope,  wouiabe  great . 
^presumptioa,  which  is  the  reason  he  detains  the 
*eader  in  this  place  to  make  an  apology,  much 
against  his  will,  he  having  all  due  contempt  for 
the  impertinence  of  prcftw^.     In  the  first  place 
then,  it  will  be  a  little  hard  (he  thinks)  if  he 
should  be  particularly  markM  out  for  censure, 
many  others  having  written  on  the  same  subject 
without  any  such  imputations;  but  they,  (it  may 
be)  did  not  live  long  enough  to  be  laughed  at,  or, 
by  some  lucky  means  or  other,  escaped  those 
shrewd  remarks,  which,  it  seems,  are  reserved 
for  him.     In  the  second  place,  this  subject  was 
not  his  choice,  but  imposed  upon  him  by  a  geo- 
■tleman  very  eminent  in  the  science  of  music,  for 
whom  he  has  a  great  friendship,  and  who  is,  by 
his  good  sense  and  humanity,  as  much  elevated 
above  the  generality  of  mankind,  as  by  his  ex- 
quisite art  he  is  above  most  of  his  profession. 
The  request  of  a  friend,  undoubtedly,  will  be 
sneered  atby  some  as  a  stale  and  antiquated  apo- 
logy •  it  is  a  very  good  one  notwithstanding, 
which,  is  manifest  even  from  it's  triteness;  for  it 
'   can  never  be  imagined,  that  so  many  excellent 
authors,    as    well  as  bad  ones,     would    have 
made  use  of  it,  had  they  not  been  convinced  of 
it's  cogency.     As  for  the  writer  of  this  piece,  he 
will  rejoice  in  being  derided,  not  only  for  oblig- 
ing bis  friends, .  but  any  honest  man  whatsoever, 
fo  far  as  may  be  in  the  power  of  a  person  of  his 
mean  abilities.     He  does  not  pretend  to  equal 
the  very  worst  parts  of  the  two  celebrated  per- 
formances already  extant  on  the  subject;  which 
acknowledgment  alone  will,  with  the  good-na- 
tured and  judicious,  acquit  him  of  presumption ; 
J  because  these  pieces,  however  excellent  upon 
'.the  whole,   are  not   without  their  blemishes. 
^  There  is  in  them  both  an  exact  unity  of  design, 
which  though  in  compositions  of  another  nature 
a  beauty,   is  an  impropriety  in  the  Pindaric, 
whkch  should  consist  in  the  vehemence  of  sud- 
den and  unlook'd  for  transitions:    hence  chiefly 
it  derives  that  enthusiastic   fire  and  wildness, 
which,  greatly  distinguish  it  from  other  species 
of  poesy.     In  the  first  stanza  of  Dryden*  and  in 
the  fifth  of  Pope^  there  is  an  air,  which  is  so 
for  from  being  adapted  to  the  majesty  of  an  ode, 
that  it  would  make  no  considerable  figure  in  a 
ballad.     And  lastly,  they  both  conclude  with  a 
turn  which  has  something  too  epigrammatical  in 
it.    Batingthese  trifles,  they  are  incomparably 
beautiful  and  great ;  neither  is  there  to  be  found 
two  more  finished  pieces  of  lyric  poetry  in  our 
j  language,  L* Allegro  and  II  Penseroso  of  Milton 
'  excepted,  which  are  the  finest  in  any.    Dryden's 
\  it  the  more  sublime  and  magnificent;  but  Pope's 
is  the  more  elegant  and  correct;  Dryden  has  the 
iiie  and  spirit  df  Pindar,  and  Pope  has  ihe  terse 


hess  and  puiHy  of  Horace.  Dryden's  is  eertaraily 
the  more  elevated  performance  of  the  two,  but 
k>y  no  means  so  much  so  as  people  in  general  will 
'have  it.  There  are  fow  that  will  allow  any  sort 
of  comparison  to  be  made  between  them.  This 
is  in  some  measure  owing  to  that  prevailing  but 
Absurd  custom  which  hasobtained  firom  HoraoeV 
time  even  to  this  day,  viz.  of  preferring  authors 
to  the  bays  by  seniority.  Had  Mr.  Pope  written 
first,  the  mob,  that  judge  by  this  rule,  would 
have  given  him  the  preference ;  and  the  rathery 
because  in  this  piece  he  does  not  deserve  it. 

It  would  not  be  right  to  conclude,  without 
taking  notice  of  a  fine  subject  for  an  ode  on  St. 
Cecilia's  Day,  which  was  suggested  to  the  author 
by  his  firiend  the  learned  and  ingenious  Mr* 
Comber,  late  of  Jesus  College  in  this  university; 
that  is  David's  playing  to  king  Saul  when  he  was 
troubled  with  the  evil  spirit  He  was  much 
pleased  with  the  hint  at  first,  but  at  length  was 
deterred  from  improving  it  by  the  greatness  of 
the  subject,  and  he  thinks  not  without  reason. 
The  chusing  too  high  subjects  has  been  the  ruin 
of  many  a  tolerable  genius.  There  is  a  good 
rule  which  Fresnoy  prescribes  to  the  painters ; 
which  is  likewise  applicable  to  the  poets. 

Supremam  in  tabolis  lucem  captare  did 
Insanus  labor  artificum ;  cum  attingere  tan- 

tum  riucem ; 

Non  pigroenta  queant:  auream  sed  vespere 
Sen  modicum  mane  albentem;  sive  asiheris 

actam 
Post  hyemen  nimbis  transfuse  sole  caducam ;. 
Seu  nebulis  sultam  acoipient,  tonitruque  ru- 

bentem. 


I  fTavmv   Imnntr.  hanmr  v 


The  AaouMBirr. 
Stanza  I,  II.  Invocation  of  men  and  angels  t* 
join  in  the  praise  of  S.  Cecilia.  The  divine, 
origin  of  music.  Stanza  III.  Art  of  music, 
or  if  s  miraculous  power  over  the  brute  and  in- 
animate creation  exemplified  in  Waller,  and 
Stanza  IV,  V,  in  Arion.  Stanza  VI.  the  n«« 
ture  of  music,  or  it's  power  over  the  passions. 
Instances  of  this  in  it's  exciting  pity.  Stanza 
VII.  In  promoting  coarage  and  military  vtr- 
tue.  Stanza  V III.  Excellency  of  church  mu- 
sic. Air  to  the  memory  of  Mr.  PurcelK— > 
Praise  of  the  organ  and  it's  inventreas  Sain^ 
Cecilia. 


From  your  Ijrre-enchanted  tow'rs. 

Ye  musically  mjrstic  pow*r8. 

Ye,  that  inform  the  tuneful  spheres^ 

Inaudible  to  mortal  ears, 

While  each  orb  in  ether  swims 
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Ititber  BMrsdite  rtmove 
Spirits  of  Harmooy  and.  Love ! 
ThOQ  too,  divine  Urania,  deign  t*  appear, 
And  with  tby  sweetly-solemn  lute 
To  the  gnnd  argument  the  numbers  suit ; 

Such  as  sublime  and  drar, 

Replete  with  beaveuly  love. 
Charm  th'  enraptur'd  souls  above. 
Disdainful  of  fantastic  play. 

Mix  on  your  ambrosial  tongue 

Weight  of  sense  with  sonnd  of  song. 

And  be  angelically  gay. 
CHORUS. 

Diidainfui,  &c  &c. 

II. 

And  yon,  ye  sons  of  Harmony  below, 

How  little  less  than  angels,  when  ye  sing  I 
With  emulation's  kindling  warmth  shall  glow. 
And  from  your  mellow-modulating  tbroati 
The  tribute  of  your  grateful  notes 
hk  union  of  piety  shall  bring. 
Shall  Echo  from  her  vocal  cave 
Repay  each  note,  the  shepherd  gave. 
And  shall  not  we  our  mistress  praise. 
And  give  her  back  the  borrowM  lays  i 
But  fiuther  still  our  praises  we  pursue  { 
For  ev^n  Cecilia,  mighty  maid. 
Confessed  she  had  superior  aid — 
She  did — and  other  rites  to  greater  pow'rs  are  due. 
Higher  swell  the  sound  and  higher : 
Let  the  winged  numbers  climb: 
To  the  Heav'n  of  Heav'ns  aspire, 
Solemn, sacred,  and  sublime: 
From  Heav'n  music  took  it's  rise, 
Return  it  to  it's  native  skies. 

CHORUS. 

Higher  swell  the  sound,  &c  &c 

in. 

Music's  a  celestial  art; 

Cease  to  wonder  at  it'ff  pow'r, 
Tho*  lifeless  rocks  to  motion  start, 

Thn'  trees  dance  lightly  from  the  bow'r, 
Tho*  rolling  floods  in  sweet  suspense 
Are  held,  and  listen  into  sense. 
f    In  Penhurst's  plains  when  Waller,  sick  with  love. 
Has  found  some  silent  solitary  grove. 
Where  the  vagne  Moon-beams  pour  a  silver  flood 
Of  trem'lous  light  athwart  th'  unshaven  wood. 

Within  an  hoary  moss-grown  cell. 
He  lays  his  careless  limbs  without  reserve, 
And  strikes,  impetuous  strikes  each  qner'lous 
nerve 
Of  his  resonnding  shell. 
In  all  the  woods,  in  all  the  plains 
Around  a  lively  stillness  reigns; 
The  deer  approach  the  secret  scene. 
And  weave  their  way  thro'  labyrinths  green ; 
While  Philomela  learns  the  lay, 

Td  answers  from  the  neighbouring  bay. 
But  Medway,  melancholy  mute, 

Gently  on  his  urn  reclines. 
And  an  attentive  to  the  lute. 

In  uncomplaining  anguish  pines : 
The  crystal  waters  weep  away. 
And  b^  the  tidings  to  the  sea: 
Neptune  in  the  boisterous  seas 


Sprtads  the  placid  bed  of  peace,         ^ 
While  each  blast,  «s 

Or  breathes  it*s  last. 
Or  jUit  does  sigh  a  symphony  aad  oeafti 
CHORUS. 
Neptune,  kc  &c. 
IV. 
Behold^Aooi^— oH  the  item  he  stands 

Paird  in  theatrical  attire, 
To  the  mute  strings  he  moves  th'  enliv'ninghaid^ 
Great  in  distress,  and  wakes  the  golden  ijwwi 
While  in  a  tender  Orthian  strain 
He  thus  accosts  the  mistress  of  the  main : 
By  the  bright  beams  of  Cynthia's  eyes 
Thro*  which  your  waves  attracted  riat* 

And  actuate  the  hoary  deep ; 
By  the  secret  coral  cell. 
Where  love,  and  joy,  and  Neptone  dweO 
And  peaceful  floods  m  silence  sle^^ 
By  the  sea-'flow'rs,  that  immerge 
Their  heads  around  the  grotto's  verge, 

Dependent  from  the  stooping  stea  ^ 
By  each  roof-suspended  drop. 
That  lightly  lingers  on  the  top. 
And  hesiutes  into  a  gem  $ 
By  thy  kindred  wat'ry  gods,  | 

The  lakes,  the  riv'leU,  ibunU  and  floodb^  < 
And  an  the  poir'rs  that  Hvc  uilseeja  \ 

Underneath  the  liquid  green; 
Great  Amphitrite  (for  thou  can's*  biad 
The  storm  and  regulate  the  wind) 
Hence  wait  me,  fair  goddess,  oh,  waft  me  away, 
Securefromtfie  men  and  the  monsten  of  pvey ! 
CHORUS. 
Great  Amphitrite,  &c.  &c. 
V. 
He  sung— The  winds  are  charm'd  to  sleeps 
Soft  stillness  steals  along  the  deep. 
The  Tritons  and  the  Nereids  sigh 
In  soul-reflecting  s]rmpatby. 
And  all  the  audience  of  waters  weep. 
But  Amphitrite  her  Dolphin  sends — *  the  same, 
Which  erst  to  Neptune  brought  the  nobly  pegui^ 
dame — 
Pleas'd  to  obey,  the  beauteous  monster  fliei. 
And  on  his  scales  as  the  gilt  Sun-beams  play. 
Ten  thousand  variegated  dies  * 

In  copious  streams  of  lustre  rise. 
Rise  o'er  the  level  main  and  signify  his  way-« 

And  now  the  joyous  bard,  in  triumph  bora^ 
Rides  the  voluminous  wave,  and  makes  the  wish'd ' 
for  shore. 
Come,  ye  festive,  social  throng 
Who  sweep  the  lyre,  or  pour  the  song. 
Your  noblest  melody  employ. 
Such  as  becomes  the  mouth  of  joy. 
Bring  the  sky-aspiring  thought. 
With  bright  expression  richly  wrooght. 
And  hail  the  Muse  ascending  on  her  throne, 
The  main  at  length  subdued,  and  all  the  worid 
her  own. 

CHORUS. 
Come(  yefeithe,  9cc,  &c 

4  Fabulantur  Graci  banc  perpetuam  Deis  vir- 
glnitatem  vobisse :  sed  cum  a  Neptuno  sollicita- 
retur  ad  Atlantem  confugisse,  ubi  a  Delphin^ 
persuasa  Neptuno  assensit,    lUms  QjfroUm, 
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Bat  o'er  CB>  aiFectionft  too  she  claims  the  sway, 
Pieroatfaehomaiibear^aodstealsthesoalaway, 
And  as  attractive  sounds  move  high  or  low^ 
Th'  obedient  ductile  passions  ebb  and  flow. 
Has  any  njrmph  her  feitbful  lover  lo8t» 
And  in  the  visions  of  the  night, 
And  all  the  day-dreams  of  the  light, 
In  sorrow's  tempest  turbdently  tost— 
FrtMn  her  cheeks  the  roses  die. 
The  radiations  vanish  from  her  Sun-bright  eye, 
And  her  breast,  the  throne  of  love. 
Can  hakdly,  hardly,  hardly  move. 
To  send  th'  ambrosial  sigh. 
Bnt  let  tiie  skilfnl  hard  appear. 
And  poor  the  sounds  medicinal  in  her  ear ; 
Sing  some  sad,  some  plaintive  ditty^ 
Steqytin  tean,  that  endless  flow. 
Melancholy  notes  of  pKy, 
Notes  that  mean  a  world  of  woe  $' 
She  too  shall  S3rmpathize,  she' too  shall  moafi, 
And  pitying  others'  sorrows  sigh  away  her  own. 

CHORUS. 

Sing  $ome  tad,  $ome  &c.  &c 

VIL 
i    Wake,  wake,  the  kettle-drum,  prolong 
'    The  swelling  tnmipet's  silver  song. 
And  let  the  kindred  accents  pass 
Thro'  the  horn's  meandring  brass* 
Aim&    The  patriot  Muse  invites  to  war, 
A|id  moonts  Bellona's  brazen  car  ; 
While  Harmony,  terrific  maid ! 
Appears  in  martial  pomp  array 'd  : 
The  sword,  the  target,  and  the  lance 
She  wields,  and  as  she  moves,  exalts  the  Pjrrrhic 


TremUetthe  Earth,  resonud  the  skies— 
Swift  o'er  the  fleet,  the  camp  she  flies 
Witiithnnder  in  her  voice  and  lightning  inker  eyes^ 
The  gallant  warriors  engage  ^ 

With  inextinguishable  rage. 

And  hearU  unchillM  with  fear ; 
Fame  numbers  all  the  chosen  bands, 
F^  in  the  front  foir  Vict'ry  stands 

And  TVinmph  crowns  the  rear. 

CHORUS. 
7W  gallttnt  warriors,  .Ice.  &c. 

VIII. 
Bnt  hark  the  temple's  hoUowM  roof  resounds. 
And  Puioell  lives  along  the  solemn  sounds- 
Mellifluous,  yet  manly  too. 
He  pours  his  strains  along, 
As  from  the  lion  Sampson  flew. 

Comes  sweetness  from  the  strong. 
Kot  like  the  soft  Italian  swains. 
He  trills  the  weak  enervate  stmins. 
Where  sense  and  music  are  at  strifie ; 
His  vigorous  notes  with  meaning  teem. 


Bk>w  on,  ye  sacred  organs,  bl<l«r| 
In  tones  magnificently  slow ; 
Such  is  the  music,  such  the  lays, 
Which  suit  3rour  ftur  inventress*  praiia  f 
While  round  religious  silence  reigns. 
And  loitering  whkls  expect  the  strainii 
Hail  majestic  mournful  measure. 
Source  of  many  a  pensive  pleasure  t 
Best  pledge  of  love  to  mortals  giv'n. 
As  pattern  of  the  rest  of  Heav'n ! 
And  thou  chief  honour  of  the  veil. 
Hail,  harmonious  Vii:gin,hail ! 
[When  Death  shall  blot  out  every  name. 
And  Time  shall  break  the  trump  of  Fame, 

Angels  may  listen  to  thy  lute ; 
Thy  pow'r  shall  last,  thy  bays  shall  bloom. 
When  tongues  shall  cease,  and  worlds  consume^ 
And  all  the  tuneful  spheres  be  mute. 

GRAND  CHORU& 

When  Death  shall  blot  cfftt  every  name,  &C. 


ETMN 
TO  THE  SUPREME  BEING, 

ON  EBCOVBEY  nOM  A  DAMOBROUS  PIT  OF  ILLNtSS. 


TO  DOCTOR  JAMESL 


Dbar  SiRy 

Having  made  an  humble  offering  to  him,  with* 
out  whose  blessing  your  skill,  admirable  as  it  isy 
would  have  been  to  no  purpose,  I  think  myself 
bound  by  all  the  ties  of  gratitude,  to  render  my 
next  acknowledgments  to  you,  who,  under  God, 
restored  me  to  health  from  as  violent  and  dan« 
gerous  a  disorder,  as  perhaps  ever  man  survived. 
And  my  thanks  become  more  particularly  jrour 
just  tribute,  since  this  was  the  third  tim^  that 
^your  judgment  and  medicines  rescued  me  from 
the  grave,  permit  me  to  say,  in  a  manner  almost 
miraculous. 

If  it  be  meritorious  to  have  investigated  medi- 
cines for  the  cure  of  distempers,  either  overlook- 
ed or  disregarded  by  all  your  predecessors,  mil- 
•lionsyet  unborn  will  celebrate  the  man,  who 
wrote  the  Medicinal  Dictionary,  and  invented 
the  Fever  Powder. 

Let  such  considerations  as  these,  arm  you  with 
constancy  against  the  impotent  attacks  of  thosa 
whose  interest  interferes  with  that  of  mankind  ; 
>end  let  it  not  displease  you  to  have  those  for  jrour 
particular  enemies,  who  are  foes  to  the  public 
in  general. 

It  is  no  wonder,  .indeed,  that  some  of  the  re*  > 
tailors  of  medicines  should  zealously  oppose 
whatever  might  endanger  their  trade;  but  'da 
amazing  that  there  stvould  be  any  physiciana 
mercenary  and  mean  enough  to  pay  tleir  court 
to,  and  ingratiate  themselves  tnih,    such  per- 
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do^wbodonottbink  and  qpeakofyoa,  af  I 
do. 

I  am,  dear  lir, 

your  most  obliged, 

and  moft  bvmble  servant, 

C.  SBIART. 

Wbki  brad's  ruler «  on  tb#  royal  bed 

In  angaiah  and  in  perturbation  lay, 

Ibe  doim  rdlev^d  not  bis  anointed  bead, 

And  rest  gave  place  to  borrour  and  dismay. 
n^  flowed  tbe  tears,  bigb  beav'd  eacb  gasping 

sigb 
Wben  Gtod's  ownpropbet  tbundcr**— Monarcb, 
thou  must  die. 

"  And  sntt  I  go,"  tli>  iUnstrions  movmer  ery*d, 
«4  wbohavetervM  thee  still  in  ftdtb  and  tmtk, 

Whose  snow-wfaite  coMCicpee  no  foul  crime  has 
died 
From  youth  to  nanbood,  inluicy  to  youth, 

like  David,  who  have  still  rever»d  thy  ""^^^^.^ 

Tbe  sovereign  cf  atiyself  and  servant  of  the  Lofd! 


The  virtuous  partner  of  my  nuptial  band|f 
Appear'd  a  widow  to  my  frantic  sight; 

My  little  prattlers  lifting  up  theinhands, 
Beckon  me  back  to  them,  to  life,  and  light; 

I  come,  ye  spotless  sweets !  I  come  again. 

Nor  have  your  tears  been  shed,  nor  have  ye  knelt 
in  vain. 

All  j|k>ry  to  th'  Etenial,  to  th*  Immense, 
All  glory  to  th*  Omniscient  and  Good,    [ten^ 

Whose  powr's  uncircumscrib'd,  wbose  lovers  in- 
Bttt  yet  whoae  justice  ne'er  oouM  be  witfaitood. 

Except  thro*  him— thro*  him,  who  stands  akme. 

Of  worth,  of  weight  allowed  for  all  mankind 
t'l 


The  judge  Almighty  heard  his  suppliant's 
Bcpeal'd  bin  sentence,  and  his  health  restored ; 

Thebeainaof  mercy  on  his  temples  shone. 
Shot  from  diat  Heaven  to  which  his  sighs  had 

Tlie  Sun  retreated*  at  his  maker's  nod   [soar'd; 

And  mirrr}^  cxmfirm  the  genuine  work  of  God. 

Bat,  O  immortals!  What  had  I  to  plead  [lance. 
When  DeaAh  stood  o'er  me  with  his  threat'ning 

When  reaaoD  left  me  in  the  time  of  need. 
And  sense  wras  lost  in  terrour  or  in  trance. 

If y  sinkfng  aoal  was  with  my  blood  inflam'd» 

And  the  celestial  image  sunk,defac'd  and  maim'd. 

I  sent  bade  memory,  in  beedfhl  guise. 
To  search  the  records  of  preceding  years  j 

Home,  like  the  raven  to  the  ark',  she  Hies, 
Creaking  bad  tidings  to  my  trembling  ears : 

O  Sun,  again  that  thy  retreat  was  made. 

And  threw  my  follies  back  into  the  friendly 


But  who  are  they,  that  bid  affliction  cease  !— 
Redemption  and  forgiveness,  heavenly  sounds! 

Behold  the  dove  that  brings  the  branch  of  peace. 
Behold  the  balm  that  boils  tbegaping  wounds-- 

Vengeance  divine's  by  penitence  supprestr-^ 

She  struggles  with  the  angel,  conquers,  and  is 
blest4. 


Yet  hold,  presuraptisn,nortooibndly  olimb, 
And  tlioa  too  hold,  O  horrible  de^ir ! 

in  DMA  homility's  alone  sublime^ 

Who  diffidently  hopes  he's  Christ's  own  car 

lo  alUsulBcient  Lamb!  in  death's  dread  hour 

Thy  merits  who  shall  slight,  or  who  can  doubt 
thy  power? 

1  But  sool-r^icing  health  again  returns. 


He  rais'd  the  lame,  the  lepers  he  made  whole. 
He  fiz'd  the  palsied  nerves  of  weak  decay, 

He  drove  out  Satan  from  the  tortur'd  soul. 
And  to  the  blind  gave  or  restor'd  the  day,— 

Nay  more, — Ihr  more  nneqnal'd  pangs  sustain'd. 

Till  his  k»t  fisUen  flock  his  taintless  bkxxl  regain'd«^ 

My  feeble  feet  refus'd  my  body's  weight* 
Nor  wou'd  my  eyes  admit  the  glorious  light. 

My  nerves  convulsed  shook  fearful  of  their  fate. 
My  mind  lay  open  to  the  powers  of  night. 

He  pitying  did  a  second  birth  bestow 

A  mrth  of  joy — not  like  the  first  of  tears  and  woe. 

Ye  strengthen'd  feet,  forth  to  his  altar  move ; 
Quicken,  ye  new-strung  nerves,  th'  enraptur'd 
lyre  J 
Ye  Heav'n-directed  eyes,  overflow  with  tove ; 

Glow,  glow,  my  soul,  with  pure  seraphic  fire  ; 
Deeds,  thoughts,  and  words  no  more  his  mandates 

break. 
But  to  his  endless  gtory  work,  conceive,  and 
speak. 

O  I  penitence,  to  virtue  near  allied,  ! 

Thou  can'st  new  jojrs  e'en  to  the  Idlest  impart ) 
The  list'ning  angels  lay  their  harps  aside 

To  hear  the  music  of  thy  contrite  heart ; 
And  Heav^o  itself  wears  a  more  radiant  face, 
Whencharity  presents  thee  to  the  throne  of  grace* 

Chief  of  metallic  ibrms  is  regal  gold* ;  * 

Of  elements,  the  limpid  (bunt  that  flows ; 

Give  me  'mongst  gems  ue  brilliant  to  behold  ;^ 
O'er  Ftora's  flock  imperial  is  the  rose : 

Above  all  birds  the  sov'reign  eagle  soars ; 

And  monarch  of  the  field  the  lordly  lion  roars.^ 


»W^^     i^«^...vJ     ,m^^ 


What  can  with  great  Leviathan  compare. 
Who  takes  his  pastime  in  the  mighty  main? 

What,  like  the  Snn,  shines  thro'  the  realms  of  air, 
And  gildsand  glorifies  th'  ethereal  plain  ?— 

Yet  what  are  these  to  man,  who  bears  tbesway  ; 

For  all  was  made  for  him to  serve  and  to 

obey. 
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Deep-^poted  in  my  heart  theil  let  ber  grow. 
That  %r  the  past  the  future  may  atone ; 

That  I  may  act  what  thou  hast  giv'n  to  know. 
That  I  may  live  for  thee  and  thee  alone, 

And  justify  those  sweetest  words  from  Heav'n, 

''That  he  shall  love  thee  most  to  whom  tbou'st 
most  forgiven.*" 


BTERNITYpFTHE  SUPREME 
BEING, 

A  POETICAL  ESSAY. 


A  CLAUSE  OP 

MR.  SEATON»$  WILI^ 

Bated  Oct.  8,  1738. 

1  G17B  my  Kisllngbury  estate  to  the  university 
of  Cambridge  for  ever:  the  rents  of  which  shall 
be  dispo&ed  of  yearly  by  the  Vice-chancellor  for 
the  time  being,  as  he  the  vice-chancellor,  the 
master  of  Clare-Hall,  and  the  Greek  professor 
for  the  time  being,  or  any  two  of  them,  shall 
agree«  Which  three  persons  aforesaid  shall  give 
out  a  subject,  which  subject  shall  for  the  nrst 
year  be.  one  or  other  of  the  perfections  or  attri- 
butes of  the  Supreme  Being,  and  so  the  suc- 
ceeding years,  till  the  subject  is  exhausted ;  and 
afterwafds  tlie  subject  shall  be  either  Death, 
Judgment,'  Heaven,  Hell,  Purity  of  Heart,  &c. 
or  whatever  else  may  be  judged  by  the  vice- 
chancellor,  master  of  Clare-Hall,  and  Greek 
professor  to  be  most  conducive  to  the  honour  of 
the  Supreme  Being  and  recommendation  of  vir- 
tue. And  they  shall  yearly  dispose  of  the  rent 
of  the  above  estate  to  that  master  of  arts,  whose 
poem  on  the  sulject  given  shall  be  best  approved 
by  them*  .  Which  poem  I  ordain  to  be  always  in 
^glish,  and  to  be  printed,  the  expeuse  of 
which  ^lall  be  deducted  out  of  the  product  of 
the  estate,  and  the  residue  given  as  a  reward  for 
the  composer  of  the  poem^  or  ode,  or  copy  of 

WE  the  underwritten,  do  assign  Mr.  Sea- 
ton's  reward  to  C.  Smart,  M.  A.  for  this 
poem  on  The  Eternity  of  the  Supreme  Being 
and  direct  the  said  poem  to  be  printed,  accord- 
iDg  to  the  tenor  of  the  wilL 

Edm.  Keekb,  vice-chanceltor. 
J.  Wilcox,  master  of  CUre-Hall. 
March  85,  1750. 


Or  what  can  thoughts  (tho^  wiM  of  wing  they  ro«0 
Thro*  the  vast  concave  of  th*  etberial  round) 
If  to  the  Heav*n  of  Heavens  they'd  wing  their  wajr 
'AdventVous,  like  the  birds  of  uight  they're  lost, 
:  And  delug'd  in  the  flood  of  dazzling  day.-— 
May  then  the  youthful,  uninspired  bard 
Presume  to  hynm  th'  Eternal ;  may  he  soar 
Where  seraph,  and  where  cherubin  on  high 
Resound  th'  unceasing  plaudits,  and  with  then 
In  the  grand  chorus  mix  his  feeble  voice  ? 

He  may — if  thou,  who  from  the  witless  babe 
Ordainest  honour,  glory,  strengtli  and  praise, 
.Uplift  th*  unpinion'd  Muse,  and  deigri  t' assist, 
[Great  Poet  of  the  Universe,  his  song. 

Before  this  earthly  planet  wound  her  oonrfe 
Round  Light's  perennial  fountain,  before  Light 
Herself  'gan  shine,  and  at  th*  inspiring  word 
Shot  to  existence  in  a  blaze  of  day. 
Before  "  the  morning-stars  together  sang" 
And  haiPd  thee  Architect  of  countless  worldf-^ 
Thou  art^^ll  glorious,  all-beneficent. 
All  wisdom  and  omnipotence  thou  art* 

But  is  the  era  of  creation  iix'd 
As  when  these  worlds  began  ?  Cou*d  aught  retard 
Goodness,  that  knows  no  bounds,  from  blesdni^ 
Or  keep  th*  immense  Artificer  in  sloth  ?      [ever, 
Avaunt  the  dust-directed  crawling  thought. 
That  puissafice  immeasurably  vast. 
And  bounty  inconceivable  cou'd  rest 
Content,  exhausted  with  one  week  of  action- 
No— in  th*  exertion  of  thy  righteous  pow'r. 
Ten  thousand  times  more  active  than  the  Son,  * 
f  Thou  teign^d,  and  with  a  mighty  hand  compos'd 
Systems  innumerable,  matchless  all. 
All  stampt  with  thine  uncounterfeited  seal. 

But  yet  (if  still  to  more  stupendous  heights 
The  Muse  unblam^d  her  aching  sense  may  strain) 
Perhaps  wrapt  up  in  contemplation  deep, 
The  best  of  beings  on  the  noblest  theme 
Might  ruminate  at  leisure,  scope  immense 
Th*  eternal  Pow'r  and  Godhead  to  explore^ 
And  with  itself  th*  omniscient  mind  replete. 
This  were  enough  to  fill  the  boundless  All, 
This  were  a  sabbath  worthy  the  Supreme ! 
Perhaps  enthron*d  amidst  a  choicer  few. 
Of sp'rits  inferior,  he  might  greatly  plan 
The  two  prime  pillars  of  the  universe. 
Creation  and  Redemption — and  a  while 
Pliuse-^with  the  grand  presentiments  of  g1ory« 

Perhaps-^but  alPs  conjecture  here  below. 
All  ignorance,  and  sel£-plum*d  vanity — 

0  thou,  whose  ways  to  wonder  at*s  distrust. 
Whom  to  de8cribe*s  presumptioo  (all  we  can,«^ 
And  all  we  may^  be  glorified,  be  prais'd. 

1  A  day  shall  come  when  all  this  Earth  shall  p«« 

rish, 
JNor  leave  behind  ev'n  Chaos ;  H  shall  coma 
When  all  the  armies  of  the  elements 
Shall  war  against  themselves,  andnuftual  raga 
To  make  perdition  triumph:  it  shall  come. 
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In  ▼am  ye  tweH ;  will  a  few  dropi  rofflce 

To  qiiencb  the  inextinguishable  fire? 

Ye  mountains,  on  whpse  cload-crown'd  tops  the 

cedars 
A^  lessen*d  into  shrubs,  mag^nifie  piles, 
( That  prop  the  painted  chambers  of  the  Heav'ns 
And  fix  the  Earth  continual ;  Atbos,  where: 
Where,  Teneririi  thy  stateliness  to  day? 
What,  iBtna,  are  thy  flames  to  these? — No  more 
Than  the  poor  glow-worm  to  the  golden  Sun. 
Nor  shall  the  verdant  Tallies  then-  remain 
Safe  in  their  medc  submission  <  they  the  debt 
Of  nature  and  of  justice  too  must  pay. 
Yet  I  most  weep  for  yon,  ye  rival  feir, 
Amo  and  Andalusia;  but  for  thee 
More  largely  and  with  filial  tears  must  weep, 

0  Albion,  O  my  country;  thou  must  join, 
'  Id  vain  disserer'd  from  the  rest,  must  join 
jTbe  terroun  of  th  *  inevitable  rum. 

Nor  thou ,  illustrious  monarch  of  the  day ; 
Nor  thou,  ftiir  queen  of  night ;  nor  you,  ye  stars, 
Tho*  million  leagues  and  million  still  remote, 
Shall  yet  surrive  that  day ;  ye  must  submit 
Sbaiers,  not  bright  spectators  of  the  ncene. 

r     But  tho'  the  Karth  shall  to  the  centre  perish, 
Nor  leave  behind  ev'n  Chaos;  tho'  the  air 
With  ftll  the  elements  must  pass  away. 
Vain  as  an  ideot's  dream;  tho'  the  huge  rocks. 
That  brandish  the  tall  cedars  on  their  tops, 
With-humbler  vales  must  to  perdition  yield ; 
Tho*  the  gilt  Sun,  and  silver-tressed  Moon 
With  all  her  bright  retinue,  must  be  lost ; 
Yet  thou,  Great  Father  of  the  world,  surviv'st 
Eternal,  at  thou  w«'rt:  yet  still  survives 
The  soul  of  man  immortal,  perfect  now, 

[Atad  candidate  for  unexpirin^  jo3rs. 

^    Hecomes!  He  comes!  the  awiful  trump  I  hear; 
The  flaming  sword's  intolerable  blase 

1  see ;  He  comes !  th'  archangel  from  above. 
**  Ari&e,  ye  tenants  of  the  silent  grave, 
Awake  inoorniptible  and  arise ; 

From  easi  to  west,  from  the  antarctic  pole 
To  regions  hyperborean,  all  ye  sons. 
Ye  eons  of  Adam,  and  ye  heirs  of  Heaven — 
Arise,  ye  tenants  of  the  silent  grave. 
Awake  incorruptible  and  arise." 
.  Tis  then,  nor  sooner,  that  the  restless  mind 
Shall  fi«d  itself  at  home;  and  like  the  ark 
Fnc'd  on  the  mountain-top,  shall  kx>k  aloft 
O'er  the  vague  passage  of  precarious  life ; 
And,  winds  and  waves  and  rocks  and  tempests 

past. 
Enjoy  the  everlasting  calm  of  Heavhi : 
nis  then,  nor  soonei*,  that  the  deathless  soul 
Shall  justly  know  its  nature  and  its  rise : 
Tis  then  the  human  tongue  new-tun'd  shall  give 
Praises  more  worthy  the  eternal  ear. 
Yeiwhat  we  can,    we  ought; — and  therefore, 

/  Purge  thou  my  heart,  Omnipotentand  good  I 
Purge  thou  my  heart  with  hyssop,  lest  like  Cain 
I  ofl^  fiuitless  sacrifice,  with  gifts 

(Offend,  and  not  propitiate  the  Ador'd. 
TW  gratitude  were  bleas'd  with  all  the  pow»r8 
Her  bursting  heart  cou'd  long  for,  tho*  the  swift, 
Tbefiry-wing'd  imagination  soar»d 
beyond  ambition's  wish — ^yet  all  were  vain 
To  speak  him  as  he  is,  who  is  biErPABLE, 
y^  Still  let  reafoo  thm*  the  eye  of  laitb 


29 

View  him  with  fearful  love ;  let  truth  pronounce, 
j  And  adoration  on  her  bended  knee  ^^ 

iWitb  Heav'n  directed  hands  confess  his  reign. 
And  let  th'  angdic,  archangelic  band 
With  all  the  hosts  of  Heav'n,  cherubic  forms. 
And  forms  seraphic,  with  their  silver  trumps 
And  golden  lyres  attend  :*— "  For  thou  art  holy 
For  thou  art  one,  th'  Eternal,  who  alone 
Exerts  all  goodness,  and  transcends  all  pnise." 


ONTHI 


IMMENSITY  OF  THE  SUPREME 
BEING, 

A  POETICAL  ESSAY. 


A  CLAUSI  OP 

MR.  SEATON^  WILL, 
Dated  Oct  8.  1738. 

I  GIVE  my  Kislingbury  estate  to  the  university 
of  Cambridge  for  ever:  the  rents  of  which  shall 
be  disposed  of  yeariy  by  the  vice-chancelk)r 
for  the  time  being,  as  he  the  vice-chancellor, 
the  master  of  Clare-Hall,  and  the  Greek  profes- 
sor for  the  time  being,  or  any  two  of  them  shall 
agree.  Which  three  persons  aforesaid  shall  give 
out  a  subject,  which  subject  shall  for  the  fiist 
year  be  one  or  other  of  the  perfections  or  attri- 
butes of  the  Supreme  Being,  and  so  the  succeed* 
ing  years,  till  the  subject  is  exhausted;  and 
afterwards  the  subject  shall  be  either  Death, 
Judgment,  Heaven,  Hell,  Purity  of  Heart,  &c 
or  whatever  else  may  be  judged  by  the  vice- 
chancellor,  master  of  Clare-Hall,  and  Greek 
professor  to  be  most  conducive  to  the  honour  of 
the  Supreme  Being  and  recommendation  of  vir- 
tue. And  they  shall  yearly  dispose  of  the  rent 
of  the  above  estate  to  that  master  of  arts,  whose 
poem  on  the  subject  given  shall  be  best  approved 
by  them.  Which  poem  I  ordain  to  be  always  in 
English,  and  to  be  printed;  the  expense  of 
which  shall  be  deducted  out  of  the  product  of 
the  estate,  and  the  residue  given  as  a  reward  for 
the  composer  of  the  poem,  or  ode,  or  copy  of 
verses. 

WE  the  underwritten  do  assign  Mr.  Sea- 
ton's  reward  to  C.  Smart,  M.  A.  for  his 
poem  on  The  Immensity  of  the  Supreme  Be- 
ing, and  direct  the  said  poem  to  be  printed, 
according  to  the  teuor  of  the  wil|. 

EoM.  Kbbnb,  vice-chancellor. 
J.  Wilcox,  master  of  Chue-HalL 
April  20, 1751. 


Okci  more  I  dare  to  rouse  the  sounding  string, 
The  poet  qf  my  God — ^Awake  my  glory. 
Awake  my  lute  and  harp — myself  shall  wake, 
Soon  as  the  stately  night-exploring  bird 
In  lively  lay  sings  welcome  to  the  dawn. 

List  ye !  how  Nature  with  ten  thousand  tongues 
Begins  the  grand  thanksgiving.  Hail,  all  hail. 
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Ye  tenants  of  the  forest  and  the  field ! 
'    My  fellow  subjects  of  th'  eternal  Kin;, 
I  gladly  join  your  matins,  and  with  yon 
Confess  his  presence,  and  report  his  praise. 
O  tbou,  who  or  the  lambkin,  or  the  dove. 
When  offered  by  the  lowly,  meek,  and  poor, 
Pr<;fer*st  to  pride's  whole  hecatomb,  accept 
This  mean  essay,  aur  from  thy  treasure-house 
^    Of  Glory*  immense,  the  orphan's  might  exclude. 
What  thoMh*  Almighty's  regal  throne  be  raisM 
High  o'er  yoo  azure  Heav'n's  exalted  dome 
By  mortal  eye  unken'd — where  East  nor  West 
Nor  Sooth,  noi^  blustering  North  has  breath  to 

blow  J 
Alb^H  he  theie  with  angels,  and  with  saints 
Hold  conference,  and  to  his  radiant  host 
Evhi  fsce  to  iace  stand  visibly  cunfest : 
Yet  know  that  nor  in  presence  or  in  pow'r 
Shines  he  less  perfect  here;  'tis  man^s  dim  eye 
That  makes  th'  obscurity.     He  is  the  same. 
Alike  in  all  his  universe  the  same. 
]       Whether  the  mind  along  the  spangled  sky 
Measure  her  pathless  walk,  studious  to  view 
Thy  works  of  vaster  finbric,  where  the  planets 
Weave  their  hanDoniou8,rounds,  their  march  di- 
recting 
.    £tin  foithful,  still  inconsUnt  to  the  Sun; 
Or  where  the  comet  thro'  space  infinite 
(Tho' whirling  worlds  oppose,  and  globes  of  fire) 
Xiarts,  like  a  javelin,  to  his  destined  goal. 
Or  where  in  Heav'n  above  the  Heav'n  of  IJeav'os 
Bum  brighter  suns,  and  goodlier  planets  roll 
With  satellites  more  glorious — lliou  art  there. 

Or  whether  on  .the  Ocean's  boist'rous  back 
Thou  ride  triumphant,  and  with  out-8tretch*d 

arm 
Curb  the  wild  winds  and  discipline  the  billows, 
^  The  suppHant  sailor  finds  thee  there,  his  chief, 
'  His  only  help — when  thou  rebuk'st  the  storm — 
It  ceases — and  the  vessel  gently  glides 
Along  the  glassy  level  of  the  calm. 

Oh !  cou'd  I  search  the  bosom  of  the  sea, 
Down  the  great  depth  desceudlng;  there  thy 

works 
Wou'd  also  speak  thy  residence ;  and  there 
Wou'd  I  thy  servant,  like  thy  still  profound, 
Astonish'd  into  silence  muse  thy  praise ! 
/IBehold !  behold !  th'  unplanted  garden  round 
/Of  vegetable  coral,  sea-fiow'rs  gay, 
And  shrubs  with  amber,  from  the  pearl-pavM 

bottom 
Rise  richly  varied,  where  the  finny  raca 
In  blithe  security  their  gambols  play : 
While  high  above  their  heads  Leviatbtoi 
The  terrour  and  the  glory  of  the  main 
His  pastime  takes  with  transport,  proud  to  see 
The  ocean's  vast  dominion  all  his  own. 

Hence  thio'  the^eiual  bowels  of  the  Earth 
£asy  may  fisncy  pass;  till  at  thy' mines, 
Gani,  or  Raolconda,  she  arrive, 
And  from  the  adamant's  imperial  blaze 
Form  weak  ideas  of  her  maker's  glory. 


A^  Tk^_. r^^. 


.1 1,.^  .^^  . 


Of  kindred  jasper— Nature  in  them  holh 
Delights  to  play  the  mimic  oo  herself; 
And  in  their  veins  she  oft  pomrtrays  the  fofma 
Of  leaning  hills,  of  trees  erect,  and  streams 
Now  Stealing  softly  on,  now  thund'iing  down 
In  desperate  cascade,  with  flow'rs  and  beasts 
And  all  the  living  landscape  of  the  vale^ 
In  vain  thy  pencil,  Claudio,  or  Poossiny 
Or  thine,  unmortal  Quido,  wou'd  essay 
Such  skill  to  imitate— it  is  the  hand 
Of  God  himself— for  God  himself  is  there. 
Hence  with  th'  ascending  springs  let  ma  ad- 
vance. 
Thro*  beds  of  magnets,  minerals  and  spar. 
Up  to  the  mountain's  summit,  there  t'  indulge 
Th'  ambition  of  the  comprehensive  eye. 
That  dares  to  call  th'  horiaon  all  her  own. 
Behold  the  ibreit,  and  th'  expansive  verdnre 
Of  yonder  level  lawn,  whose  smooth-shorn  sod 
No  object  interrupts,  uulesstheoak 
His  lordly  head  uprears,  and  branching  arms 
Extends— behold  in  regal  solitude. 
And  pastoral  magnificence  he  stands 
So  simple  1  and  so  great !  the  under-wood 
Of  meaner  rank  an  awfiil  distance  keep. 
Yet  thou  art  there,  yet  God  himself  is  then 
Ev'n  on  the  bush  (tho'  not  as  when  to  Mosea 
He  shone  in  burning  majesty  reveal'd) 
Nathless  conspicuous  in  the  linnet's  throat 
Is  his  unbounded  goodneM — ^Thee  her  Maker, 
Thee  her  Preserver  chants  she  in  her  song  ; 
While  the  all  emulative  vocal  tribe 
The  grateful  lesson  learn — no  other  voice 
Is  heard,  no  other  soand — ^fbr  in  attentna 
Buried,  ev'n  babbling  Echo  holds  her  peace. 
Now  from  the  plains,  where  th'  unbonnded 
prospect 
Gives  liberty  her  utmost  scope  to  range» 
Turn  we  to  yon  enclosures,  where  appears 
Chequer'd  variety  in  all  her  forms. 
Which  the  vague  mind  attract  aiMl  still  suspend 
WKh  iweet  poplexity.    What  are  yon  tow'n 
^he  work  of  laboring  man  and  clumsy  art 
peen  with  the  ring-dove's  nest— on  that  tall  beeeh 
Her  pensile  house  the  feather'd  ardst  build^^ 
The  rocking  winds  molest  her  not ;  for  see. 
With  such  due  poise  the  wond'rous  fabric's  hung. 
That,  like  the  compass  in  the  bark,  it  keepa 
I'rue  to  itself  and  stodfost  ev'n  in  storms. 
Thou  ideot,  that  assertst  there  is  no  God, 
View  and  be  dumb  forever — 
Go  bid  Vitnivious  or  Palladio  build 
The  bee  his  mansion,  or  the  ant  her  cav»— 
Go  call  Correggio,  or  let  Titian  come        [cherrjr 
To  paint  the  hawthorn's  bloom,  'Or  teach  tfa« 
To  bkish  with  just  Termilioo— hence  away — 
Hence  ye  prophane !  for  God  himself  is  here. 
Vain  were  th'  att^npt,  and  impious  to  trace 
Thro*  all  his  works  th'  Artificer  divine — 
And  tho*  nor  shining  sun,  ix>r  twinkling  star 
Bedeck'd  the  crimson  curtains  of  the  sky ; 
Tho*  neither  vegetable,  beast,  nor  bird 


«ir i. 


L^^^  .^Ai.:^  I II 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE  OMNISCIENCE  OF  THE  SUPREME  BEING. 


M 


gee  tmd  mSm^  hit  prpvidici  and  pow>r— 
I  tee,  and  I  adoie— O  God  moft  bounttous  1 
0  infinite  of  Ooodneti  and  of  Glory  I 
Tha  knee,  that  tboo  bast  niade,sbaU  bend  to  th«e, 
The  tongue,  which  tbon  hast  tun'd,  shall  ch^t 

thy  praise. 
And  thy  own  Im^ge,  the  immortal  sonl^ 
8M1  ooBfecnt*  banelf  to  thee  for  erer. 


OMNISCIENCE  OF  THE  SUPREME 
BEING. 

A  POETICAL  ESSAY. 


To  the  BKMt  reirerend  his  grace  the  kwd 
sidibishop  of  Canterbury  ;  this  poetical  essay 
on  the  Omniscience  of  the  Supreme  Being,  is 
with  all  humility  inscribed,  by  his  grace's  most 
dotifol,  moat  obliged,  and  most  obedient  hum- 
ble serrant, 

C.  SMART. 


▲   CLAUSE  Of 

MR.  SETAON'S  WILL, 
Dated  Oct  8,  1738. 

I  sirt  my  Kislingbnry  estate  to  the  university 
of  Cambridge  for  ever :  the  rentsof  which  sbaH 
be  disposed  of  yearly  by  the  vice-chanceitor 
for  the  time  being,  ait  the  ▼ice-cbancelfor, 
master  of  Ctere-ball,  and  the  Greek  professor 
for  the  time  being,  or  any  two  of  them,  shall 
agree.  Which  three  persons  aforesaid  shall  give 
out  a  snbject,  which  subject  shaH  for  the  first 
yearheone  or  other  of  the  perfections  or  attri- 
butes of  the  Supreme  Beings  and  so  the  Suc- 
ceeding years,  till  the  sutject  is  exhausted ;  and 
afteiwards  the  subject  shall  be  either  Death, 
Judgment,  Heaven,  Hell,  Purity  of  Heart,  k,c.  or 
whatever  elso  may  be  judged  by  the  vice-chan- 
cellor, master  of  Clare-hali,  and  Greek  professor 
to  be  most  conducive  to  the  honour  of  the  Su- 
preme Being  and  recommendation  of  virtue. 
And  they  shall  yearly  dispose  of  the  rent  of  the 
above  estate  to  that  master  of  arts,  whose  poem 
on  the  subject  given  shall  be  best  approved  by 
them.  Which  poem  I  ordain  to  be  always  in 
Englisb,  and  to  be  printed ;  the  expense  of 
which  shall  be  deducted  out  of  the  product  of 
the  estate,  and  the  residue  given  as  a  reward  for 
the  composer  of  Uie  poem,  or  ode,  or  copy  of 


WE  the  underwritten,  do  assign  Mr.  Sea- 
ton's  reward  to  C  Smart,  M  A  for  his  poem 
on  The  OmniacieRce  of  the  Supreme  Being,  and 
direct  the  said  poem  to  be  printed,  aoeording  to 
the  tenor  of  the  will. 

J.  Wilcox,  vice-chancellor. 
T.  Faakklin,  Greek-professor, 

Norember  3, 1753. 


Atiss,  divine  Urania,  with  new  straint 

To  hsrmn  thy  God,  and  thou,  immortal  Fame^ 

Arise,  and  blow  thy  everlasting  trump. 

All  glory  to  th'  Onmiscient,  and  praise, 

And  pow'r,  and  domination  in  the  height ! 

And  thou,  cherubic  Gratitude,  whose  voice 

To  pious  ears  sounds  silverly  so  sweet, 

O^e  with  thy  precious  incense,  bring  thy  gifts| 

And  with  thy  choicest  stores  the  altar  crown. 

Thou  too,  my  Heart,  whom  he,  and  he  alone. 

Who  all  things  knows,  can  know,  with  love  ro- 

plete, 
Re^penerate,  and  pure,  poor  all  thyself 
A  living  sacrifice  before  bis  throne : 
And  may  th'  eternal,  high  mysterious  tree. 
That  in  the  centre  of  the  arched  Heav*ns 
Bears  the  rich  fruit  of  knowledge^  with  some 

branch        « 
Stoop  to  my  humble  reach,  and  bless  my  toil  1 
When  in  my  mother's  womb  oonceal'd  I  lay 
A  senseless  embryo,  then  my  soul  thou  knewst, 
Koewst  all  her  future  workings,  every  thought. 
And  every  faint  idea  yet  unform'd. 
When  up  the  imperceptible  ascent  * 

Of  g^wing  years,  led  by  thy  hand,  I  rose. 
Perception's  gradual  light,  that  ever  dawns 
Insensibly  to  day,  thou  didst  vouchsafe,  \ 

And  teach  me  by  that  reason  thou  inspir'dst,        ' 
That  what  of  knowledge  in  my  mind  was  low. 
Imperfect,  incorrect — in  thee  is  wonderous, 
Uncircnmscrib'd,  unsearchably  profound. 
And  estimable  solely  by  itself. 
What  is  that  secret  pow'r,  that  guides  tho  ! 

brutes. 
Which  ignorance  calls  instinct  ?  Tis  from  thee. 
It  is  the  operation  uf  thine  hands, 
Immediate,  instantaneous;   'tis  thy  wisdom. 
That  glorious  shines  transparent  thro'  thy  works. 
Who  taught  the  pye,  or  who  forewam'd  the  jay 
To  shun  the  deadly  nightshade  ?  tho*  the  cherry 
Boasts  not  a  glossier  hue,  aor  does  the  plumb 
Lore  with  more  seeming  sweets  the  amorous  ty% 
Yet  will  not  the  sagacious  birds,  decoy'd 
By  fair  appearance,  touch  the  noxious  fruit. 
They  know  to  taste  is  fatal,  whonce  alarm'd 
Swift  on  the  winnowing  winds  they  work  their 

way. 
Go  to,  proud  reas'ner,  philosophic  man,  [ — Now 
Hast  thou  such  prudence,  thou  such  knowledge  } 
Full  many  a  race  has  fall'n  into  the  snare 
Of  meretricious  looks,  of  pleasing  surface. 
And  oft  in  desert  isles  the  famish'd  pilgrim     i 
By  forms  of  fruit,  and  lusciou§  taste  be^^'d, 
Like  his  forefather  Adam,  eats  and  dies. 
For  wby  ?  his  wisdom  on  the  leaden  foet 
Of  slow  experience,  dully  tedious,  creeps. 
And  comes,  like  vengeance,  after  long  delay. 

The  venerable  sage,  that  nightly  trims 
The  learned  lamp,  t'  investigate  the  pow'n 
Of  plants  medicinal,  the  earth,  the  air. 
And  the  dark  regions  of  the  fossil  worid. 
Grows  old  in  following,  what  he  ne'er  shall  find ; 
Studious  in  vahi !  till  haply,  at  the  last 
He  spies  a  mist,  then  shapes  it  into  mountains. 
And  baseless  fabric  from  conjecture  hailds. 
While  the  domestic  animal,  that  guards 
At  midnight  hours  his  thrediold,  if  oppreu'd 
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By  ffudden  sickneM,  nt  bis  master's  feet 
"BegB  Dot  that  aid  his  services  might  claim, 
Bat  is  his  own  physician,  knows  the  case, 

I  AbA  from  th*  emetic  herbage  works  his  cure. 
Hark,  from  afar  the  feather'd  matron  '  screams. 
And  all  her  brood  alarms,  the  docile  crew 
Accept  the  signal  one  and  all,  expert 
In  tb^  art  of  nature  and  unlearned  deceit : 
Along  the  sod,  in  counterfeited  death, 
If  vte,  motionless  they  lie  $   full  well  apprized. 
That  the  rapacious  adversary's  near. 
But  who  inform*d  her  of  the  approaching  danger, 
Wbo  taught  the  cautious  mother  that  the  hawk 
Was  hatcht  her  foe,  and  liv'd  by  her  destruction  ? 
Her  own  prophetic  soul  is  active  in  her, 
And  more  than  human  providence  her  guard. 

Y     When  Philomela,  e*er  the  cold  domain 
Of  crippled  winter  *ginR  t*  advance,  prepares 
Her  annual  flight,  and  in  some  poplar  shade 

]  Takes  hrr  melodious  leave,  who  then^s  her  pilot  ? 

j  Who  points  her  passage  thro'  the  pathless  void 
To  realms  from  us  remote,  to  us  unknown } 
Her  science  is  the  science  of  her  GJod. 
Kot  the  magnetic  index  to  the  north 
E'er  ascertains  her  course,  nor  buoy,  nor  beacon. 
She  Heav*n-taught  voyager,  that  sails  in  air, 

'  Courts  nor  coy  west  nor  east,  but  iustani  knows 
What  Newton,  or  not  sought^    or   sought  in 
vain*. 
lUUBtnous  name,  irrefragable  proof 
Of  man's  vast  genius,  and  the  soaring  soul ! 
Yet  what  wert  thou  to  him,  who  knew  his  works. 
Before  creation  form'd  them,  long  before 

^  He  measur'd  in  the  hollow  of  his  hand 
Th'  exulting  opean,  and  the  highest  Heav'ns 
He  oomprebended  with  a  span,  and  Weigh'd 
Tbe  mighty  mountains  in  his  golden  scales: 
Who  shone  supreme,  who  was  himself  the  light, 
Sire  yet  Refraction  leam'd  her  skill  to  paint. 
And  bend  athwart  the  clouds  her  beauteous  tibw. 
When  Knowledge  at  herfrtther's  dread  com- 
mand 
Besign'd  to  Israel's  king  her  golden  key, 
Ob  to  have  join'd  the  frequent  auditors 
In  wonder  and  delight,  that  whilom  heard 
Great  Solomon  descaoting  on 'the  brutes ! 
Oh  how  sublimely  glorious  to  apply 
To  God's  own  honour,  and  good  will  to  maq. 
That  wisdom  he  alone  of  men  possess'd 
In  plenitude  so  rich,  and  scope  so  rare  ! 
How  did  he  roase  the  pamper'd  silken  sons 
Of  bloated  ease,  by  placing  to  tbcirview 
Tbe  sage  industrious  ant,  the  wisest  insect. 
And  birst  economist  of  all  the  6eld  ! 
Tho'  she  presumes  not  by  the  solar  orb 
To  measure  lime  and  seasons,  nor  consults 
Chaldean  calculations,  for  a  guide ; 

'  Yet  conscious  that  December's  on  the  marph 
'  Pointing  with  icy  hand  to  want  and  woe. 
She  waits  his  dire  approach,  and  undismay'd 
Receives  him  as  a  welcome  guest,  prepar'd 
Against  the  churlish  winter's  fiercest  blow. 
For  when,  as  yet  the  fSsvourable  Sun 


To  rive  the  groaning  earth  for  ill-soagiit  gold,' 
Endures  such  trouble,  such  fatigue,  as  she  ; 
Wlyle  all  her  subterraneous  avenues. 
And  storm-proof  cells,  with  management  most 

meet 
And  unexampled  housewifry,  she  forms. 
Then  to  tbe  field  sbe  hies,  and  on  her  back. 
Burden  immense  !  sbe  bears  the  cumbrous  com. 
Then  many  a  weary  step,  and  many  a  strain. 
And  mony  a  grievous  groan  subdued,  at  lengtli 
Up  the  huge  hill  she  hardly  heaves  it  home  : 
Nor  rests  she  here  her  providence,  but  nips 
With  subtle  tooth  the  grain,  lest  from  her  gamer 
|n  mischievous  fertility  it  steal. 
And  back  to  day-light  vegetate  its  way. 
Go  to  the  ant,  thou  sluggard,  leam  to  live. 
And  by  her  wary  ways  reform  thine  own. 
But,  if  thy  deaden'd  sense,  and  listless  thought 
More  glaring  evidence  demand  ;  behold. 
Where  yon  pellucid  populous  hive  presents 
A  yet  uncopied  model  to  tbe  world  \ 
There  Machiavel  in  the  reflecting  glass 
May  read  himself  a  fool.    The  chymist  theva 
May  with  astonishment  invidious  view 
His  toils  outdone  by  each  plebeian  bee. 
Who,  at  the  royal  mandate,  on  the  wing 
l^rom  various  herbs,  and  from  discordant  flow'rs 
A  perfect  harmony  of  sweets  compounds. 

Avaunt  Conceit,  Ambition  take  thy  flight 
Back  to  the  prince  of  vanity,  and  air  ! 
Oh  I  tis  a  thought  of  energy  most  piercing, 
Form'd  to  make  pride  grow  humble  ;  form'd  t» 

force 
Its  weight  on  the  reluctont  mind,  and  give  her 
A  true  but  irksome  image  of  herself. 
Woful  vicissitude !  when  man,  fall'n  man, 
Wbo  first  from  Heav'n,  from  gracious  God  bhn- 

self,  [brutes 

Leam'd  knowledge  of  the  brutes,  mast  know  by 
Instructed  and  reproacb*d,  the  scale  of  being ; 
By  slow  degprees  from  lowly  steps  ascend. 
And  trace  Omniscience  upwards  to  its  spring ! 
Yet  murmur  not,  but  praise—for  th&  we  stand 
Of  many  a  Godlike  privilep  amerc'd 
By  Adam's  dire  transgression,  tho'  no  more 
Us  Paradise  our  home,  but  o'er  the  portel 
(Hangs  in  terrific  pomp  the  buming blade; 
Still    with  ten  thousand  beauti^  bkx>m8    the 

Earth, 
[)Vith  pleasures  populous,and  with  riches  crown'd. 
Still  is  there  scope  for  wonder  and  for  love 
Rv'n  to  their  last  exertion*— sbow'rs  of  blessings 
Far  more  than  human  virtue  can  deserve. 
Or  hope  expect,  or  gratitude  return. 
Then,  Oyepoople,  O  ye  sons  of  men» 
Whatever  be  the  colour  of  your  lives* 
Whatever  portion  of  itself  his  wisdom 
ShaH  deign  t'  allow,  still  patiently  abide. 
And  praise  him  more  and  more ;  nor  cease   t« 

chant 
All  glory  to  tbe  Omniscient,  and  |Hiuse, 
And  pow'r,  and  domination  in  the  height ! 
Aud  thou,  cberabic  Gratitude,  whose  voioe 
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ON   THB 

TOfFER  OF  THE  SUPREME  BEING, 
A  POETICAL  ESSAY. 


A   CLAUSE   OP 

MR.  BEATON'S  WILL, 

Dated  Oct.  8,  1738. 

I  ctTB  my  Rjsliugbury  estate  to  the  uDiversity 
of  Cambridge  for  ever:  the  rents  of  which  shall 
be  disposed  of  yearly  by  the  vice-chancellor 
for  the  time  being,  as  he  the  vice-ehancelior, 
the  master  of  Clare-hall,  and  the  Greek  prufus- 
•or  for  the  time  b^ing,  or  any  two  of  them,  shall 
agree.  Which  three  persons  aforesaid  shall  give 
oat  a  subject,  which  subject  shall  for  the  first 
jrear  be  one  or  other  of  the  perfections  or  attri- 
bates  of  the  Snpremc  Being,  and  so  the  suc- 
ceeding years,  till  the  subject  is  oxbaustcd ;  and 
afiepv^anls  the  subject  shall  be  either  Death, 
Judgment,  Heaven,  Hell,  Purity  of  Heart,  3&c 
or  whatever  else  may  be  judged  by  the  vice- 
chancellor,  master  of  Clare- ilall,  and  Gi-eck 
profnsor  to  be  most  conducive  to  the  honour  of 
the  Supreme  Being  and  recommendation  of  vir- 
tue. And  they  shall  yearly  dispose  of  the  rent 
f»fthe  above  estate  to  that  master  of  arts,  whose 
poem  ou  the  subject  given  shall  be  best  approved 
oy  tb«m.  Which  poem  1  ordain  to  be  always  in 
English,  and  to  be  printed;  the  expense  of 
which  shall  be  deducted  out  of  the  product  of 
the  estate,  and  the  residue  given  as  a  reward  for 
the  composer  of  the  poem,or  ode,  or  copy  of  verses. 

"WE  the  nnderwricten  do  a<^ign  Mr.  Sca-- 
too's'  reward  to  C  Smart,  M.  A.  for  his 
poem  oo  The  Power  of  the  Supreme  Being, 
and  direct  the  said  poem  to  be  printed^  ac- 
eordjng  to  the  teuor  of  the  will. 

.    P,  YoTtGS,  vice-chancellor, 
J.  Wilcox,  master  uf  Clare- Kail. 
Tbo.  Faanklim,  Greek  professor. 
Dec.  5,  1753. 

*«  TtBirBi.B,thoii  Earth  '.*  th»  anointed  poet  said, 
"At God's  bright  prescoce, tremble,  all  yemoun- 


And  all  ye  biilodu  on  themrfece  bound. "  - 
Then  onee  agaio,  ye  giorions  thunders,  roll, 
The  Moae  with  tramport  hears  ye,  once  again 
CoBvtdse  the  solid cootineDty  and  shake. 
Grand  mittic  of  Onmipoteoce,  the  isles, 
lis  thy  terriftc  voice  ;  thou  God  of  power, 
Tis  thy  terrific  voice  ;  all  Nature  bears  it 
Awaken'd  and  alarmed ;  she  feds  its  force, 
Jo  every  spiiog  she  feels  it,  every  wheel, 
And  every  moveneDt  of  her  vast  machine. 
BHwld !  quakes  Apennine,  behold  !  recoils 
Athos,  and  all  the  hoary-headed  Alps 
Xeap  from  their  bases  at  the  godlike  sonnd, 
Bot  what  is  this,  celestial  though  the  note, 
Andprodamatioa  of  the  reign  supreme, 
CoiBpar'd  with  sneh  as,  for  a  mortal  ear 
Too  great,  amaze  the  incorporeal  worlds  ? 
fllKMi>d  Ocean  to  his  congretated  waves 
Call  m  each  river,  cataract,  and  lake. 
And  with  the  watery  world  dowp  a  bu^  rock 
TOt,  XYl. 


Fall  headlong  in  one  horrible  cascade, 

'Twere  but  the  echo  of  the  parting  breeze. 

When  Zephyr  faints  upon  the  lily's  breast, 

Twere  but  the  ceasing  of  some  instrument. 

When  the  last  ling'riug  undulation 

Dies  on  the  doubting  ear,  if  namM  with  sounds 

So  mighty  I  so  stupendous  !  so  divine  1  j 

But  not  alone  in  the  aerial  vault 
Does  he  the  dread  thoocracy  maintain  ; 
For  oft,  eoragM  with  his  intestine  thunden. 
He  harrows  up  the  boweU  of  the  Earth, 
And  shocks  the  central  mignet — Cities  then 
Tutteron  their  foundations,  stately  columns, 
IVTa,c;ni6c  walls,  and  heav*u-as^ulting  spires. 
What  tho'  in  haughty  eminence  erect 
Stan'is  the  strong  citadel,  ani  frowns  defiance 
Oo  adverse  hosts,  though  many  a  bastion  jut 
Forth  from  the  ramparts  elevated  mound, 
Vain  the  poor  providence  of  human  art. 
And  mortal  strength  how  vain !  while  underneath 
Triumphs  his  mining  vengeance  in  th'  uproar 
Of  shatter'd  towers,  riven  rucks,  and  moumami. 
With  clamour  inconceivable  uptorn. 
And  hurl'd  adown  th*  abyss.  Sulphureous  pyrites 
Bursting  abrupt  from  darl>ness  into  day, 
With  din  outrageous  and  destructive  ire 
Augment  the  hideous  tumtdt,  while  it  wounds 
Th '  afflicted  ear,  and  terrifies  the  eye  ^ , 

And  rends  the  heart  in  twain.  Twice  have  we  felt,  j 
Within  Augusta's  walls  twice  have  we  felt 
Thy  threatened  indignation,  but  ev'n  thou. 
Incensed  Omnipotent,  art  gracious  ever:  , 

Thy  goodness  infinite  but  mildly  warned  us 
With  mercy-blended  wrath :  O  siwre  us  still. 
Nor  send  more  dire  conviction  x  we  confess 
That  thou  art  he,  th'  Almighty  :  we  believe: 
For  at  thy  righteous  power  whole  systems  quake. 
For  at  thy  nod  tremble  ten  thousand  worlds. 

Hark  !  on  the  winged  whirlwind's  rapid  rage. 
Which  is  and  is  not  iy  a  moment — hark ! 
On  the  hurricane's  tempestuous  sweep  he  rides 
Invincible,  and  oaks  and  pines  and  cedars 
And  forests  are  no  more.     For  conflict  dreadful! 
I'he  West  encounters  East,  and  Notus  meets 
In  his  career  the  Hyperborean  blast. 
The  lordly  lions  shudd'rlng  seek  their  deps,         '  | 
And  fly  like  timorous  deer  j  the  king  of  birds,      / 
Who  dar'd  t;he  sular  ray,  is  weak  of  wing, 
And  faints  and  falls  and  diesj — ^while  he  supreme 
Stands  stedfiast  if  in  the  centreof  the  storm.       .* 

Wherefore,   ye  objects  terrible  and  great, 
Ve  thunders,  earthquakes,  and  ye  fire-firaught 

wombs 
Of  fell  volcanoes,  whirlwinds,  hurricanes. 
And  boiling  billows  hail !  in  chorus  join 
To  celebrate  and  magnify  your  Maker, 
V\l)o  yet  in  works  of  a  minuter  mould 
Is  not  less  manifest,  is  not  less  mighty. 

Survey  the  magnet's  sympathetic  love. 
That  wooes  the  yielding  needle  j  contemplate 
Th'  attractive  amber's  power,  invisible 
Ev'n  to  the  mental  eye  j  or  when  the  blow 
S(  nt  from  th'  electric  sphere  assaults  thy  frame^ ' 
Show  me  the  hand,  that  dealt  it ! — baffled  here 
By  his'omnipotence,  Philosophy 
Slowly  her  thoughts  inadequate  revolves,    [her. 
And  stands,  with  all  his  (tircling  wonders  round 
Like  heavy  Saturn  in  th'  etherial  space 
Begirt  with  an  inexplicable  ring* 
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If  such  the  operations  of  his  power. 
Which  at  all  seasons  and  in  ev'ry  place 
(Rard  by  estabUsh'd  laws  and  cnrrent  nature) 
Arrest  th'  attention  !  Who  ?  O  who  shall  tell 
His  acts  miracu!(His,  when  by  his  own  decrees 
Repeals  be,  or  suspends,  when  by  the  hand 
Of  Moses  or  of  Joshua,  or  the  noouths 
Of  his  prophetic  seen,  such  deeds  he  wrought, 
Before  th'  astonish'd  Sun's  all-seeing  eye, 
That  faith  was  scarce  a  virtne.     Need  I  sing 
The  fate  of  Pharaoh  and  his  numerous  band 
Lost  in  the  reflux  of  the  watry  walls. 
That  melted  to  their  fluid  state  again  ? 
Keed  (  recount  how  Sampson's  warlike  arm 
With  more  than  mortal  oertes  was  strung  t*  over- 
throw 
Idolatrous  Philistia  ?     Shall  I  tell 
'How  David  triumph*d,  and  what  Job  sustained  ? 
— But,  O  supreme,  unutterable  mercy  ! 
O  love  unequalM,  mystery  immenfc,  [tion 

Which  angels  long  t'unfold  !  'tis  man*s  redemp- 
Tbat  crowns  thy  glory,  and  thy  pow'r  confirms. 
Confirms  the  great,  th'  uncontn averted  claim. 
When  from  the  Vii^in's  unpolluted  wonib. 
Shone  forth  the  Sun  of  Righteousness  reA'eaFd 
And  on  benighted  reason  pour*d  the  day ; 
**  Let  there  be  peace"  (he  said)  and  all  was  calm 
Amongst  the  warring  world — calm  as  the  sc-a, 
When  "  Peace,  be  still,  ye  boisterous  winds," 

he  cry'd, 
And  not  a  breath  was  blown,  nor  murmur  heard* 
^i-i  was  a  life  of  miracles  and  might, 
And  charity  and  love,  ere  yet  he  taste 
The  bitter  draught  of  death,  ere  yet  he  rise 
Victorious  o'er  the  universal  foe. 
And  Death,  and  Sin  and  Hell  in  triumph  lead. 
His  by  the  right  of  conquest  is  mankind. 
And  in  sweet  servitude  and  golden  bonds 
Were  ty'd  to  him  for  ever. — O  how  easy 
Is  his  ungalling  yoke,  and  all  his  burdens 
•Tis  ecstacy  to  bear !    Him,  blessed  Shepherd, 
His  flocks  shall  follow  through  the  maze  of  life, 
And  shades  that  tend  to  day-spring  from  on  higb| 
And  as  the  radiant  roses,  after  fadin.;. 
In  fuller  foliage  and  more  fragrant  breath 
Revive  in  smiling  spring,  so  shall  it  fare 
With  those  that  love  him — for  sweet  is  their  sa- 
vour, ^H 
And  all  eternity  shall  be  their  spring.               ^ 
Then  shall  the  gates  and  everlasting  doors,     «^  >.  - 
At  which  the  King  of  Glory  enters  in,             ^ 
Be  ^  the  saints  unbarr'd:   and  there,  where 

pleasure 
Boasts  an  undy  mg  bloom,  where  dubious  hope 
Is  certainty,  and  grief-attended  love 
Is  freed  from  passion — there  we'll  celebrate 


Being,    is  inscribed,   by    his^  lordship's    most 
obliged,  and  obedient  servant, 

C.  SMART. 


A    CLAUSE   OP 

MR.  SEATON'S  WILL, 
Dated  Oct  8,  1*738. 

I  GiTB  my  Kislingbury  estate  to  the  nnirerjiify 
of  Cambridge  for  ever :  the  rents  of  which  shall 
he  disposed  of  yearly  by  the  vice-chancellor 
for  the  time  being,  as  he  the  vice-chancellor, 
the  mast4*r  of  Clare-hall,  and  the  Greek  profcKSor 
for  the  time  being,  or  any  two  of  them,  shall 
agree.  Which  three  persons  aforesaid  shall  sriv^ 
out  a  subjeQt,  which  subject  shall  for  the  first 
year  be  one  or  other  of  the  perfect-ons  or  attri- 
butes of  the  Supreme  Being,  and  so  the  suc« 
ceeding  years,  till  the  subject  is  exhausted ;  and 
afterwards  the  Kubiect  shall  be  either  Death, 
Judgment, Heaven,  Hell.  Puritycf  Heart,  &c.  or 
whatever  else  may  be  judged  by  the  vice-chan- 
cellor, master  of  Clare-hall,  and  Greek  professor 
to  be  most  conducive  to  the  honour  of  the  Su- 
preme Being  and  recommendation  of  virtue. 
And  they  sha'l  yeariy  dispose  of  the  rent  of  tb« 
above  estate  to  that  master  of  arts,  whose  poem 
on  the  subject  given  shall  he  best  approved  by 
them.  Which  poem  I  ordain  to  be  always  in. 
English,  and  to  be  printed ;  the  expense  «^ 
which  shall  be  deducted  out.  of  the  product  of 
the  estate,  and  the  residue  given  as  a  reward  for 
the  composer  of  the  poem,  or  ode,  or  copy  of 


We  the  nnderwritten,  do  assign  Mr.  ^ea* 
ton's  rewfird  to  C  Smart,  M  A.  for  his  poem 
on  The  Goodness  of  the  Supreme  Being,  apd 
dii-ect  the  said  poem  to  be  printed,  according  tq 
the  tenor  of  the  will. 

H.  Thomas,  vice-chaneellor. 
J.  Wiicoxy  msi^ter  of  Clare  bi^Il. 
Oct  28,  1755. 


Orpheus,  for  so  the  Gentiles  call'd  thy  name', 
Israel'b  sweet  psalmist^  who  akme  oonki  wake 
Th'  inanimate  to  motion  ;  who  alone 
The  joyful  hdlocks,  the  applauding  rocks. 
And  floods  with  musical  persuasioii  drew ; 
Thou,  who  to  hail  and  mow  gaT*st  voiceand  aoond^ 
And  mad'st  the  mute  melodiont  l-*-greater  ytt 
Was  thy  divinest  skill,  and  rol'd^er  more 
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THE  GOODNESS  OF  THE  SUPREME  BEING. 


Vkta'dmuvnwlMig,  uid  wfaoie  eye 

Saw  Uke  tbyMlf,  that  aU  Uungi  torni'd  were 

Vbeie  sluOl  the  tiin*n>Qfl  bard  thy  praise  begin, 

Wheie  end  the  piirest  ncrifloe  of  foii;» 

iad  just  thanksgmog  ?— The  tbonght-lriiidliog 

light. 
Thy  prime  productioD,  darts  upon  my  mhMl 
Its  TiyifyiMg  beftms,  my  heart  iUamines, 
Amd  fillamy  scnU  with  gratitude  and  thee. 
Hail  to  the  cheerful  rays  of  roddy  morn. 
That  punt   the    streaky  east,   and  Uithsome 


The  biads,  thecattle,  andmankind  from  rest ! 
Hail  to  the  freshness  of  the  early  breeze, 
And  Iris  dancing  on  tbenew-falhi  dew ! 
Without  the  aid  of  yonder  golden  globe 
Lost  were  the  garnet's  lustre,  lost  the  lily. 
The  tnlip  and  auricnla^s  spotted  pride  ; 
Lost  were  the  peacock's  plumage,  to  the  sight 
.J5o  pUsastag  in  its  pomp  and  glossy  glow. 
^O  tbrioe-ilTustrioos  !  were  it  not  for  thee 
Thoee  paasies,  that  reclining  from  the  tmnk, 
View  through  th*  immaculate,  pellucid  stream 
Their  portraiture  in  the  inverted  Heaven, 
Might  as  well  change  their  triple  boast,   the 

white, 
The  purine,  and  the  gold,  that  fur  otAfie 
Toe  eastern  nx>narsh*s  garb,  ev'n  with  the  dock, 
Ev*nwith  the  banefiii  hemlock*s  irksooM  green. 
Without  thy  ttid,  without  thy  gladsome  beams 
Tbetribesof  woodUnd  warblers  would  remain 
Mote  on  the  bending  branches,  nor  recite 
The  praise  of  him,  who,  e'er  he  form'd  their 

lord. 
.  flieirToices  tun'd  to  transport,  irin^'d  theirilight, 
And  hade  them  call  for  nurtuse,  and  i«ceive ; 
AMd  lo  !  they  call ;  the  blackbird  and  the  thrush. 
The  woodlark,  and  the  redbreast  jointly  call ; 
He  hears  and  feeds  their  feather'd  families. 
He  fiseds  his  sweet  musicians,— nor  negleols 
Th'  invtiking  raTcns  in  the  greenwood  wide  ; 
AM  though  their  throats  ooaneruttUng  hart  the 

ear. 
They  mean  it  all  lor  music,  thanks  and  praise 
They  mean,  and  leave  ingratitude  to  man  $*— 
But  not  to  all,— for  hark  i  the  organs  bk»w 
Their  swelling  notes  round  the  cathedral's  dome. 
And  grace  th'  harmonious  choir,  celestial  fepst 
To  pioqs  eafs,  and  roed'dne  of  the  mind ; 
The  thillling  trebles  and  the  manly  base 
Joininacoordanoe  meet,  and  with  one  voice 
All  to  the  sacred  subject  suit  their  song: 
'While  in  each  breast  wctmehncbofy  reigns 
Aagelically  pensive,  tUTtlieToy' 
Impioves  and  purifies  ;-^4he  solemn  scene 
The  Sun  through  storied  panes  surreys  with  awe, 
And  bashfully  with-holds  each  bolder  beam. 
Here,  as  her  home,  from  mom  to  eve  frequents 
The  cherub  Gratitude ;— behold  her  eyes  1 
With  k»ve  and  gladness  weepingly  th^  shed 
Bcstatic  smiles ;  the  inoense,  that  hc;r  bands 
.VprWf  is  sweeter  than  the  bfteath  of  May 
Ought  from  the  nactarine's  blosKMD,  and  her 
'  voice 

iBnore  than  voice  can  tell;  tohimihe  smgs, 
YVbin  ?|io  iMs?  vbo  cWUtet  and  who  iiduns, 


Zl^ 


Who  made  and  who  preserves,  whatever  dwells 

In  air,  in  steadfast  earth,  or  ftekle  sea. 

O  he  is  good,  he  is  immensHy  good  ! 

Who  all  things  form'd,  and  form'd  them  all  for 

man; 
Who  mark*d  the  climates,  varied  every  sooe* 
Dispensing  all  his  blessings  for  the  best 
In  order  and  in  beauty : — raise,  attend. 
Attest,  and  praise,  ye  quarters  of  the  world ! 
Bow  down,  ye  elephants,  submissive  bow 
To  him,  who  made  the  mite ;  though  Asia's  pridog 
Ye  carry  armies  on  your  tow'r-crown'd  badn. 
And  grace  tlie  turban'd  tyrants,  bow  to  him 
Who  is  as  great,  as  perfect  and  as  good 
In  his  less  striking  wonden,  till  at  length 
The  eye's  at  foult  and  seeks  the  assisting  glass* 
Apprdacb  and  bring  from  Araby  the  blest 
The  fragrant  cassia,  frankmoense  and  myrrfay 
And  meekly  kneeling  at  the  altar's  foot 
Lay  allthe  tributary  inoense  down. 
Stoop,  sable  Africa,  with  rev'renoe  stoop. 
And  from  thy  brow  take  off  the  painted  plume; 
With  golden  mgotsall  thy  camds  load 
P  adorn  his  temples,  hasten  with  thyspear 
Reverted,  and  thy  trusty  bow  unstrung. 
While  unpursu'd  the  lions  roam  and  roar, 
And  ruin'd  tow'rs,mde  rocks  and  cavarna 
Remurmurto  the  gforious,  suriy  sound. 
And  thou,  foir  India,  whose  immen 
To  counterpoise  the  hemisphere  extends. 
Haste  firom  the  west,  and  with  thy  firuits  and 

fiow^rs. 
Thy  minesand  med'olnes,  wealthy  maid,  attend. 
More  than  the  plentaousness  so  fiam'd  to  flow 
By  foUing  bards  from  Aoialthea's  horn 
Is  thine;  thine  therelbre  be  a  portion  doe 
Of  thanks  and  psaise  :  come   with  thy  brilliant 


And  vest  of  fur ;  and  from  thy  fragrant  lap 
Pomegranates  and  the  rioh  ananas  pour. 
But  chiefly  thou-,  Europe,  seat  of  grnce 
And  christian  exoeltence,  his  goodness  own. 
Forth  from   tea    thousand   temples  pour   h 

praise; 
Clad  hi  the  armoiirof  the  liring  God 
Approach,  unsheaih  the  Spirit* s  flammg  sword ; 
Faith's   shield,    salvation's    glory,— compass* 

helm 
With  fortitude  assume,  and  o'er  your  heart 
Pair  truth's  invulnerable  breast-plate  spread ! 
Then  join  the  general  chorus  of  all  wodds» 
And  let  the  song  of  charity  begin 
In  strains  seraphic,  and  melodious  prayhr. 
**  O  all-suAcient,  all  benefloent. 
Thou  God  of  goodness  and  of  gkyry,  hear ! 
Thou,  who  to  lowliest  minds  dost  condescend, 
Assumtfi^  passions  to  eoforoa  thy  laws. 
Adopting  jealousy  to  prove  thy  fove  : 
Thou,  who  resign'd  humility  uphold, 
Ev'n  as  the  florist  props  the  drooping  rose, 
But  quell  tyrannic  pride  with  peeriess  pow'r, 
Ev'n  as  the  tempest  rives  the  stubborn  oak. 
O  all-sufficient,  all-beneficent. 
Thou  God  of  goodness  and  of  glory,  hear ! 
Bless  all  mankind,  and  bring  them  in  the  eai     ' 
ToH€av'n,toiquiiorUlity,andtheel'»  I 
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THE 

hop-garden. 

A  GEORGIC. 
IN  TWO  BOOKS. 


Me  quoque    Parnaasi    per  lubicra  culmina 
raptat 
Laiidis  amor :  studium  sequor  insanabjle  vatis, 
Aiisus  non  operam,  non  formidare  poets 
Nomen,  adoratum  quoDdam,  nunc  psne  procaci 
MoDStratum  digito, — ■. Van.  Pit£D.  Rcsr. 

BOOK  THE  FIRST, 

The  land  that  answers  best  the  fanner's  cart. 

And  silvers  to  maturity  the  hop : 

When  to  inhume  the  plants ;  to  turn  the  glebe ; 

And  wed  the  tendrib  toth*  aspiring  poles  : 

Under  what  sign  to  pluck  the  crop,  and  how 

To  cure,  and  in  capacious  sacks  infold, 

I  teach  in  verse  Mtltonian.     Smile  the  Muse, 

And  meditate  an  honour  to  that  land 

Where  first  I  breathed,  and  struggled  into  life, 

Impatient,  Cantium,  to  be  calPd  thy  son. 

Oh  !  cou'd  I  emulate  skilled  Sydney^s  Muse, 
Thy  Sydney,  Cantium — He,  firom  court  retir*d, 
In  Penshurat's  sweet  Elysium  sung  delight, 
Sung  transport  to  the  soft 'responding  streamar 
Of  Medway,  and  enliven'd  all  her  groves : 
While  ever  near  him,  goddess  of  the  green. 
Fair  Pembroke*    sat  and  smil'd  immense    ap- 
plause. 
With  vocal  fascination  charmed  the  hours*. 
Unguarded  left  Heaven's  adamantine  gate. 
And  to  his  lyre,  swift  as  the  winged  sounds 
That  skim  the  air,  danc'd  unperceiv*d  away. 
Had  1  such  pow'r,  no  peasants  humble  toil 
Shou'd  e»er  debase  my  lay :  far  nobler  themes, 
The  high  achievements  of  thy  warrior  kings 
Shou'd  raise  my  thoughts,  imd  dignify  my  song. 
3ut  1, 3roun(r  rustic,  dare  not  leave  my  cot,  ' 
Jbr  su  enlarg'd  a  sphere — ah  !  Muse  beware, 
Lest  the  loud  larums  of  the  braying  trump. 
Lest  the  deep  drum  shou*d  drown  thy  tender 

reed, 
And  mar  its  puqy  joints :  me,  lowly  swain. 
Every  unshaven  arboret,  me  the  lawns. 
Me  the  voluminous  Medway's  silver  wave. 
Content  inglorious',  and  the  hopland  shades ! 
Yeomen  and  countrymen,  attend  my  song: 
Whether  you  shiver  in  the  marshy  Weald4, 
Egregious  shepherds  of  unnumbered  flocks, 
Whose  fleeces,  poispn'd  into  nurple,  deck 
All  Europe's  kingB :  or  in  fair  Madura's  >  vale 


Tmpara^is'd,  blest  denizond,  ye  d^^elt ; 
Or  Dorovemia's  *  awful  tow'rs  ye  lov«^ : 
Or  plough  Tunbridgia*s  saint iferou^  hills 
\  Industrious,  and  with  draughts  chalybiateheaPd, 
\Confess  divine  Hygeia's  blissful  seat ; 
The  Muse  demands  your  presence,  ere  she  tune 
Her  monitory  voice ;  observe  her  well. 
And  catch  the  wholesome  dictates  as  they  Call. 

'Midst  thy  paternal  acres,  farmer^  say 
Has  graoious    Heaven  bestow'd  one  field,  that 

basks 
Its  loamy  bosom  in  the  mid-day  Sun, 
Emerging  gently  from  the  abject  vale. 
Nor  yet  obnoxious  to  the  wind,  secure 
There  shalt  thou  plant  thy  hop.    This  soil,  per«' 

[haps, 
Tliou'lt  say,  will  fill  my  gament.    Be  it  so. 
but  Ceres,  rural  godde^,  at  the  best 
Meanly  supports  her  vot'ry',  enough  for  her» 
If  ill-persnading  hunger  she  repell. 
And  keep  the  soul  fWtm  fainting  :  to  enlarge. 
To  glad  the  heart,  to  sublimate  the  mind. 
And  wing  the  flagging  spirits  to  the  sky. 
Require  th'  united  influence  and  aid 
jOf  Bacchus,  god  of  hops,  with  Ceres  join'd.  . 
j'Tis  he  shall  generate  the  buxom  beer. 
Theu  on  one  pedestal,  and  hand  in  hand, 
Sculptured  in  Farian  stone  (so  gratitude 
Indites)  let  the  divine  co-partners  rise. 
Stands  eastward  in  thy  field  a  wood  ?  tis  welL  • 
Esteem  it  as  a  bulwark  of  thy  wealth, 
\  And  cherish  all  its  branches ;  tho'  we'll  grant, 
llts  leaves  umbrageous  may  intercept 
JTbe  morning  rays,  and  envy  some  small  share 
Of  Sol's  beneficence  to  th'  infant  germ. 
Yet  grudge  not  that:  when  whistling  Eurusoome^ 
With  all  his  worids  of  insects  in  thy  lands 
To  hyemate,  and  monarchize  o*er  all 
Thy  vegetable  riches,  then  thy  wood 
Shall  ope  it's  arms  expansive,  and  embrace  . 
The  storm  reluctant,  and  divert  its  rage. 
Armies  of  animalcules  urge  th&r  way 
In  vain :  the  ventilating  trees  oppose 
Their  airy  march.     They  blacken  distant  plains. 

This  site  for  thy  young  nursery  obtatn'd. 
Thou  hast  begun  auspicious,  if  the  soil 
(As  sung  before)  be  loamy ;  this  the  hop 
Loves  abK>ve  others,  this  is  rich,  is  deep. 
Is  viscous,  and  tenacious  of  the  pole. 
Yet  maugre  all  its  native  worth,  it  may 
Be  meliorated  with  warm  compost.    See ! 
Yon  craggy  mountain?,  whose  fastidious  head 
Divides  the  star-set  hemisphere  above. 
And  Cantium's  plams  beneath  ;  the  Apemiine 
Of  a  free  Italy,  whose  chalky  sides 
With  verdant  shrubs  dissimilarly  gay, 
Still  captivate  the  eye,  while  at  l^fiBet 
The  silver  Medway  glides,  and  in  her  breast 
Views  the  reflf  cted  landscape,  charmM  she  viewi 
And  murmurs  louder  ecstasy  below. 
Here  let  us  rest  a  while,  pleas'd  to  bdiold 
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fhe  lofty  dms  in  homUe  majesty 
ted  wHiitbe  breeze  to  shade  the  soleimi  groves. 
And  spread  an  holy  darkness ',  Ceres  there 
Shiaes  in  her  golden  vestare.    Here  the  meads 
Enrich'd  by  Flora's  daedathand,  with  pride 
teqwse  their  spotted  refdure.     Nor  arc  you, 
Fbinooa,  absent ;  yoa'^roidst  hoary  leaves 
;  Swell  the  TerniiKou  cherry ;  and  on  yon  trees 
Sttspead  the  pippin's  palatable  gold. 
Tboe  old  Sylvanos  in  that  nioss-grown'grot 
Dwells  with  bis  wood-nymphs:  they  with  chap- 
lets  green 
And  russet  mantles  oft  bedight,  aloft 
FroB  yoD  bent  oaks,  m  Medway's  bosom  fair 
Wonder  at  silver  bleak,  and  prickly  pearch, 
Ttet  swiftly  thro^  their  floating  forests  glide. 
Yet  not  eren  these — ^thcse  ever  varied  scenes 
bf  wealth  and  pleasure  can  engage  n^y  eyes 
To^erldok  the  lowly  hawthorn,  if  from  thence 
Hie  thrush,  sweet  warbler,  chants  th'  unstudied 

lays 
Which  Pbcebus*  self,  vaulting  from  yonder  elood 
Refolgmt,  with  enlivening  ray  inspires. 
Bat  neither  tow'ring  spires,  nor  lofty  elms, 
Nor  golden  Ceres,  nor  the  meadows  greed. 
Nor  orehats,  nor  the  russet  mantled  nyiQphs 
Which  to  the  murmurs  of  the  Med  way  dance. 
Nor  sweetty   warbling  thrush,  with  half  those 

charms 
Attnct  ray  eyes,  as  Vender  hop-land  close, 
Jdhit-worfc  of  Art  ana  Nature,  which  reminds 
The  Mose,  and  to  her  theme  the  wand'rer  calls. 
•  Here  then  with  pond'rous  vehicles  and  teams 
Tliy  rustics  send,  and  from  the  caverns  deep 
'  QooiaMBd  them  bring  the  dialk  :  thence  to  the 

kiln 
Convey,  and  temper  with  Vulcanian  fires. 
Soon  as  'tis  fbrm'd,  thy  lime  with  bounteous  hand. 
0^er  all  thy  lands  disseminate  j  thy  lands 
Which   first  have  felt  the  softdhiog  spade,  and 

drank 
The  strength *ning  vapours  from  nutritious  marl. 

This  done,  select  the  choicest  hop,  t*  insert 
Pkesh  IB  the  opening  glebe.  Say  then,  my  Muse, 
Hs  various  kinds,  and  from  th'  efiiete  and  vile. 
The  digiUe  separate  with  care. 
TlenoUest  species  is  by  Kentish  wights 
The  Master-hop  t^ej^   Nature  to  him 
Has  giv'n  a  stouter  stalk,  patient  of  cold, 
OrPbcebos  er'n  in  youth,  his  verdant  blood 
In  brisk  saltation  circulates  and  fiows 
Indesineiitly  vigorous  :  the  next 
Is  arid,  f^id,  infecund,  and  gross, 
figntfirantly  styl'd  the  Fiyar :  the  last 
Is  catl'd  the  Savage,  who  in  ev'ry  wood. 
And  ev'ry  hedge  onintrodnc'd  intrudes. 
When  such  the  merit  of  the  candidates, 
fiasy  is  the  election ;  but,  my  friend, 
WonUTst  thou  ne'er  fkil,  to  Kent  direct  thy  wfty. 
Where  no  one  shall  be  frustrated  that  seeks 
Ought,  that  is  great  or  good.    Hail,  Ckntium, 

haU! 
QhMtrknis  parent  of  the  finest  fruitss, 

' Sshre  magnaparenf  flrngum,  Satumla telhis 
liagiMi  vir&ra;  tibi  res  antiquse  laudis  tc  artis 
lafradior,  sanetosausus  recludere  fbntes, 

» KontMperoppiiik  tiarown. 
Viio.  Gioao.  t 


Illustrious  parent  of  the  best  oTmen  ! 

Forlhee  Antiquity's  thrice  sacred  springs 

Placidly  stagnant  at  their  fbuntain  head, 

I  rashly  dare  to  trouble  (if  fiiom  thence 

I  aught  for  thy  utility  ^  an  drain) 

And  in  thy  towns  adopt  th'  Ascromn  dihse. 

Hail  heroes,  hail  invaluable  gems, 

Fav 'rites  of  Heav'n !  to  whom  the  general  doom 

Is  all  remitted,  who  alone  possess 

Of  Adam's  SODS  fair  Eden — rest  ye  hers, 

•Nor  seek  au  earthly  good  above  the  hop ; 

A  good  I  udtasted  by  your  ancient  kings. 

And  to  your  very  shres  almost  unknown. 

In  those  blest  dnys  when  great  Eliza  reign'd 
O'er  the  adoring  nation,  when  fair  peace 
Or  spread  an  unstain'd  olive  round  the  land, 
Or  laurell'd  war  did  teach  our  winged  fleets 
To  lord  it  o'er  the  world,  when  our  brave  sir6fl 
Drank  valour  from  uncauponated  beer  ; 
The  hop  (before  an  interdicted  plant, 
Shun'd  like  fell  aconite)  began  to  hang  \ 

Its  folded  floscles  from  the  golden  vine,  j 

And  bloom'd  a  shade  to  Cantium's  sutiny  shora*  i 
Delightsome,  and  in  cheerful  goblets  hiu^t  ' 
Potent,  what  time  Aquarius'  urn  impends  j 

To  kill  the  dulsome  day — ^potent  to  quench  ' 

The  Syrian  ardour,  and  autumnal  ills  ! 

To  heal  with  mild  potations ;  sweeter  far 
Than  those  which  erst  the  subtile  liqigist  s  mii'd 
V  Inthrall  voluptuous  Vortigem.     He/with  lor« 
Emasculate  and  wine,  the  toils  of  war 
Neglected,  and  to  dalliance  vile  and  sloth 
Emancipated,  saw  th'  incroachmg  Saxons 
With  Unaflected  ejres ;  his  band  which  ought 
T*  have  shook  the  spear  of  justice,  soft  audi 

smooth, 
Play'd  ravishing  divisions  on  the  Ijrre :  ' 

This  Hengi^t  mark'd,  and  (forcurs'd  insolenca 
Soon  fktteos  on  impunity !  and  rises 
Briareits  from  a  dwarf)  fair  Thanet  galn'd. 
Nor  stopt  he  here ;  but  to  immense  attempt* 
Ambition  sky-aspiring  led  him  on 
Adventrous.     He  an  only  daughter  rear'd, 
RojpBoa,  matchless  maid !  nor  rear'd  in  vain* 
Her  eagle-ey'd  callidity,  deceit, 
And  fitiry  fiction  rais'd  above  her  sex. 
And  furaish'd  with  a  thousand  various  wiles 
Preposterous,  more  than  female ;  wondrous  hit 
She  was,  and  docile,  which  her  pious  nurse    ' 
Observe,  and  eariy  in  each  female  fraud 
Her  'gan  initiate :  well  she  knew  to  smile. 
Whene'er  vexation  gall'd  her ;   did  she  weep  ? 
'Twasnot  sincere,  the  fountains  of  her  eyes 
Play'd  artificial  streams,  yet  so  well  fbrc'd 
Hiey  look'd  like  nature ;  fi>r  ev'n  art  to  her 
Was  natural,  and  Contrarieties 
Seem'd  in'  Roxena  congruous  and  allied. 
Such  wasjhfi^  )f heabriik  Vortigem  beheld, 
fll-fated  prince !  and  lov'd  her.    She  perceif  d. 
Soon  she  perceiv'd  her  conauett ;  soon  she  told^ 
With  hastyjoy  transported,  her  old  sire. 
The  Saxon  inly  smil'd,  and  to  his  isle 
The  willing  prince  invited,  but  first  bad 
The  nymph  prepare  the  potkms ;  suchasfira     \ 
The  blood's  meandering  rivulets,  and  depress     ^ 


^  See  the  following  story  told  at  laige  in 
barde's  PeranibolatMMi  oi  Kant* 
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To  love  the  lOiiY.    to  f  at  the  motm  of  nigfat 
Tbrice  Hecate  intok'd  the  maid — and  thrice 
The  goddeM  stoop'd  assent ;  forth  from  ackmd 
These  in  a  splendid  cap  of  bmmish'd  gold 
She  stoop*d»  and  gave  the  ftlters  powerto  chann. 
The  lordy  sorceiess  mix'd,  and  to  the  prince 
He^hh,  peace  and  joy  pn^in'd,  hot  to  herself 
Huttei'd  dire  ezorcinns,  and  wish'd  effect 
To  th'  love^reating  dranght :  lowly  she  bow'd 
Fawning  insinuation  bland»  that  might 
JbeceiTe  Laertes'  son  ;  her  lucid  oihs 
Shed  copiously  the  oblique  rays ;  her  face 
Like  modest  Luna's  shone,  bpit  not  so  pale. 
And  with  no  bonaw*d  lustre ;  on  her  brow 
Smil'd  liallacy,  while  summoning  each  grace, 
Kneeling  she  gave  the  ciip.     The  prince  (for 

who! 
Who  eou^d  have  spumed  a  suppliant  so  divine  ?) 
Drank  eager,  and  in  ecstacy  devour'd 
Th' ambrosial  pertorbatioD ;  mad  with  love' 
He  clasp'd  her,  and  in  hymeneal  bands 
At  once  the  nymph  demainded  and  obtain'd. 
Now  Hengit<t,  all  his  ample  wish  fnlfiU'd, 
Exulted ;  and  from  Kentth'  uxorious  prince 
Exterminated,  and  usurpM  his  seat. 
Long  did  he  reign ;  but  all-devouring  time 
Has  rax'd  his  palace  walls — Perchance  on  them 
Grows  the  gr^  hop,  and  o'er  his  crumbled  bust 
In  spiral  twines  ascends  the  scaiitile  pole. — 
I  But  now  to  plant,  todig,  to  dung,  to  weed; 
I  Tasks  humble,  but  important,  ask  the  Muse.  \ 
Corner  fiiirmagician,  sportive  Ftocy,  oome. 
With  wildest  imagery  ;  thou  child  of  thought, 
Pfom  thy  aerial  citadel  descend, 
Aad  (for  thou  canst)   amt  me.    Bring  with 

tbee 
Thy  all-creative  talisman;  with  tbee 
The  active  spirits  ideal,  tow'ring  flight*. 
That  hover  o'er  the  mose-fesounding  groves. 
And  all  thy  colourings,  all  thy  shapes  display. 
Thon  too  be  here,  Experience,  so  shall  1 
My  rules  nor  in  low  prose  jejunely  My, 
Kor  in  snwoth  numbers  musically  err ; 
But  vam  b  Fancy  and  Experience  vain. 
If  thou,  O  Hesiod !  Virgil  of  our  land, 
Or  bear*8t  thou  rather**,  Milton,  bard  divine, 
Whose  greatness  who  shalt  imitate,  save  tbee  ? 
I  If  thou,  O  Philips",  fav*ring  dost  not  hear 
Me,  inexpert  of  verse ;  with  gentle  band 
IJprear  the  unpinion'd  Muae»  hSghon  the  top 
Of  that  immeasombleteount,  that  far 
Exoeeds  thine  own  Plinlimmon,  where  thou  tun'st 
With  Pbcsbui' self  thy  lyre.    Givemetotuin 
Th'  unwieldy  subiect  with  thy  graceftil  ease, 
Sxtol  its  baseness  with  thy  art ;  but  chief 
Ulumine,  and  inrigorate  with  thy  fire. 

When  Phcebus  looks  tbro^  Aries  on  the  spring, 
And  vernal  flow'rs  teem  with  the  dulcet  fruit, 
Autumnal  pride !  delay-not  then  thy  sets 
In  TeHus*  facile  bosom  to  depose 
Timely :  if  thou  art  wise  the  bulkiest  chuse  t 
To  every  root  three  joints  in^lge,  and  fonn 
The  quincunx  with  well  regulated  hills. 
6qoo  ffom  the  duog-enriched  earth,  their  heads 

**Atipse 
Subtilis  Veterum  judex  &  callidus  audis. 

HORAT. 
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Thy  young  plants  will  uplift,  their  virgtaartut 
They'll  stretch,  and,  marriageable,  cUim  thr 

pole. 
Nor  frustrate  thou  their  wishes,  so  tboumayit 
Expect  an  hnpHul  issue,  jolly  Mirth, 
Sister  of  taleful  Momus,  tuneful  Song, 
And  fist  Goud-naturewith  her  honest  Cmc. 
But  yet  in  the  novitiate  of  their  love. 
And  tenderness  of  youlh  suffice  small  shootr 
Cut  from  the  widow'd  wilkiw,  nor  provide 
Poles  insurmountable  aa  yet.    Tis  theo 
When  twice  bright  PhcEbus»  vivifying  ray. 
Twice  the  cold  touch  of  winter's  icy  hand. 
They've  frit ;  'tis  then  we  feel  suMranerpropSr 
i  Tis  then  the  sturdy  woodauui's  axe  from  fiw 
Resounds,   resounds,   and  harkt  with   hoDow' 

gfoana 
Down  tumble  the  big  tree? ,  and  rushing  foff 
O'er  the  crush'd  crackling  brake,  while  in  bif 

cave 
Forlorn,  dejected,  'midst  the  weeping  Dryads 
Laments  SyWanu«  for  his  verdant  care. 
The  ash  or  wiHow  for  thy  use  select. 
Or  storm  endariag  efaesnut ;  but  the  oak. 
Unfit  for  tbia  employ,  for  noMer  ends 
Reserve  untooch'd ;  she  when  by  time  matur'd^ 
Capacious  of  some  British  demi-god, 
Vernon,  or  Warren,  shall  with  rapid  wing 
Infuriate,  like  Jove's  armour-Beanng  bird. 
Fly  on  thy  Ibet ;  they,  lik^the  parted  waves. 
Which  to  the  brazen  beak  murmuring  give  way 
Amaz'd  and  soaring  fra»  the  fight  recede. — 
In  that  sweet  month,  when  to  the  Ksi'ning  i 
h  Fair  Philomel  sings  love,  and  every  cot 
|With  gariands  btooms   bedight,  with 
V  meet 

rThe  tendrils  bind,  audio  the  tall  poll  tie* 
Else  soon,  too  soon  their  mf*retricious  arms 
Round  eadi  ig«ob!e  dod  they'll  fold,  and  leave 
Averse  the  lordly  prop.    Thus,  have  I  heai^      • 
Where  there's  no  mutual  tie.  Do  strong  cooneo' 

tion 
Of  lov^-conspiring  hearts,  oft  Uie  young  bride 
Has  prostituted  to  her  slaves  her  charms. 
While  the  iufstuated  lord  admirea 
I  Fresh-butting  sprouts*^  and  issue  not  bis  ewn.    - 
I  Now  turn  the  glebe:  soon  with  correctiag  hand^ 
When  smilmg  June  in  jocund  dance  leadson 
Long  days  and  happy  hours,  from  ev'ry  vine 
Dock  the  redundant  branches,  and  once  nore 
With  the  sharp  spade  thy  numerous  acres  tilU 
The  shovel  next  must  \etid  its  aid,,  enlarge 
The  little  hilk>cks^  and  erase  the  weeds. 
This  in  that  month  its  title  which  derives 
From  great  Augustus'  ever  sacred  name ! 
Sovereign  of  science  I  master  of  the  Muse  * 
Neglected  genfus' firm  aUy!  of  worth 
Best  juilge,  ai^d  best  rewarder,  whose  applause 
To  bards  was  &me  and  fortune !  O !  'twaa  well^ 
Well  did  you  too  in  this,  all  glorious  heroea ! 
Ye  Romans !— on  Time? swing  you've  staiiqp'd  bia. 

praise, 
A|id  time  shall  bear  it  to  etcndty. 

Now  are  our  labours  crown'd  with  thor  reward^ 
Now  bloom  the  florid  hope,  and  in  the  stream 
Shine  in  their  floating  silver,  while  above 

*•  IfuntarquemfVM  froDdai^  4  noaina  pomiit 
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*r  embowering  branelia  culraTnate,  and  form 
Aimlkimperriobfto  theSun;  (he  poles 
Id  comely  order  tUwd ; .  and  vbil«  you  cleave 
With  the  small  skiff  the  Medway^s  kicid  wave, 
lo  comely  order  still  their  rauka  preserve, 
And  seem  to  march  akmgr  th*  extensive  plain. 
la  neat  arrangement  thns  the  men  of  Kent, 
With  native  oak  at  once  adorn 'd and  armd. 
Intrepid  marched  ;  fw  well  they  knew  the  Cries 
OfdvingFreetk>m,  and  Astrea's  voice, 
MTho  as  she  fled,  to  echoing  wouds  cumplaid*d 
Of  tyraua/t  and  William  ;  like  a  god, 

i  Refolgent  stood  the  conquenir,  on  his  troops 
fie  sent  his  looks  enlivening  as  the  Sun*s, 
Boi  on  his  ibes  frowned  agony,  and  death. 
On  his  left  side  in  bright  emblaaonry 
Risfiskliionbom'd;  forth  from  his  ^venfold  shield 
A  baailisk  shot  adamant ;  hs  bow 
Wore  douds  of  fury  !^-oii  that  with  plumage 

crown'd 
Of  varkms  hoe  sat  a  tremendons  onne : 
Thus  sits  bigh-canopied  above  the  clouds. 
Terrific  beauty  of  nocturnal  skies, 
Northern  Aurora*' ;  she  thro'  th'  azure  air 
Sboots,  shoots  her  tremulous  rays  in    painted 

streaks 
Continual,  while  waving  to  the  wind 
Cer  Night's  dark  veil  her  lucid  tresses  flow. 
The  trav*ler  views  th»  unseemly  day 
Astound,  the  proud  he^  lowly  to  the  earth, 

.  The  pious  matrons  tremble  for  the  world. 
Bat  what  can  daunt  th'  insuperable  souls  ^ 

j  Of  Ckntiom's  matchless  sons  F  On  they  proceed, 
All  mnocent  of  fear  i  each  face  expressed 
Contemptutfus  admiration,  while  they  view'd 
The  well  fed  brigades  of  embroider'd  slaves 
That  drew  the  sword  for  gain.     First  of  the  van, 
Widi  an  enormous  bough,  a  shepherd  swain 
Whistled  with  rustic  notes ;  but  such  as  show'd 
A  heart  magnanimous :  the  men  of  Kent 
Folbw  the  tuneful  swain,  while  o'er  their  heads 
Tbe  green  leaves  wbUpcr,  and  the  big  boughs 

bend. 
Twas  thus  theThracian,  whose-all  quickening  lyre 
Tbe  ik)ods  inspir'd,  and  taught  the  rocks  to  fee], 
Viirhanted  dancing  Usmus,  to  the  tune,    [wave, 
Tbe  bite's  soft  tone  I    The  fluttering  branches 
The  rocks  enjoy  it,  and  the  rivuleU  hear, 
*Tbe  hillocks  skip,  emerge  the  humble  vales, 
iUid  all  the  mighty  mouiiuin  nods  applause. 
The  Gooqueror  view'd  them,  and  as  one  that  tees 
Tbe  vast  abrupt  of  Scylla,  or  as  one 
That  from  th'  oUivkms  streams  of  Lethe's  pool 
lias  diank  eternal  apathy,  he  stood. 
His  host  an  nnivenal  panic  seiz'd 
Prodigiaos,  inopine ;  their  armour  fbook, 
And  clattaf'd  to  the  trembling  of  their  limbs ; 
Some  to  the  walking  wilderness  gan  run 
Confus'd,  and  in  th*  inhospiUble  shade 
Forshaker  soogbt-^Wratches !  they  shelter  find, 

!  Sternal  shdier  in  tbe  arms  of  death ! 

^  Thos  when  Aquarius  pours  out  all  bis  um 
Down  on  some  lonesome  heath,  the  traveller 
That  wanders  u^er  the  wmtry  waste,  accepts 
Theinvitatkm  of  some  spreading  beech 

**  Aurora  borealis,  or  lights  in  the  air ;  a  phe- 
■fcaeiiOtt  which  of  lata  years  has  been  frequent 
yttf  and  in  all  tbe  more  northern  countries. 


Joyons ;  but  soon  tbe  treacbeions  gloom  betrays 

Til'  unwary  visitor,  while  on  bis  head 

Th'  enlarging  drops  in  double  show'rs  descend. 

And  now  no  k>ncer  in  disguise  tbe  meti 
Of  Kent  appear;  down  they  all  drop  their  bo<igbs» 
And  shine  id  brazen  panoply  diving 
Enough — great  William  (for  fiill  well  he  knew 
How  tain  would  be  the  conquest)  to  the  sons 
Of  glorioiw  Cantium  gave  ihcjr  lives,  and  laws, 
{And  liberties  secur*-,  and  to  tbe  prowess  ^ 

Of  Cantium's  sons,  like  Cesar,  deign'd  to  yiddi 
ICassar  and  William  I  hail  immortal  worthies. 
Illustrious  vanquisb'd  !  Cantium,  if  to  them, 
Posterity  with  all  her  chiefs  unborn,  . 
Aught  similar,  aii^ht  second  has  to  boast. 
Once  more  (so  prophesies  tbe  Muse)  thy  sons 
Shall  triumph,  emulous  of  their  sires — till  then 
With  olive,  and  with  bop-gariands  cn>wn*d> 
O'er  all  thy  land  reign  plenty,  reign  £sir  peace« 
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At  length  the  Mnsc  her  destined  task  resumes 
With  joy  J  igeh  o'er  all  her  hop-lattd  groves 
She  seeks  t'  expatiate  free  of  wing.     Long  while 
For  a  much-lovinj(,  nmch-lov'd  youth  she  wept, 
Sorrowiilg  in  silence  o'er  th'  untimely  urn. 
Hush  then,efleminate  sobs ;  atid  thou,  my  hearty 
Rebel  to  grief  no  moi  e-r-And  yet  a  while, 
A  iittlo  while,  indulge  the  friendly  tears. 
(O'er  the  wild  worid,  like  Noah's  dove,  in  vain    \ 
jl  seek  the  olive  peace,  around  me  wide  | 

[See !  see  !   the  wat'ry  waste^— In  vain  foriom      i 
1 1  call  the  phenixy  fair  Sincerity ;  1 

Alas  ! — extinguish'd  to  the  skies  she  fled. 
And'  left  od  heir  behind  her.     Where  is  now         , 
The  eternal  smile  of  gtxKlness^  Where  is  now      1 
That  all-extensive  charity  of  soul, 
I  So  rich  in  sweetness,  that  the  classic  sounds         I 
tin  elegance  Augustan  cloth'd,  the  wit  \ 

Vrhat  flow'd  perennial,  hardly  were  observed,         | 
'Or,  ifobserv'd,  setoff  that  brighter  gem. 
How  oft,  and  yethuw  )»eldom  did  it  seem ! 
Have  1  eiyoy'd  hi"  converse  ? — When  we  met| 
The  hours  how  swift  they  sweetly  fled,  and  till 
Agen  I  saw  him  how  they  loiter'd.     Oh  I 
Theophilus*,  thou  dear  departed  soul. 
What  flattering   tales  ibuu  told'st  me?    How 

thou'dst  hail 
My  Mtrse,  and  tojk^st  imaginary  walks 
All  in  ray  hopland  groves.    Stay  yet,  oh  stay  \ 
Thou  dear  deluder,  thou  hast  seen  but  half — 
He's  gone  !  aud  aught  that's  equal  to  his  praise 
Fame  has  not  for  me,  tho'  she  prove  most  kiud« 
Howe'er  this  verse  be  sacred  to  thy  name. 
These  tears,  the  last  sad  duty  of  a  friend. 
Oft  I'll  indulgethe  pleasurable  pain 

■  Mr.  Theophilus  Wheeler,  of  Christ  Cbureh, 
Cambridgtc 
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Of  recollection ;  oft  on  Mcdray's  banks 

rU  muse  on  thee  full  pensive  ;  while  her  streams 

Regardful  ever  of  my  grief,  shall  flow 

In  sullen  silence  silverly  along 

The  weeping  shores — or  else  accordant  with 

IWy  loud  laments,  shall  ever  and  anon 

Make  melancholy  music  to  the  shades, 

The  hopland  shades,  tliat  on  her  banks  expose 

Serpentine  vines  and  flowing  locks  of  gold. 

Ye  smiling  nymphs,  th' inseparable  train 
Of  saffron  Ceres  ;  ye,  that  gamesome  dance, 
And  sing  to  jolly  Autumn,  while  he  stands 
^  With  his  right  hand  poizing  the  scales  of  Heav'n, 
\  And  while  his  le'l  grasps  Amalthea's  horh  : 
Young  chorus  of  fair  Bacchanals,  descend, 
And  leave  awhile  the  sickle  ;  yonder  hill, 
Where  stand  the  loaded  hop-po!es,  claims  your 

rare. 
There  mighty  Bacchus  seated  cross  the  bin. 
Waits  your  attendance — ^Ihere  he  glad  reviews 
His  paunch,  approaching  to  imn»ensity 
Still  nearer,  and  with  pride  of  heart  surveys 
Obedient  moitals,  and  the  world  his  own. 
See !  from  the  great  metropolis  they  rush, 
Th'  industrious  vulgar.  They,  like  prudent  bees, 
1  In  Kent's  wide  garden  roam,  expert  to  crop 
I  The  flowery  hop,  and  provideiuto  work, 
Ere  winter  numb  their  sunburnt  hands,  and  winds 
Engoal  them,  murmuring  in  their  gloomy  cells. 
From  these,  such  as  appear  the  rest  t*  e:;ccl 
In  strength  and  young  agility,  select. 
These  shall  support  with  vigour  and  address 
The  bin-man's  weighty  office  ;  now  extract 
•  From  the  sequacious  earth  the  pole,  and  now 
Unmarry  from  the  closely  clinging  vine. 
O'er  twice  three  pickers,  and  no  more,  extend 
I  The  bin-man's  sway ;  unless  thy  ears  can  bear 
j  The  crack  of  poles  continual,  and  thine  eyes 
\  Behold  unmoved  the  hurrying  peasant  tear 
Thy  wealth,    and  throw  it  on    the    thankless 

ground. 
But  first  the  careful  planter  will  consult 
Uis  quantity  of  acres  and  his  crop, 
How  many  and  how  large  his  kilns  ;  and  then 
ProportionM  to  his  wants  the  hands  provide.  ' 
But  yet  of  greater  consequence  and  cost, 
One  thing  remains  unsung,  a  man  of  fail h 
And  long  exp<^rience,  in  whose  thund'ring  voice 
Lives  hoarse  authority,  potent  to  quell 
The  frequent  frays  of  the  tumultuous  crew. 
'    He  shall  preside  o*er  all  thy  hop-land  store. 
Severe  dictator !     His  unerring  hard. 
And  eye  inquisitive,  in  heedful  guise. 
Shall  to  the  brink  the  measure  fill,  and  fair 
On  the  twin  registers  the  work  record. 
And  yet  l*ve  known  them  own  a  female  reign, 
And  gentle  Mariane's*  soft  Orphean  voice 
Has  h3rmn'd  sweet  lessons  of  humanity 
To  the  wild  brutal  crew.     Oft  her  command 
HassavM  the  pillars  of  the  hop-land  state. 
The  lofty  pol-sfrom  ruin,  and  sustained. 
Like  Anna,  or  Eliza,  her  domain, 
With  more  than  manly  dignity.     Oft  Tve  sa?n, 


That  sUin  the  sample,  and  its  worth  debate* 
All  things  thus  settled  and  prcpar'd,  what  now 
Can  stop  the  planter'^  purposes?  Unless 
The  Heavens  frown  dissent,  and  ominous  winds 
Howl  thro*  the  concave  of  the  troubled  sky. 
And  oft,  alas !  the  long  experiencM  wighta 
(Oh  !  could  they  too  prevent  them)  storms  fore- 
see. 
For,  as  the  storm  rides  on  the  rising  doudf. 
Fly  the  fleet  wild-geese  far  away^  or  else 
The  heifer  towards  the  zenith  rears  h'ir  head. 
And  wiih  expanded  nostrils  snuffs  the  air: 
The  swallous  too  their  airy  circuits  weave. 
And  screaming  skim  the  brook;    and  fen  bred 

frogs 
I  Forth  from  their  hoarse  throats  their  old  gnodge 

rbcite: 
Or  from  her  earthly  coverlets  the  ant 
Heaves  her  huge  eggs  along  the  narrow  way: 
Or  bends  Thaumant-a's  4  variegated  bow 
Athwart  the  cope  of  Heav'h:  or  sable  crows 
Obstreperous  of  wing,  in  clouds  combine: 
Besides,  unnumber'd  troops  of  birds  marine. 
And  Asia's  feather'd  flocks,  that  in  the  muds 
jof  flow'ry  edg'd  Cayster  wont  to  prey, 
jNow  in  the  shallows  duck  their  speckled  heads. 
And  lust  to  lave  in  vain,  their  unctuous  plumes 
LRcpulsive  baflie  their  efforts :  hearken  next 
How  the  curs'd  raven,  with  her  harmfnl  voice, 
invokes  the  rain,  and  croaking  to  herself. 
Struts  on  some  spacious  solitary  shore. 
Nor  want  thy  servants  and  thy  wife  at  home 
^igns  to  presage  the  show*r ;  for  in  the  hall 
Sheds  Niobe  her  prescient  tears,  and  warns 
Beneath  thy  leaden  tubes  to  fix  the  vase, 
"^  And  catch  the  falling  dew  dmps,'  which  supply 
Soft  water  and  salubrious,  far  the  best 
To  soak  thy  hops,  and  brew  thy  generous  beer. 
But  tho'  bright  Phoebus  smile,  and  in  the  skies    . 
The  purple-robM  serenity  appear; 
Tho*  every  cloud  be  fled,  yet  if  the  rage 
Of  Boreas,  or  the  biastjng  east  prevail, 
Tho  planter  has  enough  to  check  his  hopes. 
And  in  due  bounds  conflne  his  joys ;  for  see 
'1  he  niffian  winds  in  their  abrupt  career^ 
Leave  not  a  hop  behind,  or  at  the  best 
Mangle  the  circling  vine,  and  intercept 

3  Nunquam  imprudentibus  imber 
Obsuif.    Aut  ilium  surgentem  vallibus  imis 
Aerise  fugere  grues !  aut  bucula  coelum 
Suspiciens,  patulis  capuvit  naribus  auras: 
Autarguta  lacus  circumvolitavithirundo: 
Et  veterem  in  limo  ranas  cecinere  qnerelara. 
Ssepius  &  tectis  penetralibus  extulit  ova 
Angustum  formica  terens  iter,  &  bibit  ingens 
Arcus,  &  e  pastu  decedens  agmine  magno. 
Corvorum  increpuit  deosis  exercitus  alis* 
Jam  varias  pelagi  volucres,  &  quss  Asia  circtti» 
Dulcibus  in  stagnisrimantur  pratra  Casrstri^ 
Certatim  largos  humeris  infuodere  rores; 
Nunc  caput  objectare  firetis,  nunc  cuirere  m.  on 
das. 
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The  juice  iratricioafi :  fatal  means,  alai !  |  Conspire  to  make  us  bappy,  deign  t*  accept 

Their  colour  and  coodition  to  destroy.  1  One  honest  Terse;  and  if  tby  industry 

Haste  then,  ye  peasants;    pull  the  poles,  the     Has  serr'd  the  hopland  cause,  the 

hops; 
Where  are  the  bios?  Run,  run,  ye  nimble  maids. 
More  ev'ry  muscle,  ev'ry  nerre  extend. 
To  save  our  crop  from  ruin,  and  ourselves. 

Soon  as  bright  Chanticleer  ejtplodes  the  night 
With  flutt'ring  wings,  and  hymns  the  new-bom 

day. 


bodes. 
This  sale  tovention,  both  in  use  and  ihmcr 
The  mystic  tan  of  Bacchus  *  shall  exceed. 
When  the  fourth  nour  expires,  with  careful 


The  bugle -horn  inspire,  whose  clanj'rous  bray 
Shall  rouse  from  sleep  the  rebel  rout,  and  tune 
To  temper  for  the  labours  of  the  day. 
Wisely  the  several  sUtions  of  the  bins 
By  k)i  determine.    Justice  this,  and  this 
Fair  prudence  does  demand ;  for  not  without 
A  certain  method  coa'dst  thou  rale  the  mob 
Irrational,  nor  every  where  alike 
Fair  hangs  the  hop  to  tempt  the  picker's  hand. 

How  see  the  crew  mechanic  might  and  main 
tahoiir  with  lively  diligence,  inspir'd 
By  appetite  of  gain  and  lust  of  praise : 
What  mind  so  petty,  servile,  so  debas'd. 
As  not  to  know  ambition?  Her  great  sway 
From  Colin  Ckmtioem^aon  she  exerts.  . 
To  err  is  human,  human  to  be  vain. 
j  Tis  vanity,  and  mock  desire  of  fame, 
'  That  prompts  the  rustic,  on  the  steeple  top 
Sublime,  to  mark  the  area  of  bis  shoe, 
And  in  the  outline  to  engrave  his  name. 
With  pride  of  heart  the  churchwarden  surveys 
High  o'er  the  belfry,*  girt  with  birds  and  Eow'rSj 
His  story  wrote  in  capitals:  "  Twas  I 
That    bought  the  fount;    and  1  repaired   the 

pews. 
With  pride  like  this  the  emulating  mob 
Strive  for  the  mastery— who  first  may  fill 
The  bellying  bin,  and  cleanest  cull  the  hops. 
Kur  aught  retards,  unless  invited  out 
By  9ol»s  declining,  and  the  evening's  calm, 
Leander  leads  Lietitia  to  the  scene 
Of  shade  and  fragrance— Then  th'  exultiugband 
Ofpiekets  male  and  female,  seize  the  fair 
Reluctant,  and  with  boist'rous  force  and  brute. 
By  cries  unmov'd,  they  bury  her  i'  th»  bin. 
!for  does  thy  youth  escape — ^him  too  they  seize. 
And  in  such  posture  place  as  best  may  serve 
To  bide  his  charmer's  blushes.    Then  with  shouts 
They  rend  the  echoing  air,   and  from  them 

both 
(So  custom  hasordain'd)  a  largess  claim. 

Thus  much  be  sung  of  picking— next  succeeds 
Th'  important  care  of  curing— Quit  the  field. 
And  at  the  kiln  th'  instructive  Mube  aUcnd. 
Ob  your  hair-cloth  eight  inches  deep,   nor 
more. 
Let  the  green  hops  lie  lightly ;  next  expand 
The  smoothest  sur£»:e  with  the  toothy  rake. 
Thus  far  is  just  above ;  but  more  it  boots 
That  charcoal  flames  bum  equally  below,  [wood, 
The  charcoal  flames,    which  from  thy  corded 
Or  sntiq^BtH  poles,  with  wondVous  skill. 
The  sable  priesu  of  Vulcan  shall  prepare. 
Constant  and  moderate  let  the  beat  ascend; 
,  Which  to  effect,  there  are,  who  with  success 
Fbce  in  the  kiln  the  ventilating  fan. 
Hail, leanied,useful man^ !  whosehead  and  heart 

I  Dr.  Hales. 


The  half4)ak'd  hops  turn  over.    Soon  as  time 
Has  well  exhausted  twice  two  glasses  more, 
They'U  leap  and  crackle    with  their  bnrslinf 

seeds. 
For  use  domestic,  or  for  sale  mature. 

There  are,  who  in  the  choice  of  doth  f  infold 
Their  wealthy  crop,  the  viler,  coarser  sort,         ^ 
With  prodigal  economy  prefer :  \ 

All  that  is  good  is  cheap,  aH  dear  that's  base.     \ 
Besides  the  planter  sbou'd  a  bait  prepare, 
V  intrap  the  chapman's  notice,  and  divert 
Shrewd  observation  fW>m  her  busy  pry. 

\^lien  in  the  bag  thy  hops  the  rustic  treads. 
Let  him  wear  heel-less  sandal ;  nor  presuma 
Their  fragrancy  barefooted  to  defile: 
Such  filthy  ways  for  slaves.m  Malaga 
Leave  we  to  practise — whence  I've  oft  seen. 
When  beautiful  Dorinda's  iv'ry  bands 
Has  built  the  pastry-fabric  (fbod  divine 
For  Christmas  gambols  aicid  the  hour  of  mirth) 
As  the  dry'd  foreign  fruit,  with  piercing  eye, 
She  culls  suspicious— lo !  she  starts,  she  firawns  \ 
With  indignation  at  a  negro's  nail. 
Sbould'st  thou  thy  harvest  for  the  mart  de- 
sign. 
Be  tVme  own  factor;  nor  employ  those  drones 
Who've   stings,  but  make  no   honey,    selflsb 

slaves  ! 
That  thrive  and  fhtten  en  the  planter's  toiU 

What  then  remains  unsung  ?  unless  the  cara 
To  suck  tliy  poles  obliqu*  in  comely  cones, 
Lest  rot  or  rain  destroy  them— iTis  a  sight 
Most  seemly  to  behold,  and  gives,  O  Winter! 
A  landscape  not  unpl^ng  ev»n  to  thee. 

And  now,  ye  rivals  of  the  hopland  stat«i      .- 
Madum  and  Dorovemia  now  r^ce. 
How  great  amidst  such  rivals  to  excel ! 
Let  Orenovicum  i  boast  (for  boast  she  may) 
The  birth  of  great  Kliza.— Hail,  my  queen  1 
And  yet  I'll  call  thee  by  a  dearer  name,  ^ 

My  countrywoman,  hail  I  Thy  worth  akm«  , 

Gives  fame  to  worlds,  and  makes  whole  ages  gto* 
rious  i 
Let  Sevenuaks  vaunt  the  hospiUble  seat 
Of  Knoll  "most  ancient:  awfully,  my  Muse, 
These  social  scenes  of  grandeur  and  delight. 
Of  love  and  veneration,  let  me  tread. 
How  oft  beneath  yon  oak  has  amorous  »rior 
Awaken'd  echo  with  sweet  Chloe's  namcl 
While  noWe  SackviMe  heard,  hearing  apprordt 
Approving,  greatly  recompens'd.    But  lie, 
Alas  1  is  numbeed  with  th'  illustnous  dead. 
And  orphan  merit  has  no  guardian  now  I 

Next  Shipboume,  tho*  her  preaiaeti  aw  coik- 
fln>d 
To  narrow  Hmits,  yet  can  show  a  tram 


•  Mystica  Vannns  laochi.    V«c.  Geoig.  I. 
7  Greenwich,  where  Q.  Elizabeth  was  bom. 

•  The  seat  of  th^  dul^e  of  Dorset. 
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6f  TiHag^ianiti^,  partorally  swMt^ 
And  rurally  magnificeDt    FairUwn  • 
Qpes  her  delightful  protpecU  I  dear  Fairiavn 
There,  where  at  once  at  variance  and  agreed, 
'  Nature  and  art  hold  daUianoe.  There  where  rills 
-  Kill  the  green  drooping  herbage,  there  where 
'  trees 

Tke  tan  trees  tremble  atth*  approach  of  HeaT'n, 
And  bow  their  salutation  to  the  Sun, 
Who  fosters  all  their  foUage^lliese  are  tbhie, 
Yet^  little  Sbipboume,  boast  that  these  ate 

thine — 
And  i^— but  oh !— and  if  *tis  no  disgraee, 
Hie  birth  of  him  who  now  records  thy  praise. 

Nor  Shalt  thou,  Merewortb,  remain  unsung, 
Where  noble  Westniiorlaiid,  his  country's  fri^, 
Bids  British  greatness  love  the  silent  shades 
Whei^  piles  superb,  in  classic  elegance. 
Arise,  and  lUl  is  Roman,  like  his  heart. 

Nor  Chatham,  tho'  it  is  not  thine  to  show 
The  lofty  forest  or  the  terdaat  lawns, 
Yet  nig^rd  silence  shall  not  grudge  thee  praise. 
1  he  lofty  forests  by  thy  sons  preparM 
Icoomes  the  warlike  navy,  braves  the  floods, 
And  gives  Sylvanus  empire  in  the  maiA 
Oh  that  Britannia,  in  the  day  of  war, 
Wou*d  not  alone  Minerva's  valour  trust. 
But  also  hear  her  wisdom  !  Then  her  oaks 
Sbap'd  by  ber  own  mechanics,  wou'd  alone 
Her  island  fortify,  and  fix  her  fame ; 
Nor  wou'd  she  weep,  like  Rachael,  for  her  song, 
Whose  glorious  blood,  in  mad  profusion,    , 
in  foie^  lands  is  sbed^-endshed  in  vain. 


HJLLIJD: 
AN  EPIC  POEM. 


<  "Villas  te  hoc  vulnere,  Pallas 
,  fc  pOBoam  scelerato  ex  sanguine  sumit. 
Viae 


A  LEflTElt 

TO  A  imniU)  AT  TBt  UXITBltmr  Of    CAM! Rf DOB. 

Dear  •••♦, 

■  AM  now  to  acknowledge  several  letters,  which  I 
lately  received  from  you,  without  any  return  on 
my  pwrt.  As  I  have  been  very  much  hurried  of 
late  with  a  mnliiplicity  of  affiurs,  I  must  beg 
you  will  not  only  be  kind  enough  to  overlook  my 
past  omiasioa,  but  to  indulge  me  for  a  little  time 
longer.  As  soon  as  I  am  master  of  sufficient 
leintre,  I  wiU  give  you  my  sentiments  without 


I  The  design  and  cobufingof  ^  poem,  ttdcb' a§ 
you  have  planned,  are  not  to  be  executed  in  a 
hurry,  but  with  slow  and  careful  touches,  which 
will  give  that  finishing  to  your  piece,  remarkab'sf 
in  every  thing  tbat-coraes  from^  your  hand,  and 
which  I  could  wish  the  precipitancy  of  my  tem- 
per would  permit  me  to  aim  at  upon  all  occa^ 
sions.  I  lung  to  see  yon  take  a  new  flight  to  the 
regions  of  fiime,  not  upon  unequal  wings,  that 
sometimes  rise  to  a  degree  of  eievat  ion,  aod  then 
fall  again,  but  with  an  uuiform  tenour,  like  the 
bird  hi  Virgil, 

Radit   iter  liquidum,  cderes  neque  oonunovet 


r.i 


I  have  been  now  for  about  threef  weeks  in  this 
scene  of  smoke  and  dcTst,  and  1  think  the  repuh^ 
lie  of  letters  seems  to  be  lamentably  upon  the  de- 
cline in  this  metropolis.  AttOmies  clerks,  and 
raw  unexperienced  boys,  are  the  chief  critics  we 
have  at  present  With  a  supercilious  look  and 
peremptory  voice,  which  they  hare  caught  fit>hi 
a  few  of  their  oracles,  as  darii  and  ignorant  as 
themselves,  these  striplmgs  take  upon  tb^m  to 
^ecide  upon  foble,  character,  language  and  sen- 
kiment. 

Nescis,  beu  nescis  dominas  fastidiaRomsfe  j 
Crbde  mihi,  nimium  Martia  tnrba  sapit 

With  retard  to  writerv,  the  town  swarms  with 
them,  and  the  aim  of  them  all  is  pretty  much 
theSatiiie,  viz.  to  elevate  and  surprise,  as  Mr. 
tfiays  says.  At  the  head  of  these  still  continues 
[the  Inspector.  As  we  frequently  laughed  to- 
gether concerning  this  writer,  when  you  were  last 
in  town,  I  need  not  here  give  you  a  desciiption  of 
his  parts  and  genius.  I  remember  you  expressed 
great  amazement  at  ^he  reception  his  ess&ys 
seemed  to  meet  with  in,  all  our  doffee-hoqscs; 
but  y«tt  must  cousid^  that  there  are  artific^  to 
I  gam  success,  as  well  as  merit  to  deserve  it  The 
'  former  of  these  his  Inspectorship  is  eminently 
possessed  of,  and  sooner  than  foil,  he  will  not 
hesitate,  in  ord6rto  make  himself  talked  of  at 
any  ntte,  to  become  most  glaringly  ridiculous. 
This  answers  the  purpose  of  the  booksellers,  as 
well  perhaps  as  Attic  wit,  and  hence  it  results 
that  they  are  willing  to  continue  him  in  their 
pay. 

in  the  packet,  which  I  have  sent  to  you  by  the 
sUge  coach,  you  will  find  a  paper  called  the  Im-  • 
pertinent,  written  by  himselC  In  this  curiooa 
piece  he  has  not  stopped  at  abusing  his  own 
dear  person,  which  is  the  only  stibject  be  has' 
not  handled  With  his  usual  malice,  and  the  rest 
of  it  is  made  a  vehicle  for  invective  against  Mr. 
Fielding  and  me.  'It  was  ushered  into  the  world 
in  a  pompous  manner,  as  if  intended  to  be  conti- 
nued, but  no  second  number  was  ever  published^ 
|and  to  show  you  a'further  instance  of  his  foUacy  ^ 
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ft^ImesiipcMltliissciribbler,  Wbdhiixiyeyesitf 
dtegraise  to  Kterature.  In  the  first  heat  of  mj 
{poMMf  fary,  I  fonned  the  idea  of  another  Duo- 
'«iBd»  whieh  I  hitcnded  tocaU  after  the  name  of 
my  hero.  The  HUKad.  The  first  book  ctf  it  you 
viD  receife  among  other  things,  by  the  coach, 
and  Ishallbegladtobefafonred  withydoropi- 
moiiC!ir%. 

-  tfftdandooes  to  yoor  entertainment,  I  shall 
have  gaincid  my  end ;  tdr  though  I  have  receit- 
f  cd  sudi  proVDcatioD  from  this  man,  I  Miere  I 
.  sbaM  never  carry  it  any  further.  I  really  find 
some  inrolontary  sensations  of  oompasnon  for 
Mm,  and  I  cailnot  help  thinkhig,  that,  if  he 
CDold  keep  within  the  boonds  of  decency  and 
good  mannen,  h  would  be  a  rare  instance  of 
:  may  be  done  by  a  fioency  of  periods,  with" 
mse,  or  meaning.    TtKMigh  1  am 

LI  he  is  quite  incorrigible,  I  am  still  tfe- 
to  publish  that  piece,  for  I  would  rather 
he  oommended  to  posterity  by  the  elegant  and 
anriable  muses,  tfa«i  by  the  sutyrie  sister,  |io- 
IHdy  called  by  an  eminent  author,  *  the  least  en- 
gaging of  theNhie.'-^ 

Ondiis  account  I  shall  proceed  ii9  ftirther  *t!ll 
yntnhave  fsToored  me  with  your  opinion,  by 
which  I  will  absolutely  determine  myself.  I 
hope  flicrefore  you  will  peruse  it  as  soon  as  you 
can  witii  conrenience,  and  return  it  to  me  by  the 
slage.  Yob  may  show  it  to  Jack  •*••;  and  to 
Mr 


I  am,  with  great  sincerity, 
dear  •••••, 
your  most  obedient  humble  senrant, 
C  SMART. 
LoodODy  15th  December,  ITSS. 


DxAaSaiAiT,     . 

Tbc  perusal  of  your  poem  has  given  me  so 
raueh  pleasure,  that  1  cannot  postpone  thanking 
you  for  it,  by  the  first  opportunity  that  has  of- 
fered. I  have  read  it  to  the  persons  yon  desired 
I  rfioold,  and  they  approve  the  design  In  the 
higbeit  nanoer.  I  cannot  coooeive  what  should 
make  yau  hesitate  a  moment  about  the  publi- 
eatkm,  aad  to  be  ffraa  with  you,  you  must  not 
by  any  Qieans  suppress  it  When  I  say  this, 
I  mutt  observe,  that  I  should  be  glad  to  see 
yoQ  better  employed,  than  in  the  dissection 
ef  an  iuiect;  but  since  the  work  tbonkl  be 
jdooa  by  some  body,  and  since  you  have 
made  such  a  progress,  I  must  take  the  liberty 
to  iflsist,  that  you  will  not  drop  this  undertak- 

To  speak  iaplain  terms;  Ikwk  upon  ittobe 
iadispenaahly  incumbent  on  you  to  bring  the 
miscreaat  to  poetic  justice ;  it  Is  what  you  owe 
ta  the  amse  of  learning  in  general,  to  yoor  Alma 
Mater,  this  university,  and,  let  me  add,  it  is 
vrtiaiyon  owe  to  yoursel£  The  world  will  ah- 
mlie  yon  from  any  imputation  of  ill-nature, 
when  it  is  considered  that  the  pen  is  drawn  in 
i  ^  your  <wm  dipfacUft    Oiva  mo  leave 


upon  this  occasion  to  quote  a  pategtf  from  the ' 
Spectator,  which  I  think  peitineut  to  the  prei- 
sent  sul^ect.  •  **  Every  honest  man  ou^t  tolook 
upon  himself  as  in  n  natural  state  of  war  with  the 
libeller- and  lampooner,  and  to  annoy  them, 
wherever  they  hH  in  his  way.  This  is  but  re- 
taliating upon  them^  and  treating  them  as  they 
treat  others.** 

Thus  thuugfat  the  polite  Mr.  Addison  in  a  case 
where  he  was  not  immediately  concerned;  and 
can  you  doubt  what  to  do,  when  persoaaliy  at- 
tacked ?  As  soon  as  the  hissing  of  the  sn^  ia 
heard,  some  means  should  be  devised  to  crush 
him.  The  advice  of  Virgil  is,— Cape  saa 
omnti,  cape  robora  pastor.** 

1  can  tell  you  that  your  friends  here  expect 
this  of  ]fou,  and  we  are  all  unanimous  in  thhik- 
ing,  that  a  man  who  has  the  honour  of  belong- 
ing to  this  learned  university,  and  t6  whom  the 
prize,  for  displaying  with  a  masteriv  hand  the 
attributes  of  his  Maker,  has  been  adiudged  for 
three  jrears  successively,    should  not,  on  any\ 
account,  suffsr  himself  to  be  trified  with,  by  so*  I 
frigid  and  empty  a  writer.     1  would  have  yo«  i 
reflect  that  you  lonched  into  the  world,  with 
many  circumstances,  that  raised  a  general  ex- 
pectation of  you.  and  the  eariy  approhaCkMrof 
such  a  genius  as  Mr.  Pope,  for  yoar  elegant  ver- 
sion of  his  ode,  made  you  considerad  as  one, 
who  might  hereafter  make  a  figure  in  the  lite-^ 
rary  world;  and  let  me  veoommeod  to  you,  not*^ 
to  let  the  laurel,  yet  green  upon  your  brow,  be 
torn  off  by  the  prophane  hands  of  an  onhallowrd 
hireling*     This,  I  think,   as    is  observed  al-^y 
ready,  you  owe  to  youneU;   and  to  that  uni- 
veiiity,   which  hat  dittanguiihed  you  whb  bow 
nour. 

Besides  the  motives  of  retaliation,  which  I 
have  ui^  for  the  publication  of  3roar  poem,  I 
cannot  help  considering  thb  matter  in  a  moral 
light,  and  I  must  avow,  that  in  my  e3res  it  ap- 
pears an  action  of  very  great  merit  If  to  puU 
off  the  mask  from  an  impostor,  and  detect  him 
in  his  native  colours  to  tlie  view  of  a  long-de- 
luded public,  may  be  looked  upon  as  a  service^ 
to  mankind  (as  it  cenakdy  is)  a  better  op- 
portunity never  can  oflbr  itself. 

In  my  opinion  the  cause  of  literature  is  m  im- 
minent danger  of  a  total  degeneracy,  should  this 
writer's  diurnal  productions  meet  with  further . 
encouragement.  Without  strahiing  hard  for  it; 
I  can  perceive  a  corruption  of  taste  diffiising  it- 
self, throughout  the  cities  of  London  and  West- 
minster. For  a  clear  vein  of  thinking,  easy  na- 
tural expression,  and  an  intelligible  style,  this 
pretender  has  substituted  brisk  question  and  an- 
sw»r,  pert,  unmeaning  periods,  ungrammatical 
construction,  unnatural  metaphors,  with  a  pro-< 
fosfon  of  epithets,  inconsistent  for  the  most  part 
with  the  real  or  figurative  meaning  of  hb  wonb,- 
and  in  short,  all  the  masculine  beauties  of  style 
are  likely  to  be  banished  from  aowog  us  by  th^' 
continuation  of  his  papers  for  abnost  two  yearp 
together. 

Now,  sir,  I  submit  it  to  you,  whether  this  may 
not  lead  onto  a  total  depravity  of  sense  and  taste. 
Should  the  more  sober  at  our  coffee-bouses  be 
dazzled  with  fhlse  embellishment ;  should  boya 
•dmire  tbif  mutttqral  fiottrishing  ^  I  do  not  io  th« 
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tcast  questiOD,  but  the  rising  geoeratioa  will  be 
totally  infected  with^his  strange  motley  style,'and 
thus  antithesis  and  point  will  be  the  prerailing 
ioni  of  the  nation. 

It  is  to  prevent  a  contagion  of  this  sort,  that 
Horace  ta>k  the  pen  in  hand;  for  this  Qtiinti- 
lian  fibvoared  the  wurld  with  his  excellent  work. 
fThe  ingenious  authors  of  France  have  alwajrs  at- 
tended to  this  point  Truth,  they  insisted,  is 
the  very  foundation  of  6ne  writing,  and  that  no 
thought  can  be  beautiful,  which  is  not  just,  wait 
their  constant  lesson.  To  enforce  this  and  pre- 
■erve  a  manly  way  of  thinking  fidileau  lashed  the 
scribblers  of  hia  time;  and  in  our  own  cotintiy 
the  Spectators,  Tatlers,  and  Guardians  have  la- 
boured for  this  end.  To  this  we  owe  the  Bathos, 
in  which  we  find  exposed,  with  the  most  delicate 
traits  of  satire,  all  false  figures  in  writing,  and 
ilnaNy  to  this  we  owe  the  Dunctad  of  Mr. 
Pbpe. 

These  mstaoces,  dear  Smart,  are  sufficient  to 
juatify  your  proceedmg,   and  let  me  tell  3rou, 
that  a  cultivation  of  taste  is  a  point  of  more  mo- 
ment than  perhaps  may  appear  at  first  sight 
I  In  the  ooune  of  my  reading  I  have  observed  that ' 
1  a  dorruption  in  morals  has  always  attended  a  de- 
'  cfine  of  letters.    Of  thit  Mr.  Pope  seems  to  be 
aensiUe,  and,  hence  we  find  in  the  conclusion 
ofhisDanciad,  the  general  progress  of  dulness 
over  the  land  is  the  final  coup  de  grace  to  every 
thing  decent,  every  thing  laudable,  elegant  and 
polite. 

Religioa  blushing  veils  her  sacred  fires, 
A9A  unawares  morality  expires. 
Kor  public  fome,  nor  private  <faires  to  shine, 
Kor  human  spark  is  left,  nor  gljrmpse  divine. 
Loi  thy  dread  empire.  Chaos!  isresto^d, 
li^ht  dies  before  thy  uncreating  word. 
Thy  hand,  great  Anarch,  lets  the  curtain  foil. 
And  universal  darkness  buries  all. 

I  am  aware  that  you  may  answer  to  what  has 
been  premised,  that  the  man  is  not  of  conse- 
quence enough  for  all  this,  and  you  may  ob- 
serve to  me,  that  at  first  setting  out,  I  myself 
called  him  by  the  figurative  and  typical  appel- 
latioii  of  an  insect  But  if  an  insect  gets  ts$o 
the  sunshine,  and  there  blazes,  shines  ai^  buzzes 
to  the  annoyance  of  those,  who  may  be  basking 
in  the  beams,  it  is  time  for  the  Muse's  wing  to 
brush  the  thing  away.  In  plain  English,  the 
n^idity,  with  which  this  writer  went  on  in  his 
progress,  was  so  astonishing,  that  I  really  look- 
ed upon  him  to  be  reserved  for  the  great  instru- 
ment of  dulness  in  the  completion  of  her  work, 
which  certainly  must  be  accomplished,  unless  a 
speedy  stop  be  put  to  that  inundation  of  non- 
sense  and  immorality  with  which  he  has  over- 
whelmed the  natkxv 

I  have  mentioned  immorality,  nor  will  I  re- 
tract the  word.  Has  he  not  attacked,  malici- 
ously attacked  the  reputations  6f  many  sentle- 


those  who  are,  and  those  ^iioare  not  aoqmnntf 
cd  with  him.  Even  beauty  and  innocenoe  were 
no  safe-guanls  against  his  calumny,  and  the 
soft-eyed  virgin  was  by  him  cmeUy  obliged  toi 
shed  the  tender  tear. 

Upon  the  commencement  of  the  Cdveni- 
Garden  Journal,  Mr.  Fielding  declared  an  hii- 
morotis  war  against  this  writer,  whieh  was  in- 
tended to  be  carried  with  an  amicable  pleasan- 
try, in  order  to  contribute  to  the  entertainment - 
of  the  town.  It  is  recent  in  every  4xxly's  mo* 
mory^  how  the  Inspector  behaved  upon  that  oc- 
casion. Conscious  that  there  was  not  an  atooa 
of  hutnaur  in  his  composition,  he  had  recourse 
to  his  usual  shifts,  and  instantly  disclosed  a  pri^ 
vate  conversation;  by  which  he  seduced  him^ 
self  to  the  altematite  mentioned  by  Mr.  Pope; 
*'  and  if  he  lies  not,  must  at  least  betny.'* 
Through  all  Mr.  Fielding's  inimitable  oomicf 
romances,  we  perceive  no  such  thing  as  per- 
sonal malice,  no  private  character  dragged  inti 
light;  but  every  stroke  is  copied  llrom  the  vo- 
lume which  nature  has  unfolded  to  him;  every 
scene  of  life  is  by  him  represented  in  its  natunslE 
cokHirs,  and  every  species  of  foUy  or  humour  is 
ridiculed  with  the  most  exquisite  touches.  A 
genius  like  this  is  perhaps  more  useful  to  mon-<^ 
kind,  than  any  class  of  writers;  he  serves  to- 
dispel  all  gloOm  from  our  minds,  to  work  off  our 
ill-humours  by  the  gay  sensations  excited  by  m 
well  directed  pleasantry,  and  in  a  tein  of  mirth 
he  leads  his  readers  into  the  Imowledge  of  hu- 
man nature;  the  most  useful  and  plesisiiig  sci- 
ence we  can  apply  to.  And  yet  so  deserving  an 
-author  has  been  most  groesly  treated  by  this  wild 
lessajrist ;  and,  not  to  multiply  instances,  lias  be 
not  attempted  to  raise  temults  and  divisions  in 
our  theatres,  contrary  to  all  decency  and  com- 
mon sense,  and  contrary  to  the  practice  of  all 
polite  writers,  whose  eluef  aim  has  ever  been  to 
cherish  harmony  and  good  manners^  and  to  dif-' 
fuse  through  all  ranks  of  people  a  just  re^ 
finement  of  taste  in  all  our  public  cntestain- 
ments.' 

These  considerations,  dear  sir,  prompt  you  to 
the  bk>w,  and  will  justify  it  when  given.  I  bo^ 
lieve,  I  may  venture  to  add,  never  had  poet  so 
Jnviting  a  subject  for  satire;  Pope  himself  had 
not  so  good  an  hero  for  his  Dunciad.  Hie  first 
'worthy  who  sat  in  that  throne,  viz.  Lewis  Theo* 
I  bald  of  dull  meinory,  empfoyed  himself  in  mat* 
ters  of  some  utility,  and,  upon  being  dethrenedv 
the  person,  who  succeeded,  was  one,  who  foc^ 
merly  had  some  scattered  rays  of  l%bt;  wad  in 
most  of  his  comedies,  though  whimsical  and  ok- 
trttvagant,  there  are  many  strokes  of  droller^  $ 
not  to  mentkin  that  the  Careless  Husband  is  • 
finished  piece. 

But  hi  the  hero  of  the  Hilliad  all  the  reqnw 
JBites  seem  to  be  united,  without  one  single  eK- 
jception.  You  remember,  no  doubt,  that  in  the 
dissertatkm  prefixed  to  the  Bundad  the  eficieaii 
iqualities  of  an  hero  for  the  little  epic  ai 
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the  <«r!irf Orrery,,  or  MNDe  other  tnch  otatted 
chiracter?  1  have  freqvoitly  diverted  myself 
by  comparing  thia  proeeedtng  to  the  cruelty  of 
t  tynot,  who  used  to  tie  a  living  pemm  to  a 
dead  carcass;  and  as  to  your  hero's  debauchery, 
Ibere  are^  I  am  told,  many  pleasant  instances 
afit 

Add  to  these  several  soboidmate  qualifications; 
n^M  foppery,  a  surprising  alacrity  to  get  into 
•crapes,  with  a  notable, fecUity  of  eictricathig 
biaself,  as  amaxiug  turn  for  politics,  a  won- 
dofiil  knowledge  of  herbs,  mfnerals  and  plants, 
aad  to  crown  adl,  a  ooinfortat>le  share  of  gentle 
dohMSs.  This  gentle  dulness  is  not  (hat  impe- 
Biftiable  stupidity,  which  is  remarkable  in  some 
Mo,  but  it  is  known  by  that  oountenanoe,  which 
Dr.  Garth  adls,  •*  demurely  meek,  insipidly 
•roe."  It  IS  known  by  a  brisk  volubility  of 
ipeech,  a  lively  manner  of  saying  nothing 
tfcioagh  an  entire  paper,  and  upon  all  occasions, 
byaoQusciotts  simper,  short  insertions  of  witty 
fOBsits,  the  frequent  exclamation  of  wonder, 
tbeself^pplaiMling  ohit-chat,  and  the  pleasant 
i^ttrtee. 

Upon  the  whole,  dear  Smart,  I  cannot 
fiooceive  what  doubt-  can  remain  in  your  mind 
■biMit  the  publication;  it  is  conferring  on  him 
tbat  ridicule,  which  his  life,  character,  and  ac- 
tjoas  deserve.  I  shall  be  in  town  in  less  than  a 
fcrtaight,  when  I  shall  bring  your  poem  with 
ine,  sod  if  you  ^11  give  me  leave,  I  will  help 
yoo  to  some  notes,  which  1  think  will  illustrate 


••  Satyrarum  ego,  (ni  pudet  illas) 

A^6«tor,  <tc.  jxrr. 

I  am,  dear  Smart, 

Yours  very  sincerely. 


Cunbiidgc,  fist  Dec  n5«. 


THB   HILLIAD. 

Taw  god  of  jest,  who  o'er  th'  ambrosial  bowl, 
wf'st  joy  to  Jove,  while  laughter  shakes  the  pole; 

noTss  vAiioauM. 

Jfhmgoditfjeti.  As  the  design  of  heroic  poe- 
tiy  «  to  celebrate  the  virtues  and  noble  achieve. 
a^.J*  *^*y  ^^'  penonages,  and  conduct 
"^Uwough  a  series  of  hardships  to  the  com- 
pittwoof  their  wishes,  sotbelitUe  epicdeKghts 
^^3"tt«iting,  with  an  ironical  drollery,  the 
a«*<^ws  of  those,  who.  for  the  benefit  of 


And  thou,  Uu  J«stiot,  of  imnoital  liM, 
Hear,  and  assist  the  poet*s  grand  design. 
Who  aims  at  triumph  by  no  common  ways. 
But  on  the  stem  of  duUMss  grafts  the  bays. 
O  thou,  whatever  name  delight  thine  ear, 
Ptmpl  Poetl  Pufier!  Totbecaiy!  Play'rl 

yoTBS  vAUoavM. 

withstanding  the  great  incentives  he  has  had  to  ; 
prompt  him  to  this  undertaking,  he  is  not  ac- 
tuated by  the  spirit  of  revenge;  and  to  check  the 
foUiesof  foncyand  humorous  invention,  he  fur<» 
ther  invokes  the  goddess  Themis,  to  admiuister 
strict,  poetic  justice. 

Slakes  ike  pde,"}  Several  cavils  have  beeq 
raised  against  this  passage.  Quinbus  Flestrin,  ( 
the  unborn  poet,  is  of  opinion  that  it  is  brought ' 
in  merely  to  eke  out  a  verse;  but  though  inmairf 
points  1  am  inclined  to  look  upon  this  critic  at 
irrefragable,  I  must  beg  leave  at  present  to  ap- 
peal firom  bis  verdict ;  and  tho'  Horace  lays  it 
down  as  rule  not  to  admire  any  thipg,  I  cannot 
help  enjoying  so  pleasing  an  operation  of  th0 
mind  upon  this  occasion.  We  are  herepresent ed  \ 
with  a  grand  idea,  no  less  than  Jupiter  shaking; 
his  sides  and  the  H<'avens  at  the  same  time.  The' 
Pagan  thnnderer  has  often  been  said  to  agitate 
the  pole  with  a  nod,  which  in  my  mind  giv^  too 
awful  an  image,  whereas  the  one  in  question 
conveys 'an  idea  of  him  in  good  humour,  and 
confirms  what  Mr.  Orator  Henley  sajrs,  in  hit 
excellent  tracts,  that  *'  the  deity  is  a  joyous 
being.*' 

Martinos  Macularios, 
M.  D.  Reg.  Soc  Bur.  &c  fcc. 

Gntftt  ike  bays.}  Much  pusBle  hath  been  oc- 
casioned among  the  naturalists  concerning  the 
engraftment  here  mentioned.  Hill's  Natural  His- 
tory of  Trees  and  Plants,  vol.  52.page  336,  saith, 
it  has  been  frequently  attempted,  but  that  the 
tree  of  dulness  will  not  admit  any  such  inocula- 
tion. He  adds  in  page  3399  that  he  himself  tri- 
ed the  experiment  for  two  years  sncoessivelys 
but  that  the  twig  of  laurel,  like  a  feather  in  the! 
state  of  electricity^  drooped  and  died  the  mo- 
ment he  touched  it.  Notwithstanding  this  au- 
thority, it  is  well  known  that  this  operation  has 
been  performed  by  some  choice  spirits.  Eras- 
mus in  his  encomium  on  folly  shows  how  it  may 
be  accomplished ;  in  our  own  times  I\>pe  and 
Garth  found  means  to  do  the  same:  and  in  the 
sequel  of  this  work,  we  make  uo  doubt  but  the 
stem  here-mentioned  will  bear  some  luxuriant 
branches,  like  the  tree  in  Virgil, 

Kec  loogum  tempus,  et  ingens 
Exiit  ad  Coeliun  ramis  felicibus  aihosy 
Miraturque  novas  finondes  et  non  aua  PMnsw 
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Whose  bneless  hme  by  vatiity  it  booy'd, 
Like  the  huge  Earth,  felf-ceiiter*d  in  the  void, 
ikccept  one  part'ner  thy  own  worth  t*  explore, 
And  in  thy  praise  be  siognlar  no  more 

Say,  Muse,  what  demon,  fbe  to  ease  and  truth, 

FirAfrom  the  mortar  dragg*d  th'  adventrous 

youth,  [men. 

And  made  him,   'mongst  the  scribbling  eons  of 

Chan^  pefice  for  war,  the  pestle  for  the  pen  ? 

ITOTKS  TARIDRUM, 

and  Katy,  but  from  these  venemble  authorities, 
judicious  reader,  you  may  boldly  dissent  meo 
periculo. 

Mart.  Mac. 

Ptiffer,"]  Of  this  talent  take  a  specimen.  In  a 
letter  to  himself  he  saith  ;  •  *  you  have  disco- 
Tered  many  of  the  beauties  of  the  ancients ; 
they  are  obliged  lo  you ;  we  are  obliged  to  you ; 
were  they  alive  they  would  thank  you  ;  we  who 
are  alive  do  thank  you.*'  His  constant  custom 
pf  runnbg  on  in  this  manner,  occasioned  the  foU 
lowing  epigram, 

Hill  pui&  himself,  forbear  to  chide } 

An  insect  vile  and  mean, 
Must  first,  he  knows,  be  magnify'd 

Before  it  can  be  seen. 

I     *Poihecaiy,  Plaif^r,']    For  both    these,    vide 

I  Woodward's  letter,  ^ffm. 

Like  the  huge  Earth,"]  The  allusion  here  seems 
to  be  taken  from  Ovid,  who  describes  the  Earth 
fixed  in  the  air,  by  its  own  stupidity,  or  vis 
iaefiite;"^ 

Pendebatin  aeretellus, 
Ponderibuslibrata  suis. 

Sut,  reader,  dilate  your  imagination  to  take  in 
the  much  greater  idea  our  poet  here  presents  to 
^ou:  consider  the  inunense  inanity  of  space,  and 
the  comparatiye  nothingness  of  the  globe,  and 
you  may  attain  aA  adequate  conception  of  our 
hero's  reputation,  and  the  mighty  basis  it  stands 
tapon.  It  is  worth  observing  here  that  our  au- 
f  Ibor,  quoii  aliud  ugen%,  displays  at  one  touch  of 
I  his  pen  more  knowledge  of  the  planetary  sys- 
tem, than  is  to  be  found  in  all  the  volumes  of  the 
mathematicians. 

This  note  is  partly  by  Macularius,  and  partly 
by  Mr.  Jinkyns,  Philomath. 

Soy,  iHWtf,]  Observe,  gentle  reader,  how  ten- 
derly our  author  treats  his  hero  throughout  his 
whole  poem;  he  does  nqt  here  impute  his  ridi- 
culous conduct,  and  all  that  train  of  errours  which 
have   attended  his  consummate  vanity,  to  his 


'Twasonaday  (O  may  that  day  appeaf 
No  more,  but  lose  its  station  in  the  year. 
In  the  new  style  be  not  its  nameenroU'd 
^ut  share  apnihilatioa  in  the  old!) 
I A  tawny  Sybil,  whose  alluring  suog, 
'  Decoy 'd  the  'prentices'and  maiden  throng. 
First  from  the  counter  young  Hillario  charmM,   > 
And  first  his  unambitions  soul  alarm'd  — 
An  old  strip'd  curtain  cruss  her  arms -was  flung. 
And  tattei'd  tap'stry  o'er  her  shoulders  hong ; 
Her  loinn  with  potdi-work  cincture  ware  begirt. 
That  more  than  spoke  diversity  of  diit^ 
With  age  her  back  was  double  and  awry. 
Twain  were  her  teeth,  and  single  was  hereye. 
Cold  palsy  shook  her  head— she  seem'd  at  viMt 
A  living  corpse,  or  an  untimely  ghost, 

MOTBS  VARIORUM. 

at  misrepresenting  circumstances,  for  which  vida 
all  the  Inspectors. 

A/oy  thai  day  appear]  This  seems  to  be  wrote 
with  an  eye  to  a  beautiful  passage  in  a  very  ele* 
gant  poem ; 

Ye  gods,  annihilate  both  space  and  time. 
And  make  tuo  lovers  happy.— 

The  request  is  extremely  modest,  and  I  really 
wonder  it  was  never  complied  with  $  but  it  must 
be  said  in  favour  of  Mr.  Smart,  that  he  is  still 
more  reasonable  in  his  demand,  and  it  appeals 
by  the  alteration  in  the  style,  that  his  •scheme 
may  be  reduced  to  practice  though  the  other  if 
mighty  fine  in  theory.  The  Inspector  is  of  this 
•piniouy  andsoisMoQsieurdeScaizau^ 

A  taUer^d  iap^ttry]  Our  author  has  befti  ex- 
tremely negligent  upon  tliis  occasion,  and  baa 
indolently  omitted  an  opportunity  of  displaying  ' 
his  talent  for  poetic  imagery.  Homer  has  de- 
scribed Uie  sbteld  of  Achilles  with  all  the  art  of 
his  imagination ;  Virgil  has  followed  him  iq  thiy 
porot,  and  indeed  both  he  and  Ovid  seem  to  be 
delighted  when  they  have  either  a  picture  to  de- 
scribe, or  some  representation  in  the  labours  of 
the  loom.  Hence  arises  a  double  delight;  wre 
admire  the  work  of  the  artificer,  and  the  poet's 
account  of  it;  and  this  pleasure  Mr.  Smart  migllt 
have  impressed  upon  his  readers  in  this  passage, 
as  many  things  were  wrought  into  the  tapestry 
here  mentioned.  In  one  part  our  hero  was  ad- 
jministering  to  a^iatient,  *'  and  the  fresh  vomit 
nruns  forever  green.'*  The  theatre  at  May-foir 
'made  a  conspicuous  figure  in  the  pieoeo— the  pit 
^seemed  to  rise  in  an  uproar — the  gallery  opened 
its  rude  throats^«nd  apples,  oranges  and  halfV 
pence  flew  about  our  hero*s  ears. — The  Mall  in 

C34.  .  T..^<i^»_    TV..1. j: 1 I  :_     ^     L.^^^ &•£..• 
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With  Toiec  for-fetchM  fironhonoir  throat  ptoftmnd 
And  more  than  mortal  was  the  infomal  nund. 
*'  Sweet  bojr,  who  leem'tt  finr  glonoas  deed< 
dcaignM, 

0  oome  and  l^e  that  clyster  pipe  behind ; 
Crois  this  prophetic  hand  with  aihrerooin, 

And  all  the  w^th  and  turn,  I  have,  it  thine"^ 
She  SMd— he  (for  what  ttiipUng  oon^   with- 

b  stand?) 

igfat  with  his  onlj  six-pence  grae*d  her  hand. 
~.~.  now  the  precious  lury  all  her  breast 
Atone*  invaded,  and  at  once  possessed  ; 
Her  eje  was  fix'd  hi  an  ecstatic  stare, 

1  And  on  her  head  nproae  th*  aatonish'd  hair : 
'No  more  her  colour,  or  her  looks  the  same. 

But  moonshine    madness   quite  eonruls'd  her 

frame. 
While,  big  with  fate,  again  she  silence  broke. 
And  in  few  words  voluminously  spoke. 

**  In  these  thiee  lines  athwart  thy  palm  I  see, 
£itli9  a  tripod,  or  a  triple-tree. 
For,  Oh  I  I  ken  by  mysteries  profound, 
IJao  light  to  sink,  thou  never  can'st  be  drown'd — 
Whace*er  thy  end,  the  Fates  are  now  at  strife. 
Yet  estrange  variety  shall  check  thy  lifo— 
Thoo  grand  dictator  of  each  public  show. 
Wit,  mor^ist,  quack,  harlequin,  and  beau. 
Survey  man's  vice,  self-piais^d,  and  self  pre* 

fcrr'd. 
And  be  th'  Inspector  of  th'  infected  herd; 
By  any  means  aspire  at  any  ends, 
"Baseness  exalts,  and  cowardice  defends,      [-well, 
^Tbe  cfaequer'd   world^i  before  thee— go»-Aure- 
'Beware  of  Irishmen    and  learn  to  spdL" 
|I«re  from  her  breast  th'  inspiring  fury  flew : 
$be  ceas'd-^and  histant  from  hb  sight  withdrew. 

vnrts  VARioioM. 
TV  asionisk^d  kair :]    This  passage  seems  to 
be  an  imitation  of  the  Sybil  in  the  sixth  book  of 

Snbito  oon  vultus,  nnn  color  unus 
Neccomts 


sad  is  admiraUy  expressive  of  the  witch*s  pro- 
phetic fury,  and  ushers  in  the  prediction  of  Hil- 
nri6*s  fortune  with  proper  solemnity. — 

This  note  is  by  one  of  the  ^Solists,  mentioDed 
?ith  honour  in  the  Tale  of  aTub. 

Be  ih'  Ituptetor,  ^c]  When  the  distemper 
6nt  rm^  among  the  homed  cattle,  the  king  and 
coundl  ordered  a  certain  offloer  to  superintend 
the  beasts,  and  to  direct  that  such,  as  were  found 
to  be  infected,  should  be  knocked  on  the  head. 
This  officer  was  called  the  Inspector,  and  from 
thenoe  I  would  venture  to  lay  a  wager,  pin'  hero 
derived  bis  title. 

BiirrLET,  Junior. 

J9^»er«  qf  Irithmen^  ^c]  It  is  extremely 
probable  that  onr  poet  is  inUmat^y  aoquainled 
with  thedassics;  he  seems  frequently  to  have 
them  in  bis  eye,  and  siMdi  an  air  of  enthusiasm 
runs  through  his  wtM>le  speech,  that  the  learned 
reader  may  easily  perceive  he  ha^  taken  fire  at 
some  of  the  prophecies  in  Homer  and  Virgil. — 
The  whole  b  delivered  in  breaks,  and  unconnected 
transitions,  which  denote  vehement  emotkMM 
in  the  mind ;  and  the  hint  here  concerning  the 
|rifl^  is  perfectly  |n  the  manner  pfalfgveM  q»io 


Fir^  whh  hb  fete,  and  confcknis  of  hb  worthy 
The  beardless  wight  prepared  to  sally  forth. 
But  first  <'twas  just>  'twas  natural  to  grieve) 
He  sigh'd  and  took  a  soft  pathetic  leave. 
'*  Farewell,  a  kmg  ferewell  to  all  my  drugs. 
My  labellM  viab,  and  my  lettered  jugs ; 
And  you,  ye  bearers  of  no  trivial  charge. 
Where  aU my  Latin  stands  inscribed  at  large: 
Ye  jars,  ye  gallipots,  and  draw'rs  adieu« 
Be  to  my  memory  fost,  as  fost  toview, 
And  ye,  whom  I  so  oft  havejoy*d  to  wipe, 
Th'  ear-sifting  syringe,  and  back-piercuig  pipe^ 
Farewell  -my  day  of  glory's  on  the  dawn. 
And  now, — Hillario's  occupation's  gone." 

Qnif  k  with  the  word  his  way  the  heio  mnde^ 
Conducted  by  a  glorious  Cavalcade  $ 
Pert  Petulance  the  first  attracts  hb  eye^ 
And  drowsy  Oulness  sbwly  saunters  by. 
With  Malice  old ,  and  Scandal  ever  new. 
And  neutral  Nonsense,  neither  felse  nor  tme. 
Infernal  Fabehold  next  approach 'd  the  ban<i 
With  •  •  •  andthe  Koran  in  her  hand. 
Her  motley  vesturo  with  the  leopard  vies, 
Stain'd  with  a  foul  variety  of  Um. 
Next  spiteful  Enmity,  gaogren'd  at  heart. 
Presents  adagger,  and  concealra  dart. 

WOTBS  VAtlOROM. 

poeti,  who  generally  give  the  reader  some  idea 
of  what  is  to  ensue,  without  unfolding  the  whole. 
Thus  we  find  in  Virgil, 

BeUa,horridabeUa, 

Et  Tybrim  multospnmantein  sanguine  cerao, 
and  again 

Alius  Lat'o  jam  partus  Achillei. 
And  in  the  sequel  of  this  work,  I  belitve,  it  win 
be  found,  that  as  JEneas  had  another  Achill^  so 
our  hero  has  had  as  formidable  an  adversary. 

FarnpeU,aloHgfereweU,]  The  ingenious  Mr. 
Lr-^er  says  that  the  following  passage  b  taken 
from  a  work*  which  he  intends  shortly  to  poblish 
by  subscription,  and  he  has  now  m  the  prass  a/ 
pamphlet,  called  Mr.  Smart's  Use  and  Abosej 
of  the  Moderns.  But,  with  his  leave,  this  pas-l 
sage  is  partly  imitated  from  cardinal  Wolsey's 
speech,  and  firom  OtheUo. 

Areii^a/iVMjenw,dr&]Thetrain  here  deacrifaed, 
is  worthy  of  Hillario,  pertness,  dolnass,  soandid 
and  malice,  &c  being  the  verv  cunstituents  of ' 
an  hep  for  the  mock  heroic,  and  it  is  not  without ' 
propriety  that  nonsense  is  introduced  with  the  ' 
epithet,  neutral ;  nonsense  bemg  like  a  Dutoh- 
man,  not  only  iu  an  uqmeaning  stupidity,  but 
in  the  artof  preserving  a  strict  neutralit).    Thb 
neutrality  may  be  apUy  expUloed  by  the  fbUow- 
ragepi|g;ram, 

Word-viliant  wight,  thou  grett  be  threw. 

That  wrangles  to  no  end  ; 
Since  nonsense  is  nor  felse  nor  true, 
Thou'rt  no  man*s  Ibe  or  friend. 
FtisehoodA    Thb  lady  b  described  with  twa 
books  in  her  band,  but  our  author  chnsing  topre- 
serve  a  neutrality,  though  not  a  nonsensical  one, 
upon  this  occasion,  the  Tories  aroat  liberty  to  fill 
up  thb  blai|k  wfth  Raping  Boiaet.  orap^r~ 
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On  th'  etrth  orawlf  FlftU'ry  with  her  boMa  bai«, 
Aad  Vanity  sails  uver  bim  in  air. 

Such  was  the  groupe — they  bow'd  and  they 
ador'd. 
And  bail'd  HiUario  for  their  sovereign  lord. 
Vlnsh'd  with  suooeas,  and  proud  of  hit  allies, 
Tb*  exalting  hero  thus  triumphant  cries. 
**  friends,  brethren,  crcr  present,  «vcr  dear, 
Bonie  to  my  heart,  nor  quit  your  title  there. 
While  you  approTe,  assist,  instruct,  inspire, 
tieat^my  youug  blood,  and  set  my  soul  on  fire ; 
.1  Doloretgn  aid  my  daring  pen  shall  chose, 
^ut  boldly  versify  without  a  Muse, 
ril  teach  Minerva,  TU  inspire  the  Nine, 
Great  Phcebus  shall  in  consultation  join, 
And  rooadmy  nobler  brew  bisfbrteit  laurel  twine.*' 

He  said — and  Clamour,  of  Commotion  bom, 
Bear'd  to  the  skies  her  ear  afflicttog  horn, 

VOTU   VAKIORUM. 

tlwt  win  (It  the  niches;  and  the  Whigs  may,  if 
they  please,  msert  Echard,  Hijfgons,  &c.  But 
why,  exclaimeth  n  certain  critic,  should  false- 
hood be  given  to  HiUario? — Because,  replieth 
'  Maculaiius,  he  has  given  many  specimens  of 
his  talent  that  nay.  Our  hero  took  it  into  his 
bead  some  time  since  to  tell  the  wurid  that  he 
caned  a  gentleman  whom  he  called  by  the  name 
of  Mario;  what  degree  of  faith  the  town  gave 
Irim  upon  that  occasion,  may  be  collected  fiom 
the  two  following  Goes,  by  a  certain  wag  who 
shall  be  nameless. 

To  beat  one  man  great  Hill  was  fated ; 
What  man  ? — a  man  that  he  cieated. 

The  fbllowmg  epigram  may  be  also  properly 
iDserted  here. 

What  H-'ll  one  day  says,  he  the  next  does 

deny. 
And  candklly  tells  us — ^isalladamn'dlye: 
Dear  doctor — this  candour  from  you  is  not 

wanted; 
For  why  should  you  own  it?  'tis  taken  for 
granted. 
Crawb  Flatfry,  A>.]    Our  hero  is  as  remark- 
able for  bis  encomiums,  where  it  is  his  interest 
lo  commend,  as  for  his  abuse,  where  he  has  taken 
a  dislike;  but  from  the  latter  he  is  easily  to  be 
bought  dfif,  as  may  be  seen  in  the  fbilowtng  excel- 
lent epigmn. 

An  author's  writings  oft  reveal, 
Where  now  and  then  he  takes  a  meal. 
Invite  him  once  a  week  to  dinner. 
Hell  saint  you,  tho*  the  vilest  sinner. 
Have  you  a  smiling,  vacant  face. 
He  gives  you  soul,  expression,  grace. 
Swears  what  you  will,  unswearsittoo; 
What  will  not  beef  and  pudding  do  ? 
Without  m  Muiey  dCc]    No  the  devil  a  bit  I — 
I  am  the  only  person  that  can  do   that ! — My 
poems,  written  at  fifteen,  were  done  without  the 
assistance  of  any  Muse,  and  better  than   all 
Smart's  poetry. — The  Muses  are  stmmpets— 
they  freqnently  give  an  intellectual  gonorrhoea — 
Court  debt  not  paid — I'll  never  be  poet  laureate. 
•^JCxmip  de  grace  unanswerable — Our  foes  shall 
Imnckle — five  pounds  to  any  hishojp  that  will 
equal  this — Qum  guiacum  for  Latin  liguum  vit8P« 
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While  Jargon  graved  his  titles  on  a  bfodc. 
And  styl'd  him  M.  D.  Acad.  Budig,  Soc. 
But  now  the  harbingers  of  fote  and  fame 
Sig^s,  omens,  prodigies,  and  portents  came. 
Lo !  (thouirh  mid-day)  the  grave  Athenian  fowl. 
Eyed  the  bright  Sun,  and  hail'd  him  with  a  howl. 
Moths,  mites,  and  maggots,  fleas,  (a  numerous 

ciew!) 
And  gnats  and  grubworms  cronded  on  his  view. 
Insects  !  without  the  microscopic  aid. 
Gigantic  by  the  eye  of  Dulness  made ! 
.\nd  stranger  still—and  never  heanl  befote ! 
A  wooden  lion  roar*d,  or  seem'd  to  roar. 
But  (what  the  most  his  jroutbful  bosom  warm'ds 
Heigh ten'd  each  hope  and  every  feardisarm'd) 
On  an  high  dome  a  damsel  took  her  stand. 
With  a  well  freighted  Jordan  in  her  band. 
Where  curious  mixtures  strove  on  every  side 
And  solid  sounds  with  loxer  fluids  vied--* 

HOTBS  VARIOKUM. 

Adam  the  first  Dutchman — rictorions  stroke  for 
old  England — ^Tweedle-dum  and  tweedle-dee. 

Oratory-Rigbt-Reason-Chapel,  Saturday 
13th  of  Janoarjs  and  old  style  for  ever 

Jargon  giav'd  ft'c]  Jargon  is  here  properly 
introduced  graring  our  hero's  titles,  which  are 
admirably  brought  into  verse,  but  the  gentleman 
who  wrote  the  last  note,  Mr.  Orator  H — ley, 
takes  umbrage  at  this  passage,  and  exclahsieth 
to  the  following  eilect«  "Jargon  is  meant  foe 
me.  There  is  more  music  in  a  peal  of  marrow, 
bones  and  cleavers  than  in  these  verses. — I  am 
a  logician  upon  fundamentals. — A  rationalist, — • 
lover  of  mankande,  Glastonbury  thom,--hazza 
boys. — Wit  a  vivacious  command  of  all  objects 
and  ideas. — 1  am  the  only  wit  in  Great  Britain.'* 
See  Oratory  Tracts,  &c  10036. 
.  Patience,  good  Mr.  Orator !  we  are  not  at  Id- 
'fure  to  answer  thee  at  present,  but  must  observe 
Ihat  jargon  has  done  more  for  our  hero,  than 
ever  did  the  society  at  Bordeaux,  as  will  ap|>ear 
from  the  following  extract  of  a  letter  sent  to 
Martious  Marcularius.byafelk>wofthat  society : 

J'ai  bien  reyu  la  lettre,  dont  vous  m^arez  fi^t 
I'honiieur  le  I2me  posse.  A  regard  de  ce  Mon- 
sieur HiUario,  qui  se  vante  si  prodigieusement 
chez  vous,  je  ne  trouve  pas  quMI  est  enrol  le  dans 
notre  society,  &  son  nom  est  parfaitment  hicoii- 
nu  ici.    J'attends  de  vous  nouvelles,  &c. 

Mofh.,  mites,  S/iCl 
The  important  objects  of  his  future  specQ- 
lations !  [cyesy 

O  would  the  sons  of  men  once  think  their 
And  reason  given  'em  but  to  study  flies. 

M.  MACuLAXins. 
Dulnest  made]  This  passage  may  be  properly 
illustrated  by  a  recollection  of  two  lines  in  Mr., 
Pope's  Essay  on  Criticism. 

As  things  seem  large  which  we  through  mitts 

descry, 
Dulness  is  very  apt  to  magnify. 

Wooden  turn  roar'd^]  Not  the  black  lioa  in 
Salisbury-court,  Fleet-street,  where  the  Near 
Craftsman  is  published,  nor  yet  the  red  lioai  at 
Brentford,  but  the  beast  of  the  Bedford,  who  tMmy 
truly  be  said  to  have  been  alive,  when  amm9te4 
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•l4>!  CO  hit  CMWDttelotiott  choice  and  1arg«, 
-  She  soused — sod  gave  at  once  a  full  dischtirga. 
Not  Archimedes,  when  with  conscious  pride, 
"  fre  fbuiid  it  oat !  Pre  found  it  out !''  he  cry'd, 
Kot  costive  hardliugs,  when  a  rbjme  comes  pat. 
Hot  grave  Grimalkin  when  she  smelU  a  rat  i 
Hot  the  shrewd  statesman  when  he  scents    a 

ptot, 
Xfot  coy  Pruddia,  when  she  knows  what's' what, 
^Koc  our  awn  hero,  when  (O  matchless  luck  !) 
His  keen  discermneut  found  another  Dock ; 
"With  such  ecstatic  transpurU  did  abound, 
As  what  he  smelt  and  saw,  and  felt  and  found. 
"  Ye  gods,  I  thank  ye,  to  profusion  free, 
Thiuto  adorn,  and  thus  distinguish  me, 
I  And  thou,  fair  Qoacina,  whom  I  serve, 
(If  a  desire  to  please  is  to  deserve,) 
7b  you  FU  consecrate  my  future  lays, 
And  on  the  smoothest    paper  print  my  soft 

K6  more  he  spc^ ;  but  slightly  slid  along, 
£foiirtfid  by  the  miscellaneous  throng. 

KOTBS   VARIORUM. 

by  Addison  and  Steele,  though  uow  reduced  to 

that   state  of  blockbi^adism,    whicli  is  so  con- 

ipicuoas  in  bit  master.     Fkulnus,  inutile  lignum, 

Bentley  junior. 

A  full  discharge,']  Reader,  do  not  turn  up 
year  nose  at  this  passage  !  it  is  much  more  dfi- 
cent  than  Pope's — Recollect  what  Swift  says, 
that  a  nice  man  has  filthy  ideas,  and'  let  it  be 
ooBsidiwed  this  discbarge  may  have  the  same 
cflect  upon  our  hero,  as  a  similar  accident  had 
apoo  a  person  of  equal  parts  and  genius. 

;  Benew'd  by  ordure's  sympathetic  force, 
i  As  oird  by  magic  juices  for  the  course, 
I  Vi^'rooa  he  rises  from  th*  effluvia  stionsr, 
'  Imbibes   new    life   and    scours   and    ^tinks 
along. 

Pope's  Dunciad. 
ArchimedeSy  ^c]  As  soon  as  the  philosopher 
here  mentioned  discovered  the  modem  save-all, 
and  the  new  ravented-patent  black-ball,  be  threw 
down  his  pipe,  and  ran  all  afong  Piccadilly,  with 
his  shirt  out  of  his  breeches,  crying  out  like  a  mad- 
nan,  svgaaa !  u^«it« !  which  in  modern  English 
is,  the  job  is  done !  the  job  is  done! 

Vitus  Schol. 
Anothm'  Dael;,]  Hillario  having  a  mind  to  ce- 
lebrate and  recommend  a  genius  to  the  world, 
conpares  him  to  Stephen  Duck,  and  at  the  close 
of  a  late  Inspectur^  cries  out,  •*  1  have  found  ano- 
ther Duck,  but  who  shall  find  a  Carol iue  ?" 

Print  my  $ufl  tf««iy*,]Our  hero  for  once  has  spoke 
truth  of  himself,  fur  which  ire  could  produce  the 
testimonies  of  several  persons  of  distinction. 
Bath  and  Tunbridge-wells  have  upon  manyocca- 


And  now,  thou  goddett,  whoti  ilra-dartinf 
eyes 
Defy  all  distance  and  transpierce  the  tkiity 
To  men  the  councils  of  the  gods  relate,  '  • 

And  faithfully  describe  the  grand  debate. 

The  cloud-compelling  thund'rer,  at  whose  call 
The  gods  assembled  in  th'  etherial  hall. 
From  his  bright  throne  the  deities  addrest : 
**  What  impions  noise  disturbs  our  awful  rest. 
With  din  pnpbane  assaults  immortal  ears. 
And  jars  harsh  discord  to  the  tuneful  spheres  ? 
Nature,  my  hand-maid,  yet  without  a  stain, 
Has  never  once  pruductive  prov'd  in  vain, 
Tilf  now — luxuriant  ami  regardless  quite 
Of  her  divine,  eternal  rule  of  right. 
On  mere  privation  she  'at  bestow'd  a  frame. 
And  digniiy'd  a  nothing  with  a  name, 
A  wretch  devoid  of  use,  of  sense  and  grace*         \ 
Th*  msolvent  tenant  of  encumber'd  space,  \ 

MOTES  VAIIOKUMs  ^ 

Freely  welcome  to  abuse, 

Could'st  thou  tire  Ihy  railing  Mute. 

Make  the  most  of  this  you  can, 

Strife  is  short  and  life's  a  span. 

Both  alike,  your  works  and  pay, 

Hasten  quick  to  their  decay. 

This  a  ti  ifle,  those  no  naore, 

Tho»  repeated  to  threescore. 

Threescore  volumes  when  they're  writ, 

Will  appear  at  last  b^—t.  V       ^  "* 

And  novo  thau  goddess,  &r.]  ,  This  invocation 
is  perfectly  in  the  spirit  of  ancient  poetry.  If  I 
may  use  Milton's  words,  our  author  here  pre- i 
sumes  into  the  Heavens,  an  earthly  guest,  and  | 
draws  empyreal  air.  Hence  he  calls  upon  the 
goddess  to  assist  his  strain,  while  he  relates  the 
councils  of  the  gods.  Virgil,  whta  the  plot 
thickens  upon  his  hands,  as  Mr.  Bayes  has  it, 
has  (ifiered  up  his  prayer  a  second  time  to  the 
Muse,  and  he  seems  to  laboiu-  under  the  weight 
of  his  subject,  when  he  cries  out, 

M^)usopu8  moveo,  major  rerum  mihlnasci- 
turordo. 
This  is  the  case  at  present  with  the  writer  of  the* 
Hiiriad,  and  this  piece  ofmachin<»ry  will  evince/ 
the  absurdity  of  that  Lucretian  doctrine,  whihl. 
asserts  that  the  gods  are  wrapped  up   in  n  laTy 
indolence,  and  do  not  trouble  themselves  about 
human  affsirs.     The  words  ofLucreti  us  are, 
Omnis  enim  per  se  divAm  natura  nee-  sse  est 
Immortali  aevo  summa  cum  pace  fruatur, 
Semota  arebnsnostris,  disjunctaqu'i  lougi. 
It  is  now  recommendrtl  to  the  editors  of  th«*  An- 
ti-Lucretius to  make  use  of  this  instance  to  the 
contrary  m  the  next  publication  of  that  work. 
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<<G<Mittalioi«e4  Old  just  ii  Vit  pretetoe," 
(Replies  the  god  of  theft  and  eloquence.) 
•*  A  hand  toercnria),  ready  to  convey, 
E'en  in  the  presence  of  the  garish  day. 
The  work  an  English  classic  lata  has  trrity 
And  b^  Adoption  he  the  sire  of  wit — 
Sore  to  be  thi*  is  tohe  sonethhig— sare. 
Next  to  petform,  His  gtorious  to  ptocare. 
SnMll  was  th'  eMrtion  of  my  god-like  soul, 
When  priviitely  Apollo's  herd  I  stole, 
CoA)pw>d  to  him,  who  braves  th'  aU-'Stehig  Snm, 
And  boldly  bids  th»  astonish'd  world  loofeon." 

nOtlS  TARiOIVM. 

1  ThepaMage  isadniirable,tramlated  by  the  author 
<  ofthe  Pleasures  of  Imeginatioti.  "The  godlike  ge- 
'  nhiaesof  Greecewere  well-assured  that  nature  biUI 
not  intended  man  for  a  tow  spirited  or  ignoble  be- 
ing;  but  bringing  us  into  life  and  the  midstof  this 
wide  universe,  as  before  a  multitude  assembled 
at  some  heroic  solemnity,  that  we  might  be 
spectators  of  all  her  magnificence,  tttd  candi- 
dates high  in  emulation  for  the  prise  of  gk>ry : 
the  has  therefore  ituplanted  in  our  souls  an  inex- 
tmguishable  love  of  every  thing  great  and  exalted, 
of  every  thiag  which  appears  divine  beyond  our 
comprehension.  Hence  by  the  very  propensity 
of  nature  we  are  led  to  admire,  not  little  springs 
or  shallow  rivulets,  however  dear  and  deliciouai, 
but  th6  Nile,  the  Rhine,  the  Danube,  aod  much 
more  than  all  the  ocean." — Instead  of  acting 
upon  this  plan,  Hiilario  is  employed  in  pursuit 
cf  insects  in  Kensinfton-gAitlens,  and  as  this  is 
idl  the  jgratitude  be  pays  for  the  being  conferred 
upon  hiBi»  he  is  finely  temed  an  fauolvent  te- 

B^  adapiwn.  he  the  tire,  ^c]  Onr  hero  hds  { 
tAken  as  entire  letter  fiom  sir  Thomas  Fitft- 
Osbome,  and  with  imroiuble  effrontery  pub- 
lished it  in  his  Inspector,  No.  339,  as  a  produc- 
,  tion  of  his  own.  We  are  informed  that,  having 
been  taxed  with  this  affair,  he  declares  with  a 
great  deal  of  art,  that  it  Was  given  him  by  ano- 
ther person,  to  which  all  we  have  to  say  is,  that 
the  receiver  is  as  bad  as  the  thief. 

M.  Macularii'8. 

Gloriofu  io  procure."]  If  our  author  could  be 
thought  capable  of  punning,  I  should  imagine 
that  the  word  procure,  in  this  place,  is  made  use 
of  in  preference  to  an  appellation  given  to  our 
hero  in  the  commencement  of  this  poem,  viz.  a 
piuip;  but  the  reader  will  please  to  recollect  that 
the  term  pimp  is  not  in  that  passage  used  in  its 
modekti  acceptation. 

Small  wtu  M'  exertion,  ^c]  Not  so  fest,  good 
poet,  cries  out  In  this  place,  M.  Macularius.  We 
do  not  find  that  Hiilario,  upon  any  occasion 
whatever,  has  been  charged  with  stealing  Apol- 
'lo's  qniver,  and  certain  it  is,  that  those  arrows, 
[which  he  has  shot  at  all  the  world,  never  were 
taken  from  thence.  But  of  Mercury  it  is  recorded 
by  Horace,  that  he  really  did  receive  the  god  of 
wit  in  this  manner ; 

Teboves  olim  nisi  reddidisses 
Per  dolum  amotas,  pu(;rum  minaci 
Vooe  dimtenret,  viduus  pharetra 

RisitApoUo. 


Har  appnrtmtiOB  Venw  nett  eifivit. 
And  on  Hillarfo»s  part  the  throne  tMtek, 
'' If  there  be  any  ptalM  the  nails  to  pare. 
And  fai  aoft  ringlets  wt«athe  th*  elsatic  lunr. 
In  t«lk  and  tea  to  trifl«  iHtie  away. 
The  mien  s5  easy  a«i  the  dross  so  gay  I 
Gto  itiy  Hillnrio'ft  nvoiHi  ratmn  unknown. 
With  whom  coy  Sylria  trusts  hersellUotie ; 
With  whom,  aopwre,  so  itt&oeeBi  his  life. 
The  jeafous  husband  leaves  his  bosom  nife  ? 
What  tho*  he  ne'er  assume  the  poit  of  Msri  ; 
By  me  disbanded  fhim  all  amorotii  wtfrs  | 
His  fency  (if  not  person)  be  empkiys. 
And  oft  ideal  countesses  enjoys^-* 
Tho'  hard  his  heart,  yet  beauty  shaHooMrni, 
And  sweeten  idl  tlie  rancoor  of  his  sonlt 

MOTES  VAftlOROM. 

Venui  next  expressed,']  VenuS  rf««s  m  thia 
assembly  quite  iu  the  manner  attributed  to  bar  In 
the  ancient  poets  ;  thus  we  tee  in  VirgH  tbnl 
she  is  all  mildneis,  and  at  every  word  breathes 
ambrosia; 

■       ■        AtiiotiVemiaatunfaftWttray 

Paueareferi. — 
She  is  to  speak  upon  this  occasion,  as  wdl  as  in 
the  case  produceid  from,  the  JEneid,  in  fevour  o€ 
ra  much  loved  son,  though  indeed  we  cannot  say 
Ithat  she  has  been  quite  so  kind  to  Hiilario,  w 
formeriy  she  was  to  .Sneas,  it  behig  evldettt  that 
'she  has  not  beelowed  upon  him  that  ln*re  of 
1  youthful  bloom,  «nd  that  liquid  radiance  of  tfan 
eye,  which  she  b  said  to  have  given  tiie  pioan 
Trqjan. 

I         l.-..*^  Lumenqne  juventsB 
I   ^      Putpnreum,  et  Isetos  oculis  afflavit  hooores. 

On  the  contrary  Venus  here  talks  of  his  black 
self,  which  makes  it  suspected  that  she  re- 
conciled herself  to  this  hue,  out  df  a  compliment 
to  Vulcan,  of  whom  she  has  frequent  favours  to 
solicit:  and  perhaps  it  may  appear  hereafter, 
that  she  procured  a  sword  for  our  hero  from  thb 
celestial  blacksmith's  forge.  One  tbtag  is  not 
a  little  surprishig,  that  while  Venus  speaks  on 
^he  side  of  Hiilario,  she  should  omit  the  real 
lutility  he  has  been  of  to  the  cause  of  love 
;by  his  ewpcrience  as  an  apothecary,  cf  which, 
^he  himself  hath  told  us,  several  have  pro- 
fited; and  it  AotM  be  temMsberad  at  the 
same  time,  that  he  actually  has  empfoyed 
ihis  person  in  the  serrice  of  Venus,  awl  has  now 
an  <mkpring  of  the  amorous  congress.  It  is  more- 
over notoriotts,  that  having,  in  his  elegant  lan- 
guage, tasted  of  the  cool  stream,  he  was  ready 
to  plunge  in  again,  and  therefore  publicly  set 
himself  up  for  a  wife,  and  thus,  became  a  for- 
tune-hunter with  his  pen ;  and  if  he  has  foiled  in 
his  design,  it  is  because  the  ladies  do  not  ap- 
prove the  new  scheme  of  propagation  without 
the  knowledge  of  a  man,  which  Hiilario  pi-e- 
tended  to  explain  so  handsomely  in  the  Lucina 
\sine  conatbilu. — But  the  truth  is,  he  never  wrote 
a  syllable  of  this  book,  though  he  transcribed 
part  of  it,  and  showed  it  to  a  bookseller,  hi  order 
1 10  procure  a  higher  price  for  his  productions. 

QVIMBUt  pLESTB^y^ 
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'^^Ue  his  black  Mlf;  Floriadft  evfir  piw, 
Shows  Tike  a  diaiiiood  in  an  Etbiop's  ear.'* 
When  Pallas— thna—«  Cease-— ye  immortals 


Nor  rob  serene  sUipUQtyof  peace— 

Sbould  Jove  biDMalf  in  caloulatiQB  Qpnil 
j  Still  negatives  to  blank  nagatioQs  ad<l» 

Bow  conU  tbe  barren  cypben  ev«r  bread. 

But  ootbiog  still  from  notbing  would  prooeed  ? 

Raise  ordqarass  ■crmngni^— or  blame. 

Inanity  will  ever  be  the  same.*" 
*'  Not  so**  (says  Pboebus)  '*my  celestial  frind, 

Fen  blank  pnvadon  has  its  use  and  end-w 
j  How  sweetly  shadows  fecommeiid  tbe  Ugbt, 
/And  daikness  renders  my   own  beans  nmre 
bright ! 

voms  ▼AitOftirM. 

DftamofH^  m  on  JBikwffi^arf'^  There  is  neither 
morality,  nor  integrity,  nor  unity,  nor  universa- 
lity in  this  poem. — inie  author  ofit  is  a  Smart;  I 
Ihcpe  to  see  a  Smartead  published ',  I  had  my 
podtet  picked  the  other  day,  as  I  was  going 
throni^  Paul's  Church-yard,  and  I  firmly  beliere 
rk  was  this  litde  aothor,  as  the  man  who  can  pun, 
'Will  also  pack  a  podset. 

Jbnii  Dsimis,  Junior. 

Inanity  wU  ever  lie,  ^c]  Our  author  does  not 
here  mean  to  list  himself  among  the  disputants 
cooceintng  pure  space,  but  the'  doctrioe  be  would 
advance,  is,  that  nothing  can  come  from  nothing. 
In  so  unbelieving  an  age  as  this,  it  is  possible  this 
tenet  may  not  li^  received,  but  if  the  reader  has 
am*nd  to  see  it  handled  at  large,  he  may  find  it 
in  Romgurtius,  vol.  16,  pagina  lOPK^De  hac 
re  nrahum  et  tnrpiter  ballucinantur  seriptores 
tamexteri  quhm  domestici.  Spatium  enim  ab- 
solutnm  et  relativum  debent  distingui,  prius- 
quam  distincta  esse  possunt ;  neque  ulla  alia  re- 
gula  adnormam  rei  metaphysics  quadrabit,quam 
triplex  consideratio  de  substantii  inanitatis,  sive* 
entjtate  nihili,  quae  quidem  consideratio  triplex 
ad  onam  reduci  potest  oecessitatem ;  nem^  idem 
spatium  de  quo  jam  satis  dictum  est.^  lliis 
ophiion  is  further  corroborated  by  the  tracts  of 
the  society  of  Bourdeaux.  Selon  la  distinction 
entre  les  choses,  qui  n'ont  pas  de  difierence,  il 
nous  faut  absolument  agr^,  que  les  idees,  qui 
ont  frapp^  Timagination,  peuveut  bien  Hre  ef- 
fiwiies,  pourvu  qo'on  ne  s'a? ise  pas  d*oublier  cet 
espsce  imBiense,  qui  eaviroone  toute  la  nature, 
et  le  syst^me  6e§  itoiles.'  Among  our  country- 
men, I  do  not  know  any  body  that  has  handled 
this  sobject  so  well  as  the  acurate  Mr.  Fielding, 
in  his  Essay  opoii  Nothing,  which  the  reader  may 
fntd  in  the  first  volnrae  of  his  Miscellanies ;  but 
with  all  due  deference  to  his  authority,  we  beg 
leave  to  dmtrnt  from  one  assertion  in  the  said 
essay  ;  the  residence  of  nothing  might  in  his 

«  *wt*i«*M  IkiMKl    a«u1  ^*  MM  a.v*' 


/ 


/ 


How  rise  irom  Mth  the  violet  and  rosa! 

From  emptiness  how  softest  music  fiows !  1 

How  absence  to  possesmon  adds  a  grape. 

And  modest  vacancy  to  all  gives  place  ? 

CnwtwiBtad  when  fair  Nature's  works  we  spy. 

More  they  alhire  the  mind  and  more  they  charm 

the  eye. 
So  from  Hillario  some  efiSsct  may  spring, 
E*en  hinH-4hat  slight  penumbra  of  a  thing.** 
Morpheus  at  length  in  the  debate  awoke. 
And  drowsily  a  few  dull  words  he  spoke — 
Declared  Hillario  was  the  friend  of  ease. 
And  had  asoporific  pow'r  to  please, 
Once  more  Hillario  he  pronounced  with  pain, 
3iit  at  the  very  soun^  vae  lull'd  to  sleep  again. 

KQTIS  VAaiORUM. 

Muskjhwt,']  ''Persons  of  most  genius,*'  says  Ow 
Inspector,  Friday  Ja^  36,  Number  587,  **  have 
in  general  been  the  lishdestof  music ;  iHr  Isaac 
Newton  was  remarkable  ibr  his  affection  for  har- 
mony ;  he  was  scaroe  ever  missed  at  the.begi»> 
ning  of  any  performance,  but  was  seldom  seen  at 
the  end  of  it"  And  indeed  of  this  opinion  is  M. 
Macuiarius;  and  he  further  adds,  that  if  sor 
Isaac  was  stttl  living,  it  is  probable  he  would  be  at 
the  beginning  of  the  Inspector's  next  song  at  Cu- 1 
per^  but  that  he  would  not  be  at  the  end  of  it,; 
may  be  proved  to  a  mathematical  demonstration, 
though  Hillario  takes  so  much  pleasure  in  beat- 
ing time  to  them  himself,  and  though  he  so  fre-i 
Suently  exclaims,  very  fine! — O  fine! — ^vastly! 
ne ! — Since  the  lucubration  of  Friday  Jan.  86th 
has  been  mentioned,  we  think  proper  to  observe 
here  that  his  Inspectorship  has  the  most  notable 
talent  at  a  motto— <iubbus  Flestrin  saith,  **  he 
is  a  tartar  for  that,"  and  of  this,  learned  reader, 
take  a  specimen  along  with  jrou.  How  aptly  upon 
the  subject  of  music  does  be  bid  his  readeis 
pluck  grapes  firom  the  k>aded  vine  i 

Carpite  de  plenis  pendentes  vitibus  uvas.     Ovid. 

The  abova-mentioned  Quinbus  Flestrin,  pefcmp-  i 
torily  says,  this  line  has  been  cavilled  at  by  some  1 
minor  critics,  because,  *<  the  grapes  are  sour  ;'>  ] 
and  indeed  of  that  way  of  thinking  is  Macuiarius,  ' 
who  hath  been  greatly  astonished  at  the  taste  of 
Hillario,  in  so  frequently  culling  from  Valerius 
Flaecus.     But  he  is  clearly  of  opinion,  that  the 
lines  from  Welstead  and  Dennis,  are  selected  with 
great  judgment,  and  are  hung  otrt  as  proper  signs 
of  what  entertainment  is  to  be  fumashed  up  to  his 
customers. 

Penumbra  qf  a  tUngt']  Whatever  mean  opinion 
Dr.  Phcsbus  may  entertain  of  his  terrestrial  bro- 
ther physician  and  poet,  on  Earth,  Hillario  Is 
talked  of  in  a  difEereot  manner,  as  will  appear 
ftook  the  following  parody  on  the  lines  prefixed  b|r 
Mr.  Dryden,  to  Milton's  Paradise  Lost. 
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Momuf  the  last  of  all»  io  merry  voooi. 

As  moderator  in  th' aiscmWy  itood. 

"  Ye  laughter-loving  pow^  ye  godsof  mirtb, 

What!  not  regard  my  deputy  on  Earth  ? 

Whose cbymic  skill  tnms  brass  to  gold  with  eaie, 
(  And  out  of  Cibber  forges  Socrates? 
^  Whose  genius  n^es  consistencies  to  fight. 

And  forms  an  union  betwixt  wrong  and  right  ? 

Who  (five  whole  days  in  senseless  malice  past) 

Bepents,  and  is  religious  at  the  last? 

MOnS  VABIOIVIf. 

nfeious  quality  of  ITillario^s  pen  is  manifnt 
from  the  following  asseveration,  which  was  pub- 
lished in  the  New  Craftsman,  and  isa  letterfirom 
a  tradesman  in  the  city. 
"  Sir, 
"Fh)m  a  motive  of  gratitude,  and  for  the  sake 
of  those  of  my  fellow-creatures,  who  may  unhap- 
pily be  affli<^  as  I  have  been  for  some  time 
past,  1  beg  leave,  through  the  channel  of  your 
paper,  to  communicate  the  disorder  I  have  la- 
boured  under,  and  the  extraordinary  cure  I  have 
lately  met  with.  I  have  had  for  many  months 
successively  a  slow  nervous  fever,  with  a  constant 
flutter  on  my  spirits,  attended  with  pertinacious 
watchings,  twitchings  of  the  nerves,  and  other 
grievous  symptoms,  which  reduced  me  to  a  more 
shadow.  At  length,  by  the  interposition  of  di- 
Tine  Providence,  a  friend  who  had  himself  ex- 
perienced it,  advised  me  to  have  recourse  to  the 
xcading  of  the  Inspectors.  I  accordingly  took  one 
of  them,  and  the  effect  it  had  upon  me  was  such 
J  that  1  fell  into  a  profound  sleep,  which  histed 
;  near  six  and  thirty  hours.  By  this  I  have  at- 
tained a  more  composed  habit  of  body,  and  I  now 
doze  away  almost  all  my  time,  but  for  fear  of  a 
lethargy,  am  ordered  to  take  them  in  smaller 
quantities.  A  paragraph  at  a  time  now  answers 
my  purpose,  and  under  Heaven  I  owe  my  sleep- 
ing powers  to  the  above-mentioned  Inspectors. 
.  I  look  upon  them  to  be  a  grand  soporiflcum  mi- 
rabile,  very  proper  to  be  had  in  all  fomilies.  He 
makes  great  allowance  to  those  who  buy  them  to 
sell  again,  or  to  send  abroad  to  the  planUtions; 
and  the  above  fact  1  am  ready  to  attest  whenever 
called  upon.  Given  under  my  hand  this  4th  day 
of  January,  1753.  .  . 

*«  Humphrey  Rpberts,  Weavej,  m  Cnspm- 
street,  Spital-fieWs,  opposite  the  White 

Forges  Socrates,^  Socrates  was  the  father  of  the 
truest  philosophy  that  ever  appeared  in  the  world, 
and  though  he  has  not  drawn  God's  image,  which 
was  reserved  for  the  light  of  the  gospel,  he  has 
'  at  least  given  the  shadow,  which  together  with 
his  exemplary  life,  induces  Erasmus  to  cry  out, 
Sanete  Socrates,  ora  pre  no/nt ;  of  Mr.  Cibter  we 
•i^Qil  uv  nothing,    as  he  has  said  abundantly 


A  paltry  plajr'r,  that  in  no  parts  soceeed^ 
A  hackney  writer,  whom  no  mortal  reads. 

MOTES  TAaiotUM. 

I  florid  Hillario  becomes,  in  Woodward's  phrase,  a 
lay  preacher ;  bat  his  flimsy,  heavy,  impotent 
lucubrations  have  rather  been  of  pr^udice  to  the 
good  old  cause ;  and  we  bear  that  there  is  now 
^preparing  for  the  press,  by  a  very  eminent  di- 
vine, a  defence  of  Christianily  against  the  misre- 
presentations of  a  certain  officious  writer ;  and 
for  the  present  we  think  proper  to  apply  an  epi- 
gram, occasioned  by  a  dispute  between  two  beam 
concerning  religion. 

On  grace,  free  will,  and  mysteries  high. 
Two  wits  haranj^'d  the  table ; 
;  J — n  H — 11  believes  he  knows  not  why, 
Tom  swears 'tis  all  a  fable. 

Peace,  Idiots,  peace,  and  both  agree> 

Tbm  kiss  thy  empty  brother ; 
Religion  laughs  at  foes  like  thee. 

But  dreads  a  friend  like  t'other. 

A  paltry  pUi^r,  ^c]  It  appears  tiiat  the  first 
efibrt  of  this  nniversal  genius,  who  is  lately  be- 
come remarkable  as  Uie  Bol>adil  of  literature, 
was  to  excel  in  Pantomine.  What  was  the  event  ? 
— he  was  damned. — Mr.  Cross,  the  prompter, 
took  great  pains  to  fit  him  for  the  part  of  Oroo- 
noko— he  was  damned. — He  attempted  Captain 
Blandford — he  was  damned. — He  acted  Coratant 
in  the  Prevok'd  Wife— he  was  danmed. — He  re- 
presented  the  Botanist  in  Romeo  and  Juliet,  at 
the  Little  Theatre  in  the  Hay-market,  under  the 
direction t>f  Mr.  Tlie.Cibber---he  was  damned.— 
He  appeared  in  the  character  of  Lothario,  at  the 
celebrated  theatre  in  May-Fair — ^he  was  damned 
there  too.  Mr.  Cross,  however,  to  alleriate  his 
miHurtune,  charitably  bestowed  upon  him  a  15th 
ipart  of  his  own  benefit.  See  the  Gentleman** 
JMagazine  for  last  December,  and  also  Wood- 
Iwaid's  letter,  passim. 

No  mortal  read,"}  Notwithstanding  this  asser- 
tion of  Momus,  our  hero  pro  e&  quA  est  vere- 
•cundia,  compareth  himself  to  Addison  and  Steele, 
Iwhich  occasioned  the  folkming  epigram,  by  the 
right  hon.  the  earl_*  ♦  ♦  addressed  to  the  right 
honourable  G — 


Art  thou  not  angry,  learning's  great  protector. 
To  hear  that  flimsy  author,  the  Inspector, 
Of  cant,  of  puflf,  that  daily  vam  inditer. 
Call  Addison,  or  Steele,  his  brother  writer  ? 
\So  a  pert  H— 11  (in  .Ssop's  fabling  days) 
;Swoln  up  with  vanity,  and  self-giv'n  praise. 
To  his  huge  neighbour  mountain  might  have 

said, 
"  See,  (brother)  how  We  Mountains  lift  the 
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Hie  tnMipet  of  a  b*se  fteserted  emote, 
t^ann'd  to  the  scandal  of  hit  own  applaiue ; 
While  tboi  he  stands  a  general  wit  coolest, 
With  ail  these  titles,  all  these  talento  Uest, 
r  Be  he  hy  Jore's  authority  assigned, 
jTbe  universal  butt  of  all  mankind.'' 

So  ^Mifce  and  ceas'd  the  joy-exciting  god. 
And  Jove  immediate  gave  th'  assenting  nod. 
When  Fame  her  adamantine  trump  uprear'd, 
And  thus  th*  irrevocable  doom  declared. 

"  While  in  the  vale  perennial  fountains  flow. 
And  fracrant  zephyrs  musically  blow, 
While  the  majestic  sea  from  pole  to  pole. 
In  horrible  magnificence  shall  roll. 
While  yonder  glorious  canopy  on  high 
Shall  overhang  the  curtains  of  the  sky, 
Whilethegay  Masons  their  due  course  shall  run, 
lUledhy  the  brilliant  stars  and  golden  Sun, 
tWhile  wit  and  fool  antagonisU  shall  be. 
And  sense  and  taste  and  nature  shall  agree. 
While  lofve  shall  live,  and  rapture  shall  Rsjoice, 
^ed  by  the  notes  of  Handel,  Ame  and  Boyce, 
■While  with  joint  force  o'er  humour's  droll  domain, 
Cervantes,  Fielding,  Lncian,  Swift  shall  reign. 
While  thinking  figures  from  the  canvas  start, 
Aad  Hogarth  is  the  Oarrick  of  his  art. 

MOTBS  VABIOaOII.    . 

Tletrumpei,  ^e.]  In  a  very  pleasant  accoont 
of  the  riots  in  Orary-lane  play-house,  by 
Heary  Finding,  esq.  we  find  the  following 
hoinoinMai  description  of  our  hero  in  the  cha- 
racter of  a  trampeier.  *«  Th^  all  ran  away 
taocept  the  trumpeter,  who  having  an  em- 
pyema m  his  side,  as  well  as  several  dreadful 
braises  on  his  breech,  was  taken.  When  he  was 
brought  helbre  Garrick  to~  be  examined,  he^d 
the  ninnies,  to  whom  be  had  the  honour  to  be 
trumpeter,  had  resented  the  use  made  of  the 
monsters  by  Garrick.  That  it  was  unfair,  that  it 
was  cruel,  that  it  was  inhuman  to  employ  a 
nan's  own  subjects  against  him.  That  Rich  was 
lawful  sovereign  over  all  the  monstent  in  the  uni- 
verse, with  much  more  of  the  same  kind ;  all 
which  Oarricfc  seemed  to  think  unworthy  of  an 
answer;  but  when  the  trumpeter  challenged  him 
as  his  acqn^ntanoe,  the  chief  with  great  disdain 
turned  bis  back,  and  ordered  the  fellow  to  be  dis- 
missed with  fun  power  of  trumpeting  again  on 
what  side  be  pleased."  Hillario  has  since  trum- 
^peted  in  the  cause  of  pantumime,  the  gaudy  sce- 
Jneryof  which  with  great  judgment  he  dismisses 
'from  the  Opera-bouse,  and  saith,  it  is  now  fixed 
in  ita  proper  place  in  the  theatre.  On  this  oo- 
casion,  Biacalarins  cannot  help  exclaiming,  "  O 
Sba^espear !  O  Jonson  I  rest,  rest,  perturbed 
^lirits.'' 

Handel^  Ame,  and  Boyee,'\  The  first  of  these 
gentlemen  nuy  be  justly  looked  upon  as  the  Mil- 
ton of  masic,  and   the  talents  of  the  two  latter 

Ka      AMtllnt^t^tJl     Urn,     «»olln.«» 


So  long  in  gross  stupidity^ 

SbaU  H-ll  th'  arch-dunce 

dunce  supreme." 


6S 


remain  o'er  every 


KOTXS  VARIOBUM. 

Mr.  Hogarth  entertains  of  our  hero's  writings, 
may  be  guessed  at,  by  any  one  who  will  take  thei 
pleasure  of  looking  at  a  print  called  Beer-street,  \ 
in  which  Hillario's  critique  upon  the  Royal  So- 
ciety is  put  into  a  basket  directed  to  the  trunk- 
maker  in  St.  Paul's  Church-yard.  I  shall  only 
just  observe  that  the  same  compliment  in  thia 
passage  to  Mr.  Hogarth  is  reciprocal,  and  reflects 
a  lustre  on  Mr.  Garrick,  both  of  them  baring  si- 
milar talents,  equally  capable  of  the  highest 
elevation,  and  of  representing  the  ordinary  scenes 
of  life,  with  the  most  exquisite  humour. 

Conclusion  ]  And  now,  candid  reader,  Marti- 
nus  Macularius  bath  attended  thee  throughout 
the  first  book  of  this  most  delectable  poem.  As 
it  is  not  improbable  that  those  will  be  inquisitive 
after  the  particulars  relathog  to  this  thy  commen- 
tator, he  here  gives  thee  notice  that  he  is  prepar- 
ing for  the  press,  Memoirs  of  Martinus  Macula- 
rius, with  his  travels  by  sea  and  land,  together! 
with  his  fligbts  aerial,  aiid  descents  subterra- 
neous, &c.  And  in  the  mean  time  he  bids  thee 
farewell,  until  the  appearance  of  the  second  hook 
of  the  Hilliad,of  which  we  will  say,  spedosamira- 
cula  promet.  And  soas  Terence  says,  Vos  valete 
k  plaudite. 


THE  C  y 

JUDGMENT  OF  MIDAS^ 

A  MASQUE. 
Auriculas  Asini  Mida  Rex  habet    Jvv. 


pbbsons  hbpresbnted. 

Ah>llo. 

Pan. 

TiMOLUs,  God  of  the  Mountain. 

Midas. 

Calliopb. 

Mblpombsb. 

Satyrs,  &c. 


TimoluM^  MiUnoe^  and  Jgno^  Iw9  ffood- 

TIMOLUS. 

A  GMO,  to  day  we  wear  our  acorn  crown,  I 
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MCLfirOB. 


That  task, 
Sire  of  tbeie  shades,  is  done.    On  yester  eve. 
Assisted  by  a  thousand  friendly  fays 
While  fav'ring  Dian  held  fier  gfitt'ring  lamp, 
Weply'dDur  nightly  toils,  norply'd  we  long. 
For  art  was  not  the  mistress  of  our  revels, 
Twas  gentle  Nature,  whom  we  jointly  woo^d  ; 
She  beurd,  and  yielded  to  the  fonus  we  taught 
her. 

Yet  still  remained  herself Simplicity, 

Pair  Nature's  genuine  daughter,  too  was  there. 
So  soft,  yet  so  magnificent  of  mien. 
She  shone  all  omaoient  without  a  gem. 
The  blithsome  Flora,  ever  sweet  and  young. 
Offered  her  Tariovs  store  :  we  culPd  a  few 
I  To  robe,  and  recommend  our  darksome  Terdura, 
!  But  shumi'd  to  be  luxuriant* — 

TIHOLirS. 

It  was  welL 
Agno,  thy  looks  are  pensi? e :  what  dejects 
Thy  pleasure-painted  aspect }  Sweetest  nympln 
Thateter  tiod  the  turf,  or  sowght  the  shade, 
Bpedk,  nor  conceal  a  thought. 

King  of  the  woods, 

I  tretnMe  for  the  royal  arbiter. 

Tis  hard  to  judge,  whene'er  thiB  great  contend. 

Sure  to  displease  the  Tanquish'd  :  when  such 
I  Contest  the  laurel  with  such  anient  strife,[pow*r8 
'  nis  not  the  sentence  of  ftdr  equity, 

Bb.  'tis  their  pleasure  that  is  right  or  wrong. 

TIMOLUt. 

Tis  well  remark'^,  and  On  experience  founded. 
I  do  remember  that  my  sister  Ida 
(When  as  on  her  own  shadowy  mount  we  met. 
To  celebrate  the  birth-day  of  the  Spring, 
And  th'  orgies  of  the  May)  wouM  oft  recount 
The  rage  of  the  indignant  goddesses. 
When  shepherd  Paris  to  the  Cyprian  queen. 
With  hand  obsequious  gave  the  golden  toy. 
Heaven's  queen,  the  sister  and  the  wife  of  Jove, 
Rag'd  like  a  feeble  mortal;  foll'n  she  seem'd. 
Her  deity  in  human  passions  lost : 
Ev'n  wisdom's  goddess,  jealObsof  her  form, 
Beem'd  her  own  attribute  her  second  virtue. 
Both  vow'd  and  sought  revenge. 

Al»lf0. 

If  such  the  fate 
Of  him  whojudg'd  aright,  what  mudt  be  his 
Who  shall  mistake  the  cause  ?  for  much  I  doubt 
The  skill  of  Mklas.  siBoe  his  fotal  wish,        [gift 


That  such  m  ttiqiirB  shou^  be  eqwiifcla. 
Unless  he  goebt  at  jttitioe. 

TtllOUJS. 

Soft—- vM)  moK 
'Tis  oors  to  wiib  for  Pan,  and  fear  from  Msuelnis, 
Whose  near  appiDach  I  hear.  Ye  mateiy  cedars. 
Forth  from  your  summits  bow  your  awfiil  heads. 
And  fefverence  the  gods.    Let  my  whole  moon- 
tain  tremble. 
Not  with  a  fearful,  but  religloQs  awe. 
And  holiness  of  horror.    You,  ye  winds. 
That  ndBke  soft,  solemnmusic'moogsttfaeleawflf 
;  Be  all  to  stillness  bush'd ;  and  thon,  tfaehr  echo, 
'listen,  aild  bold  thy  peace;  for  see  Qiey  come* 

Seene  (jperu,  and  ditcooen  Apdlo,  uHemM  hy 
Clio  and  Melpomene,  on  Me  rif^  hmtd  if 
Midas,'d»<<  Pan  <m  the  left,  trium  TkDDha,»i<A 
Agao  and  MeUaoe,  join^ 


Begm,  cdestial  candidates  for  praise. 
Begin  the  tuneful  contest :  I,  mean  while. 
With  heedful  notice  and  attention  meet. 
Will  weigh  your  merits,  and  decide  your 


'  From  Jove  begin  the  rapturous  song, 
ToVnn  our  espKoitlays  bofeug. 

We  are  his  oibpring  all  s 
Twashe,  vrtloseloobs supremely Inrigfat^ 
SmiI'd  darlMime  dhaoa  into  light. 

And  firamM  this  glarioQS  bott. 


Sytvanus,  in  his  shadowy  grove, 
I'be  seat  of  rural  peace  and  love. 

Attends  my  DoncJays ; 
By  th'  attar  on  the  myrtle  mount,    [fount. 
Where  pUys  the  wood-nymph*s  fovourite 

I'll  celebrate  his  praise. 


Parnassus,  where's  thy  boasted  height* 
Where,  Pegasus,  thy  fire  and  flight. 
Where  all  your  thoughts  so  bold  -and  (ne. 
Ye  daughters  of  Mnemosyne } 
If  Pan  o'er  Phoebus  can  prevail. 
And  the  great  god  of  verse  shou'd  foil  ? 


From  Nature's  works,  and  Nature**  haH^ 
We  find  delight,  and  seek  applause; 
-The  pratdhig  streams  and  aephyrs  bland. 
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« 


life  and  er^  jof  idhiM  mH, 
If  Pliod>iis  shone  oot  on  taem  alL 

MBLnrof. 

We  diant  to  Phoebus,  ling  ofdsy, 
The  momfog  and  the  evening  lay, 
BotPan,  each  satyr,  nymph  and  &wn. 
Adore  as  butreat  of  the  lawn ; 
From  peevish  March  to  joyous  June, 
He  keepa  ear  restless  souls  in  tune. 
Without  his  oalen  rsed  and  sang, 
PboBbusy  thy  days  wou'd  wmmti^kmg. 

AFOUS. 

Am  Inoih^  who,  prescient  fnm on  hiffh. 
Send  a  long  look  thro*  aM  liitwil^ » 
Am  I  not  be,  to  whotatofwhijong 
The  powers  of  m^d'ctne,  nulody  andsoog?  j 
Difiusely  liberal,  aadivii»e|y  bright,  ^ 

£yt  of  the  universe  and  sice  oC  light 

O'er  oots  and  vales,  andeveiy  shepherd  swain^ 

In  peaceable  pre-enunence  I  reign ; 

With  pipe  on  plain,  and  nymi^i  in  secret  grove^ 

The  day  is  moaic,  and  the  night  is  love. 

I,  blest  with  these,  nor  envy  nor  desire 

Thygandy  chariot,  or  thy  golden  lyre. 

GUO. 

Sbop  as  the  dansi  ditpsb  Urn  dasfc,      ' 
niufitrious  Pbdabus  ^gioe  f  appear, . 

Prodaimed  by  the  hendd  lark. 
And  everts ahsiil  thanlinlssr, 

The  Pexsian  pays  his  morning  vowi 

And  all  the  turbanM  easterns  bow. 

▲euro* 

Soon  as  the  evening  shadesadvance,  ^ 
And  the  gilt  glow-aronn  glitters  fiur> 

For  rustic  gambol,  gibe  and  dance. 
Fawns,  nymphs  and  dryads  all  prepare^ 

I^m  shall  his  swfins  from  toil  relieve. 

And  ruielbe  revels  of  the  eve. 

MELTOMBir^. 

tn  nmnbers  as  smooth  fsCalKrhoe'li  stream. 
Glide  the  silver  ton'd  versQ  when  ApoUo's  the 


While  on  hisiewn  asountCypariBBus  is  seen, 
And  Daphne  praserwis  her  iaiautable  grsea. 
W«*U  bail  Hyperion  witji  transport  so  lung> 
lh>  inventor,  the  ptttwei  anisubrjectofsong. 

Wlule  en  the  calm  ocean  the  halcyon  shall  breed, 


Ea/«rhio Satyrs,  enrf crown MmAS  na«l«^ 


▲POU4>. 


'Such  rural  honours  afl  the  gods  deoioe, 
To  those  who  sing  like  Pan,  and  judge  hke  thee. 
lExiunt  oHinci. 


RBJSON  AND  IMJGINATJON.. 

A  FABLE. 

lMAoiifATioii»  in  the  flight 

Of  young  desire  and  gay  delight^ 

Began  to  thiok  upon  a  mate ^ 

As  weary  of  a  single  stats ; 

For  sick  of  change,  as  left  at  will, 

Andcloy'd  with  entertainment  still* 

She  thought  it  better  to  be  grave. 

To  settle,  to  take  up,  and  save. 

She  therefore  to  her  chamber  spod^ 

And  thus  at  first  attired  her  hesd. 

Upon  her  hair,  with  brilliants  grac'd* 

Her  tow'r  of  bcsamy  gold  she  plic»d : 

Her  ears  with  pendent  jewels  giow'd 

Of  various  water,  curious  nude^ 

As  nature  sports  the  wintry  ice. 

In  many  a  whimsical  device. 

Her  eye-brows  arch*d  upon  the  stream 

Of  rays,  beyond  the  piercing  beam  f 

Her  cheeks  in  matchless  colour  high, 

She  veilM  to  fix  the  gazer's  eve; 

Her  paps,  as  white  as  fiuicy  draws, 

She  covered  with  a  crimson  gauze ; 

And  on  her  wings  she  threw  perfume 

From  buds  of  everlasting  bloom, 

Her  none,  ungirded  from  her  vest. 

She  wore  across  her  swelling  breast ; 

On  which,  in  gems,  this  verse  was  wrought, 

**  I  make  and  shift  the  scenes  of  thought." 

In  her  right  hand  a  wand  she  held. 

Which  magic's  utmost  pow^r  excelled  ; 

And  in  her  left  retoin'd  a  cbM, 

With  figures  &r  surpassing  art. 

Of  other  natures,  suns  and  moons. 

Of  other  moves  to  hi«^  tunes. 

The  sylphs  and  sylphids,  fleet  u  light. 

The  furies  of  the  gamesome  night, 

Themuses,  graces,  all  attend 

Her  service,  to  bcr  ioumey's  end : 

And  Fortune,  8ometimes«4her  hand. 

Is  now  the  fhv'rite  of  her  band, 

DispatchM  before  the  news  to  bear. 

And  all  th'  adventure  to  prepare. 

Beneath  an  holm-tree's  friendly  shade. 
Was  Reason's  little  cottage  made;   . 
Before*  a  river  deep  and  still ; 
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Is  ooming  to  your  homdy  cot, 
1*0  <Jall  yoa  to  a  nobler  lot ; 
I,  Fortune,  pnimise  wcmlth  and  pow*r« 
By  way  of  matrimonial  dow'r : 
Preferment  crowns  the  i^oldenday, 
When  foir  occasion  leads  the  way." 
Thus  spake  tlie  frail,  capricious*  da  me, 
When  she  that  sent  the  message  came. — 

**  From  drst  invention's  highest  sphere, 
I,  queen  of  imagery,  appear; 
And,t^row  myself  at  Reason's  feet,  " 

Upon  a  weighty  point  to  treat. 
You  dwell  alone,  and  arc  too  grave; 
You  make  jrourself too  much  a  slave; 
Your  shrewd  deductions  run  a  length, 
Till  all  your  spirits  waste  their  strength: 
Your  fov*rite  logic  is  full  close ; 
Your  morals  are  to  much  a  dose ; 
You  ply  your  studies  'till  you  risk 
Your  sen8es->-you  should  be  more  brisk — 
The  doctors  socm  will  find  a  flaw. 
And  lock  you  up  in  chains  and  straw. 
But,  if  you  are  inclined  to  take 
The  gen'rous  offer  wliich  I  make, 
I'll  lead  you  from  this  hole  and  ditch, 
To  gay  conception's  top-most  pitch ; 
To  those  bright  plains,  where  crowd  in  swarms 
The  spirits  of  fantastic  forms ; 
To  planets  populous  with  elves; 
To  natures  still  above  themselves. 
By  soaring  to  the  wond'rous  height 
Of  notions,  which  they  still  create  ; 
ni  bring  you  to  the  pearly  cars. 
By  dragons  drawn,  above  the  stars ; 
To  colours  of  Arabian  glow ; 
And  fo  the  heart-dilating  show 
Of  paintings,  which  surmount  the  life : 
At  once  your  tufress,  and  your  wife." — 

•*  Soft,  soft,"  (says  Reason)  "  lovely  friend 

Tho*  to  a  pariey  I  attend, 
I  cannot  Uke  thee  fi>r  a  mate; 
Pm  lost,  if  e'er  I  change  my  state, 
•    But  whensoe'er  your  raptures  rise, 
Pll  try  to  come  with  my  supplies; 
To  muster  up  my  sober  aid. 
What  time  your  lively  pow'rs  invade; 
To  act  conjointly  in  the  war 
On  dulness,  whom  we  both  abhor; 
And  ev'ry  sally  that  you  make, 
I  most  be  there,  for  conduct's  sake  ; 
Thy  correspondent,  thine  ally; 
Or  any  thing,  but  bind  and  tye — 
But,  ere  this  treaty  be  agreed. 
Give  uie  thy  wand  and  winged  steed : 
Take  thou  this  compass  and  this  rule. 
That  wit  may  cease  to  play  the  fool; 
And  that  Ihy  rot'ries  who  are  bom 
For  praise,  may  never  sink  to  scorn.'' 


NEfF  FERSION  OF  THE  PSJLMS. 


PSAT.M  rVT  VITT- 


Praise  him,  arch-angclic  band. 
Ye  that  in  bis  presence  stand ; 
Praise  him,  ye  that  watch  and  pray, 
Michael's  myriads  in  array. 

Praise  him.  Sun  at  each  extreme. 
Orient  streak,  and  western  beam; 
Moon  and  stars  of  mystic  dance, 
Silv'ring  in  the  blue  expanse. 

Praise  him,  O  ye  heighU  that  soat 
Heav'n  and  Heav'n  for  evermore  j 
And  ye  streams  of  living  rill 
Higher  yet  and  purer  still. 
Let  them  praise  his  glorious  name. 
From  whoae  fruitful  wosd  they  caoic  ; 
And  they  flrst  began  to  be 
As  he  gave  the  great  decree. 

I  Their  constituent  parts  he  founds 
For  dorat  ion  without  bounds ; 
And  their  covenant  has  seaPd, 
Which  shall  never  be  repeal'd. 

Praise  the  Lord  on  earth's  domains; 

Praise,  ye  mutes,  that  sea  contains; 

They  that  on  the  surface  leap. 

And  the  dragons  of  the  deep. 

Batt'ring  hail,  and  fires  that  glow. 
Streaming  vapours,  plumy  snow; 
Wind  and  storm,  his  wrath  incurr'd 
Wing'd  and  pointed  at  his  word. 
Mountains  of  enonnoRis  scale, 
Every  hill  and  every  vale ; 
Fruit  trees  of  a  thousand  dies. 
Cedars  that  perftnne  the  skies  I 
Beasts  that  haunt  the  woodland  maze,* 
Nibbling  flocks  and  droves  that  graze  ; 
Reptiles  of  amphibious  breed, 
Feather*d  millions  fbrm'd  for  speed. 

Kings,  with  Jesus  for  their  guide. 
Peopled  regions  for  and  wide ; 
Heroes  of  their  country's  cause. 
Princes,  judges  of  the  laws. 
Age  and  childhood,  youth  and  mid» 
To  his  name  your  praise  be  paid ; 
For  his  word  is  worth  akme 
Far  above  bis  crown  and  throne. 

He  shall  dignify  the  crest 
Of  his  people,  rais'd  and  blest; 
While  we  serve  with  praise  and  pray*rf. 
All  in  Christ  his  saints  aikd  heirs. 


ODE  TO  LORD  BARNARD^ 

on  HIS  ACCESSION  TO  THAT  TrTtl. 

Sis  licet  fclix  ubicunque  mavis, 
£tmemorno8tri.  Hoe.. 

MttPOMBTfE,  who  charm'st  the  skies. 
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AndaU her  «her  traoips employ, 
And  thob  restraiD  thy  tuneful  haud^ 
And  thou  ao  idle  lisfner  stand 

Amidst  the  goteral  joy } 

farbtd  it,  all  ye  powers  above. 

That  human  hearts  can  try. 
Forbid  it  gratititde  and  lof  e. 

And  every  tender  tye  : 
Was  it  not  he,  whose  pious  cares 
Upheld  me  in  my  earliest  years. 

And  cheer'd  roe  from  his  ample  store, 
Who  animated  my  designs, 
b  Roman  and  Athenian  mines. 

To  search  for  learning's  ore  ? 

Tho  royal  hand,  my  lord,  shall  raiso 

To  nobler  heighutby  name, 
Who  praises  thee,  shall  meet  with  praise 

EonoUedin  thy  &me. 
A  diapositioQ  form'd  to  please. 
With  digvatj  cndear'd  by  ease. 

And  grandeur  in  good  nature  lost, 
Have  mora  of  genuine  ^lesert. 
Have  more  the  merit  of  the  heart, 
.    Than  arts  and  arms  can  boast. 

Can  I  forget  feir  Rahy's "  towers, 

How  awfiil  and  how  great ! 
Can  1  forget  such  blissful  bowers. 

Such  splendour  in  retreat ! 
Where  me,  ev^  me,  an  infant  bard, 
Cleveland  *  and  Hope  >  indulgent  heard. 

(Then,  Fame,  1  felt  thy  first  alarms) 
Ah,  much  lov*d  pair ! — tho^  one  is  fled. 
Still  one  compensates  for  the  dead, 

In  merit  and  in  charms. 

O  more  than  compensation,  sure!  ^ 

O  blessings  on  thy  life ! 
Long  may  the  three-fold  bliss  endure, 

In  daughters,  sons,  and  wife! 
Bibpe,  copyist  of  her  mother's  mind. 
Is  loveliest,  liveliest  of  her  kind. 

Her  soul  with  every  virtue  teems, 
Bynone  in  wit  or  worth  outdone. 
With  eyes,  that  sbinmg  on  the  Sun, 

Defy  his  brightest  beams. 

Hark  I  Charity's  cherubic  voice 

Calls  to  her  numerous  poor. 
And  bids  their  languid  hearts  re^ice. 

And  points  to  Raby's  door ; 
With  open  heart  and  open  hands. 
There,  Hospitality— shesUnds, 

A  nymph,  whom  men  and  gods  admire, 
Dauf^ier  of  heavenly  Goodness  she, 
Her  sister's  Oenenwity, 

And  Honour  is  her  sire. 

What  thoogh,  my  lord,  betwixt  us  lie 

Full  many  an  envious  league. 
Such  vast  eident  of  sea  and  sky. 

As  even  the  eye  fetigue; 
Though  interposing  Ocean  raves, 
And  heaves  his  Heaven-assaulting  waves, 

■  His  kMdsfaip^s  seat  hi  the  county  of  Durtitm. 
*  Her  late  grace  of  aevelaod. 
'The  honourable  Mis.  Hope. 


While  oo  the  shores  the  billows' beat. 
Yet  still  my  grateful  Muse  is  ree, 
To  tune  her  warmest  strains  to  thee. 

And  lay  them  at  thy  feet 

Goodness  is  ever  kindly  prone 

To  feign  what  fate  denies. 
And  others  want  of  worth  t'atone. 

Finds  in  herself  supplies: 
Thus  dignity  itself  restrains. 
By  oondesoension's  silken  reins. 

While  you  the  lowly  Muse  upraise ; 
When  such  the  thetne,  so  mean  the  bard» 
Not  to  Tfject  is  to  reward. 

To  pardon  is  to  praise. 


ODE  TO  LADY  HARRIOT. 

To  Harriot  all  accoroplish'd  feir. 
Begin,  ye  Nine,  a  grateful  air; 
Ye  Graces,  join  her  worth  to  tell. 
And  blazon  what  you  can*t  excel!. 

Let  Flora  rifle  all  her  bow'rs. 
For  f^grant  shrubs,  and  painted  flow'rs, 
And,  in  her  verual  robes  array'd. 
Present  them  to  the  noble  maid. 

Her  breath  shall  give  them  new  perfume, 
Her  blushes  shall  their  dyesoutbloom; 
The  lily  now  no  more  shall  boast 
Its  whiteness,  in  her  bosom  lost. 

See  yon  delicious  woodbraes  rise 
By  oaks  exalted  to  the  skies. 
So  view  in  Harriot's  matchless  mind 
Humility  and  greatness  join'd. 

To  paint  her  dignity  and  ease, 
Form'd  to  command,  and  form'd  to  please. 
In  wreaths  expressive  be  there  wove 
The  birds  of  Venus  and  of  Jove. 

There  where  th'  immortal  laurel  grows. 
And  there,  where  bloems  the  crimson  rose» 
Be  with  this  line  the  chaptet  bound. 
That  beauty  is  with  virtue  crown'd. 


ODB  TO  THE  EARL  OF  NORTHUM^ 
BERLAND, 

ON   HIS  BBINO    APPOINTED   LOID   LIEUTRNAKT  OP. 
ISKLAMD,    PRESBNTBD   ON   THI   BiaTH-OAT 

OF   LOBD  WABK WORTH.  » 

Whatb'eb  distinguish'd  patriots  rise. 
The  times  and  manners  to  revise. 

And  drooping  merit  raise. 
The  song  of  triumph  still  pursues 
Their  footsteps,  and  the  moral  Muie 

Dwells  sweetly  on  their  praise. 

It  is  a  task  of  true  delight. 
The  ways  of  goodness  to  recite. 

And  all  her  works  refln'd ; 
Though  modest  greatness  under  rata 
Its  lustre;  'tis  as  fix'd  as  fate. 

Says  truth  with  music  join'd. 
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All  hail  to  thisMifiKokms  moni» 
When  we,  for  gallant  Warkworth  boiB, 

Our  gratulatioQd  pay : 
Though  Virtue  all  the  live-long  year» 
Refose  her  eulogy  to  hear, 

She  must  attend  to  day. 

An  hail  to  that  tianscendant  h.\t. 
That  crown 'd  thy  wishes  with  an  heir. 

And  bless'd  her  native  land  s 
Still  shoots  thy  undegenerate  line. 
Like  oak  from  oak,  and  pine  from  pine» 

As  goodly  and  as  grand. 

O  how  illustrious  and  diriiie 
Were  all  the  heroes  of  tkj  liaey 

'Gainst  Rome's  ambitious  cheatl 
Bom  all  these  base  insidious  arts, 
Which  work  the  most  in  weakest  hearts, 

Todai«andtodafeatl 

live  then  in  toumpho'er  deoeit. 
That  with  new  hoopurs  we  may  greet 

The  house  of  anns  and  arts, 
Till  blest  ezpenence  shall  eviooa 
Howlairly  you  present  that  princep 

Who^s  sovereign  of  our  hearts. 

In  pity  to  our  sister  isle 

With  sighs  we  lend  thee  for  a  while  ; 

O  be  thou  soon  restored, 
Tho' Stanhope,  Hallifax  were  there. 
We  never  had  a  man  to  spare 

Our  love  could  less  afford. 


THE  SfTEBTS  OF  EFENINC. 

The  sweets  of  evening  charm  the  mind. 

Sick  of  the  sultry  day ; 
Tlie  body  ttenno  noore  oooAa'd, 
But  exercise  wkh  freedom  joined, 

When  Phoebus  sheathes  Iim  ray. 

While  all-aerene  the  submit  Moen 
Sends  gianoes  thro'  the  treee, 

And  Philomel  begins  her  tune, 

Asteria  too  shall  help  her  soon 
With  voice  of  skilful  ease. 

A  nosegay,  every  thing  that  grows, 

And  music,  every  sound 
To  lull  the  Sun  to  his  repose ; 
The  skies  are  cokmred  like  the  rose 

With  lively  streaks  around. 

Of  all  the  changes  rung  by  time 

None  half  so  sweet  appear. 
As  those  when  thoughts  themselves  sublime. 
And  with  superior  natures  ch  ime 

Infancy's  highest  sphere. 


The  panllel  vill  OMI  ; 
O  let  oor  voice  and  hearts  comfaiQe^ 
O  let  us,  fellow  warhlen^  joNn^ 

Our  patuQoesS  to  crown. 

When  heavy  hung  thy  flagging  wing. 
When  thon  ooulo^rt  neither  move  nor  sinjg* 

Of  spirits  void  and  rest ; 
A  lovely  nymph  her  aid  apply'd, 
She  gave  the  bliss  to  Heav'n  dlied. 

And  cur*d  thee  on  her  breast 

Me  tpp  tibis  \tM  ladulgant  «aid. 
With  gen'rous  care  and  timely  aid. 

Restored  to  ovrth  and  healtbt 
Then  join'd  tohAr,  O  may  1  niovf 
By  friendship,  gratitude  and  love. 

The  poierty  of  weaHh. 


Book  1,  Ep.  «6. 
vingM 


ODE  TO   A   yiHGINIA  NICHTIN- 
GALE, 


MARTIAL. 

Whek  Brutus'  fUl  vingM   fuse  to   9toMit 
•  bfoogkt,  [aoQght. 

Those  arms  her  friends  eoBeeid*d,  her  passiea 
She  soon  peroeiv'd  their  poor  oAeioos  walee. 
Approves  theimeal,  but  at  thatr  6%  MBiles. 
What  Cato  taug]bt|,  Heaven  sm«  cannot  d^ny, 
Bereav'd  of  all,  we  still  have  |»ow'r  to  die. 
Then  down  her  throat  the  bummg  coal  copr eye^ 
<*  Go  now,  ye  fbols^  and  hide  your  swordv/'  she 
said^ 


ON  4  L4J>r 

'THltOWlHS  SM^W-BALLS  Mt  »tft   tOVBIU 

From  the  Latin  of  Petrouius  Aseeaiv8« 

W^uEK,  wanton  Cm^,  the  snowy  ocb  yen  tkOTP» 
I  feel  a  fire  before  unknown  in  snow. 
E'en  ookloitMiow  I  find  baa  pow*r  to  warm 
My  breast,  whan  iung  by  Julia's  lofoly  arm. 
T'  elude  lovePk  powevftil  arts  I  strive  in  vaiB« 
If  ice  and  snow  oao  latent  fins  oontaiik 
These frolias leave;  tfaejbrceof  beayty  piove  j 
With  equal  passion  goei  my  ardent  ]oi«. 


FABLES. 

TEE  WHOLESALE  CRITfC  AND  THE 
HOP  MERCHANT. 

FABLE  L 
Hail  to  each  ancient  sa<;red  shade 
Of  those,  who  gave  the  Muses  aid, 
Skill'd  verse  mysterious  to  unfold. 
And  set  eaeh  brilliaiit  thought  in  goUL 
Hail  Aristotle's  honoured  shrine. 
And,  great  Longinus,  hail  to  thine ; 
Ye  too,  whosejudgments  ne'er  could  fail* 
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For  cramptby  scoBtncted  9oui, 

Bom  shoiiM  they  compitteMl  the  ivMe? 

1  know  of  raaiiy  a  4eq>-leani*d  bioiher. 
Who  weighs  one  sdenoe  by  another. 
And  mmkcs  Amongst  bards  poetic  9Chisan> 
Becanse  hennderstands  the  prism ; 
Thiokt  in  acnteness  he  surpasses, 
From  knowledge  of  the  optic-glasses. 
There  are  some  critics  in  the  nation, 
ProftMindJy  vers'd  in  gravitation  ; 
Who  like  the  boDcy  and  the  great, 
Aad  judge  by  quantity  and  weight. 
Sbme  who're  eztremeiy  skilfd  in  boSldii^ 
Jadge  by  proportion,  fbrni,  and  gliding, 
And  prai«  with  a  sagacious  look 
The  architecture  of  a  book. 

Sooo  as  the  hops  arrir'd  fh>in  Kent, 
Foith  to  the  quay  the  merchant  went. 
Went  criticaUy  to  explore 
The  merit  of  the  hops  OB  Acre. 
Close  to  a  bag  he  took  his  standing. 
And  at  a  Tenture  thrust  his  hand  In; 
Then,  with  the  ibce  of  a  pbysician. 
Their  cokMir  scanned  and  their  oondttSoQ ; 
He  tnists  his  touch*  his  sraeH,  his  eyes. 
The  goods  at  once  approves  and  buys. 

GaStcbup,  so  dextrous,  droll,  and  dry. 
It  happen'd  Catcbup  there  was  by. 
Who  like  lagoP,  arch  oo  ail, 
is  nothing,  tfnot  critical. 
He  with  a  sneer  and  with  a  ^rug, 
Witheyeof  imwk,  and  face  of  pug, 
Cry'd ;  *'  Fellow,  I  admire  thy  fun. 
Thou  most  jttdiciovsly  hast  doiie. 
Who  from  ooe  handfU  boynt  ten  too. 
Does  it  not  enter  in  thy  crown. 
Some  maybe  nMmldy,  some  be  bfown  ; 
Hie  Tscanciea  with  leaves  supplied, 
Andsome  half  pick'd  end  some  half  dry  »d  ?** 
The  merchant*  who  Tom  Catchup  knew, 
(A  merchant  and  a  scjholar  too) 
Said,  «  What  Pvedone  is  notabsurd, 
I  know  mj  chap  and  take  his  word.—- 
Ob  thee,  thou  caviller  at  large, 
I  here  retort  thy  random  charge. 
Who,  in  an  hypercritic  rage, 
Jodgest  ten  volumes  by  a  page  ; 
Whoce  woDd*roos  comprebeosive  view 
Grasps  more  than  Solomon  e'er  knew ; 
With  cwery  thing  you  claim  alliance. 
Art,  trade,  profession,  catling,  science ; 
You  mate  out  all  things  by  une  rule. 
And  are  wa  universal  fool. 
Tboogh  awohi  with  vanity  and  pride, 
Yoo^rebut  one  driveller  multiplied, 
A  prig — that  proves  himself  l^  starts. 
As  many  dolti— as  there  are  arts." 


Shall  man  to  man  aftwd  derision. 
But  for  some  casual  divisiou ; 
To  malice,  and  to  mischief  prone. 
From  climate,  canton,  or  from  zone. 
Are  all  to  Idle  discord  bent. 
These  Kqi^ish  men — those  men  of  Kent  | 
And  parties  and  distinction  make, 
For  parties  and  distinction's  sake. 
Souls  sprung  from  an  etheriat  flame^ 
However  clad,  are  still  the  same ; 
Nor  should  we  judge  the  heart  or  bead* 
By  air  we  breathe,  or  earth  we  trosd^ 
Dame  Nature,  who,  all  meritorious^ 
In  a  true  Englishman  is  glorious ; 
Is  lively,  honest,  brave  and  bonny. 
In  Monsieur,  Tafiy,  Teague,  and  Sawney. 
Give  prejudices  to  the  wind. 
And  let's  be  patriots  of  mankind* 
Bigots,  avaunt,  sense  can't  endure  yc^ 
But  fabulists  should  try  to  cure  ye. 

A  snnb-nos'd  dog  to  fat  inciin'd 
Of  the  true  bogan  mogdu  kind, 
Thefiivouriteof  an  Kuglish  dame. 
Mynheer  Van  Trumpo  was  bis  name^ 
One  morning  as  be  chanc'd  to  range. 
Met  honest  Towzer  on  the  'Change  ; 
"  And  whom  have  we  got  here,  I  beg^* 
Quoth  he, — andlifted  up  hb  leg; 
**  An  English  dog  can't  take  an  airing. 
But  foreign  scoundrels  must  be  staring. 
I'd  have  ywv  French  dogs  and  your  Spanish, 
And  all  3rour  Dutch  and  all  your  Danist^ 
By  which  our  species  is  confounded. 
Be  hang'd,  be  poison'd,  or  be  drowned^ 
No  mercy  on  the  race.suspected. 
Greyhounds  from  Italy  excepted : 
By  Uiem  my  dames  ne'er  prove  big-bellied. 
For  they,  poor  toads,  are  Farrinellied. 
Well,  of  alld6gs  it  stands  confe«s'd» 
Your  English  bull  dogs  are  the  best; 
I  say  it,  and  will  set  my  hand  to't, 
Cambden  records  it,  and  PH -stand  to*t 
Tis  true  we  have  too  mueb  urbanity, 
Somewhat  overcharged  with  soft  humanity; 
The  best  things  mutt  find  food  lor  railing. 
And  every  creature  has  its  fiiiling." 

"  And  who  are  you  >"  reply'd  Van  Trump, 
(Curiing  his  tail  upon  his  rump) 
**  Vaunting  the  regions  of  distraction. 
The  land  of  party  and  of  faction. 
In  all  fair  Europe,  who  but  we. 
For  national  economy ; 

For  wealth  and  peace,  that  have  more  charms. 
Than  learned  arts,  or  noisy  arras  ? 
You  envy  us  our  dancing  bogs. 
With  all  the  music  of  the  frogs ; 
Joined  to  the  Tretchsciitz's  bonny  loon. 
Who  on  tbecvmbal  xtimh  the  tune. 
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Our  lores,  or  toy  kind  assiftanoe. 
That  may  be  granted  at  a  distance ; 
But  if  you  go  to  brag,  good  bye  t'  ye, 
Kor  dare  to  brave  the  High  and  Mighty.** 
-  '*  Wrong  are  you  both,"  r^ins  a  quail. 
Confined  within  its  wiry  jail : 
•*  Frequent  from  realm  to  realm  IVe  ranged 
And  with  the  seasons,  climates  chang'd. 
Mankind  is  ncA  so  void  of  grace. 
But  good  I've  found  in  every  place : 
I've  seen  sincerity  in  France, 
Amongst  the  Germans  complaisance ; 
In  foggy  Holland  wit  may  reign, 
I've  known  humility  in  Spain ; 
Free'd  was  I  by  a  turban'd  Turk, 
Whotfe  life  was  one  entire  good  work ; 
And  in  this  land,  frur  freedom's  boast, 
Behotd  my  liberty  is  lost 
BesjMs'd  Hibemia  have  I  seen. 
Dejected  like  a  widow'd  queen ; 
Her^  robe  withdignity  long  worn. 
And  cap  of  liberty  were  torn ; 
Her  broken  fife,  and  harp  unstrung. 
On  the  uncultur'd  ground  were  flung ; 
Down  lay  her  spear,  defil'd  with  rust. 
And  book  of  leaning  in  the  dust ; 
Her  loyalty  still  blameless  found. 
And  hospitality  renownM : 
No  more  the  voice  of  fame  engross'd. 
In  discontent  and  clamour  lost — 
Ah  !  dire  corruption,  art  thou  spread. 
Where  never  viper  reaT'4  it's  head  ? 
And  didst  thy  baleful  influence  sow, 
Where  hemlock  nor  the  nightshade  grow. 
Hapless,  disconsolate,  and  brave, 
Hibemia  !  who'll  Hibemia  save  ? 
Who  shall  assist  thee  in  thy  woe. 
Who  ward  from  thee  the  fatal  blow } 
'Tis  done,  the  glonous  work  is  done, 
*  All  thanks  to  Heaven  and  Hartington. 


-FASHION  AND  NIGHT. 
FABLE  IIL 

Itoam  multa  prava  atque  iigusta  flunt  moribus. 

Tekekt. 
Faihiom,  a  motley  nymph  of  yore. 
The  Cyprian  queen  to  Porteus  bore : 
Various  herself  in  various  climes. 
She  moulds  the  manners  of  the  times ; 
And  turns  in  every  age  or  nation. 
The  chequer'd  wheel  of  variegation  ; 
Troe  female  that  ne'er  knew  her  will. 
Still  changing,  thp'  immortal  still. 
One  day  as  the  inconstant  maid 
Was  careless  on  her  sofa  laid. 
Sick  of  the  Sun  and  tir'd  with  light. 
She  thus  invok'd  the  gloomy  Night : 
"  Come-^hcse  malignant  rays  destroy. 
Thou  screen  of  shame,  and  rise  of  joy. 


Let  us  invert,  in  tby  disguise. 

That  odious  nature,  we  despise.^ 

Sheceas'd — the  sable  mantled  dame 

With  slow  approach,  and  awful,  came  ; 

And  frowbing  with  sarcastic  sneer, 

Reproacb'd  the  female  rioteer : 

"  lliat  nature  you  abuse,  my  fiur. 

Was  I  create  to  repair. 

And  contrast  with  a  friendly  shade. 

The  pictui;es  Heaven's  rich  pencil  made^ 

And  with  my  sleep  alluring  dose. 

To  give  laborious  art  repose ; 

To  mak^  both  noise  and  action  cease. 

The  queen  of  secresy  and  peace. . 

But  thou  a  rebel,  vile,  and  vain. 

Usurp 'St  my  lawful  M  domain  ; 

My  sceptre  thou  afiect'st  to  sway. 

And  all  the  various  hours  are  day  ; 

With  clamours  of  unreal  joy. 

My  sister.  Silence,  you  destroy ; 

The  blazing  lahnp's  unnatural  light 

My  eye  balU  weary  and  affright  j 

But  if  I  am  allow'd  one  shade, 

Whidi  no  intrusive  eyes  invade. 

There  all  the  atrocious  imps  of  Hell, 

Theft,  Murder,  and  Pollution  dwell : 

Think  then  how  much,  thou  toy  of  chancev 

Thy  praise  is  likely  worth  t'  inj^ce ; 

Blind  thing  that  ran*st  without  a  guide. 

Thou  whiripool  in  a  rashing  tide. 

No  nnore  my  fame  with  praise  p(»llute. 

But  damn  me  into  some  repute." 


ff  HERE'S  THE  POKER  f 
FABLE  IV. 

Thi  poker  lost,  poor  Susan  stprm'd. 

And  all  the  rites  of  rage  perform 'd; 

As  scolding,  Crying,  bwearing,  sweatings 

Abustng,  fidgetting,  and  fretting. 

**  Nothing  but  villainy,  and  thieving ; 

Good  Heavens !  what  a  worid  we  live  in } 

If  I  don't  find  it  in  the  morning, 

rU  surely  give  my  master  warning. 

He'd  better  far  shut  up  his  doors, 

Hian  keep  Such  good  for  nothing  whores  % 

For  wheresoe'er  their  trade  they  drive, 

We  vartudus  bodies  cannot  thrive." 

Well  may  poor  Susan  gmnt  and  groan  f 

Misfortunes  never  come  akMie, 

But  tread  each  other's  heels  in  throngs. 

For  the  next  day  she  lost  the  tongs : 

The  salt  box,  cullender,  and  pot. 

Soon  shai'd  tlie  same  untimely  fot 

In  vain  she  vails  and  wages  spent  * 

On  new  ones — for  the  new  ones  went. 

There'd  been,  (she  swore)  some  dev'l  or  witch  i^^ 

To  rob  or  plunder  all  the  kitchen. 
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Widi  siH  bos,  pepper  box,  and  kettie, 
With  all  the  coliDary  metaL— 
Be  wani'd,  je£ur,  by  Sosan't  otMaet, 
Keep  ckMte,  and  guard  younelTei  tton 
For  if  yoong  girls  ddigfat  in  \umng, 
Ho  wonder,  that  tke  poker>i  mkmog. 


TBE  TEA  POT  AND  SCRUBBING 
BRUSH. 

FABLE  V. 

A  TAWDKT  tea-pot,  a-la-mode, 
Wbereart  her  utmost  skill  bestowM, 
Wa«  modi  esteem'd  Ibr  being  old, 
And  OD  its  sides  with  red  and  gold 
Strange  beasts  were  drawn,  io  taste  Chinese, 
And  frigbtful  fish,  and  homp-back  trees. 

High  in  an  el^anl  beaufet. 
This  pompons  utensil  was  set. 
And  near  it,  on  a  macble  slab, 
Fonaken  by  some  eareless  drab, 
A  ▼eteranscrubbing-bmsb  was  placed. 
And  the  rich  famitore  disgraced* 
The  tea-pot  soon  began  to  flout. 
And  thns  its  veoom  spouted  out  : 
•*  Who  from  the  scullery  or  yard. 
Brought  in  this  low,  this  vile  blackguard. 
And  laid  in  insolent  position. 
Among  us  people  of  condition  ? 
Back  to  the  helper  io  the  stable, 
Sooor  the  dose-stool,  or  wash-house  table  ; 
Or  deanse  some  honing  block,  or  plank. 
Nor  dare  appioach  us  folks  of  rank. 
Turn — brother  coffeepot,  3roor  spout, 
Obserre  the  nasty  sdokiog  lout. 
Who  seems  to  scorn  my  indignation, 
Nor  pays  Hue  homage  to  my  fashion; 
Take,  silver  sugar  dish,  a  view. 
And,  cousin  cream  pot,  pray  do  yon.*' 
*'  Pox  on  yon  all/*  replies  old  Scrub, 
"  Of  coxcombs  ye  confederate  club. 
Fun  of  impertinence,  and  prate, 
Ye  hate  all  things  that  are  sedate. 
None  bnt  snch  ignorant  iofemals, 
Judge,  by  appearance,  and  externals: 
IVatn'd  up  in  toil  and  usefiil  knowledge, 
PQ  fellow  of  the  kitchen  college, 
And  widi  the  mop,  my  old  associate, 
The  family  affairs  oegociate. — 
Am  foe  to  filth,  and  things  obscene. 
Dirty  by  making  others  clean. — 
Not  shining,  yet  I  cause  to  shine, 
My  roughness  makes  ray  neighbours  fine; 
Yoo^  fetr  without,  but  foul  within. 
With  shame  impregnated,  and  sin ; 


FABLES. 
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Joyens  to  breakfast  they  tat  rowid, 
Kor  were  asbam'd to  eata  poond. 
These  were  the  manners,  these  the  wayS| 
In  good  queen  Bets^  golden  da3rs ; 
Each  damsd  ow*d  her  bloom  and  glee. 
To  wholesome  dhow-grease,  and  me. 
But  now  they  oentre  all  their  joys 
In  empty  rattle  traps  and  noise. 
Thus  where  the  Fates  send  you,  they  sepl 
Flagitkms  times,  which  ne'er  will  miend^ 
TiU  some  phikMopher  can  And, 
A  scrubbing-brush  to  soour  the  mind.** 


THE  DUELLIST. 

FABLE  VL 

What's  honour,  did  your  lordship  say  } 

My  loni,  I  humbly  crare  a  day.— - 

"ns  difficult,  and  in  my  mind. 

Like  substance,  cannot  be  defin'd. 

It  deals  in  numerous  externals. 

And  is  a  legion  of  infemals  ; 

Sometimes  in  riot  and  in  play, 

Tis breaking  of  th^Sabbath  day: 

When  'tis  consider'd  as  a  passion, 

I  deem  it  lust  and  fornication. 

We  pay  our  debts  in  honour's  cause. 

Lost  in  the  breaking  of  the  laws : 

Tis  for  some  selfish  impious  end. 

To  murder  the  sincerest  friend  ; 

But  wou*d  you  alter  all  the  clan, 

Turn  out  an  honourable  man. 

Why  take  a  pistol  from  the  shelf. 

And  fight  a  duel  with  yourself. — 

nVas  on  a  t!me,  the  Lord  knows  when. 

In  Ely,  or  in  Lincoln  fen, 

A  frog  and  mouse  bad  long  disputes. 

Held  in  the  language  of  the  brutes. 

Who  of  a  certain  pool  and  pasture, 

Shou'd  be  the  sovereign  and  master. 

"  Sir,"  sajrs  the  frog,  and  damn'd  his  blood, 

*'  I  hold  that  my  pre. ension's good; 

Nor  can  a  brute  of  reason  doubt  it, 

Fpr  all  that  you  can  squeak  about  it" 

The  mouse,  averse  to  be  o'erpower*d. 

Gave  him  the  lie,  and  call'd  him  coward  ; 

Too  hard  for  any  frog's  digestion. 

To  have  his  froghood  call'd  in  question  1 

A  bargain  instantly  was  made. 

No  mouse  of  honour  could  evade. 

On  the  next  morn,  as  soon  as  light. 

With  desperate  buUrushes  to  fight ; 

The  momii^  came — and  man  to  man, 

llie  g^rand  numomachy  began  ; 

Need  I  recount  how  each  bravado. 

Shone  in  montant  and  in  passado ; 
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A  lie  direct  to  tome  hot  yoatb* 

The  giving  which  pcrbtpt  wm  tmth^ 

The  treading  on  •  •coondrel'f  toe. 

Or  dealing  impudence  a  blow, 

Bispaten  io  poliUct  and  law, 

About  a  feather  tmi  a  itraw ; 

A  thousand  triics  not  worth  wratiog. 

In  whoring,  jockeying,  and  giainiag. 

Shall  tavfe  a  diallenge>8  inditiag. 

And  set  two  loggerheads  a  fighting. 

Meanwhile  the  father  of  despair, 

The  prince  of  Tanity  and  air* 

His  qnerry,  like  an  hawk  discovering, 

0*er  their  devoted  heads  hangs  hovering, 

Secure  to  get  in  his  tuition, 

These  volontesfs  for  blade  perdition. 


THE  COUNTRY  SQUIRE  AND  THE 
MANDRAKE. 

FABLE  VIL 

The  Son  had  raisM  above  the  mead 
His  glorbus  horizontal  head ; 
&id  Philomela  left  her  thorn  ; 
The  lively  linnets  hymnM  the  mom. 
And  Nature,  lilie  a  waking  bride. 
Her  blushes  spreads  on  every  side  ; 
^^^e  cock  at  usual  crow'd  up  Tray, 
Who  nightly  with  his  master  lay ; 
The  faitlifnl  spaniel  gave  the  word, 
Tfclooby  at  the  signal  stirr*d, 
And  withhis  gun,  from  wood  to  wooil. 
The  man  of  prey  his  course  pursued ; 
The  dew  and  herbage  all  aroimd, 
I«ike  pearls  and  e'^eralds  on  the  ground  ; 
Th'  uncohur'd  ftotrers  that  niddy  rise, 
"miere  smiling  freedom  art  defies ; 
The  lark,  in  transport,  tow»rinp  high. 
The- crimson  curtains  of  the  sky. 
Affected  not  Trrloobj-'s  mind — 
For  what  is  beauty  Io  the  Wind  ? 
Th'  amorous  voice  of  sytvao  love, 
Form'd  charming  conceits  in  the  grove  ; 
Sweet  zephyr  sighM  on  Flora's  breast. 
And  drew  the  blackbird  from  his  nest ; 
Whistling  he  leapt  from  leaf  to  leaf  j 
But  what  ismpsic  to  the  deaf  \ 

At  length  while  poring  on. the  ground, 
With  mommncntal  look  profound, 
A  curious  vegetable  caught . 
His — something  shnilar  to  thought : 
Wond'ring,  he  ponder'd,  stooping  low, 
(Trelooby  sJways  lov'd  a  show) 
And  on  thcmaiidrake's  vernal  station, 
Star'dwith  prodigions  obs<Tratioii. 
Th*  affirontod  mandrake  with  a  frown. 
Addrrss'd  in  rage  the  wealthy  clown. 

"  Proud  member  of  the  rambling  race. 
That  vegetate  from  place  to  place. 


For  what  ?  than  •varicioiis  «tf. 

But  to  destroy  it  aU  thysdf  ; 

To  lead  a  lile  of  drink  and  feajt, 

T  ofyresi  thaportr,  and  <!hc«t  tha  priait» 

Or  triumph  in  a  virgin  lost; 

Is  all  the  naanhood  thoa  cansl  boait-p* 

Pretty,  in  Nature's  various  plan. 

To  see  a  weed  that's  l^e  a  man  ; 

But  'tis  a  grievous  thing  indeed, 

Toseeaman  so  like  a  weed." 


THE  BROCADED  GOWN  AND  LINEN 
RAG. 

FABLE  VIH. 

Fbom  a  fine  lady  to  her  maid, 

A  gown  descended  of  brocade. 

French  ! — Yes,  from  Paris — that* s  eaoogh. 

That  woa*d  give  dignity  to  staff. 

By  accident  or  by  design. 

Or  from  some  cause,  I  can't  divine ; 

A  linen  rag,  (sad  source  of  wrangfing  I) 

On  a  contiguous  peg  was  dangling, 

Vilely  besinear'd-^-fbr  late  his  master. 

It  sery*d  in  quality  of  plaister. 

The  gown,  contemptuous  beholder. 

Gave  a  Flrench  shrug  from  either  shoolder, 

And  rustling  with  emotbns  furious, 

Bespoke  the  rag  in  terms  tiyurions. 

'*  Unfit  for  tinder,  lint,  or  fodder. 

Thou  thing  of  filth,  (and  what  is  odder) 

Discarded  from  thy  owner's  back, 

Dar**  thou  proceed,  and  goM  attack  ? 

Instant  away — or  m  this  place, 

Begar  me  give  you  coup  de  grace." 

To  this  reply'd  the  honest  rag. 
Who  lik'd  a  jest,  and  was  a  wag  ; 

«*  Though  thy  glib  tongue  without  a  halt  ron, 
Thou  shabby  second-hand  subaltern, 
i\  t  once  so  ancient  and  so  easy, 
At  once  so  gorgeous  and  so  greasy; 
r  value  not  thy  gasconading. 
Nor  all  thy  alamode  parading  ; 
But  to  abstain  from  words  imperious. 
And  to  be  sober,  grave,  and  serious. 
Though,  says  friend  Horace,  His  no  treason. 
At  once  to  giggle,  and  to  reason, 
When  me  you  lesson,  friend,  yon  dream. 
For  know  1  am  not  what  I  seem ; 
Soon  by  the  mif  Ps  re6  oing  motk>n. 
Hie  sweetest  daughter  of  the  ocean, 
Fair  Medway,  shall  with  snowy  hoe. 
My  virgin  purity  renew. 
And  give  me  reinformM  existence, 
A  good  retention  and  subsistence. 
Then  shall  the  sons  of  genius  join. 
To  make  my  second  life  divine. 
O  MuftSAY,  let  me  then  dispense. 
Some  portion  of  thy  eloquence ; 
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Whfle  flowB  i^lllOf  *d  b9^  ii  the  mob 
Th'  immortal  ftml  ftttfmry  Dae. 
Gollios^  perfattpi,  bit  M  Huiy  lenl, 
MdpoaieiM*t  wkcteJ  ftkaad. 
Pwbafil  oor  grfest  Angvitei  Gfay 
May  grace  me  with  a  Doric  lay ; 
With  fweet,  witli  mnly  words  cMTwoe, 
Thai  nervoosly  pathetic  imr. 
What,  Maaoii,  may  Itme  to  you  ? 
Leam^ni^s  first  pride,  and  Natoie'k  tod  j 
On  ihee  she  oail  h«r  tareetttt  smile. 
And  gave  tbee  Art's  cdnectiug  file ; 
That  file,  wbidi  wHh  assiduoiis  pahi» 
The  v^ier  Envy  bites  fn  raifL-— 
Sncfa  ^ries  my  mean  lot  b«tide. 
Hear,  tawdry  feol,  and  chect  thy  prid^..^ 
Thoa,  after  scoario^,  dyhi^,  tmniof  , 
(If  kaply  thou  escape  a  hurmng) 
Fran  gown  to  petticoat  descendnig, 
Aad  in  a  b^gar's  mantle  ending. 
Shah  ID  a  dui^H  dr  a  stye, 
'Midst  filth  and  vemrin  rot  and  die. 


MADAM  AlfD  THE  MAQPIB. 

FABLE  IX. 

Tc  thootot  roll,  ye  oceans  roar, 

And  wake  the  rough  resoundinic  shore  ; 

Ye  gnus  in  steoke  and  flames  engage. 

And  shake  the  ramparts  with  your  rage  j 

Boceea  distend  your  chops  and  blow ; 

Ring,  ring,  ye  bonny  bells  of  Bow  ; 

Ye  drams  and  rattles,  rend  the  ears, 

like  twenty  thousand  Southwark  &irs  ; 

Belbw,  ye  bolls,  and  bawl,  ye  bats, 

Enooie,  encore,  ye  amorous  cats ; 

In  vain,  poor  thbgs,  ye  squeak  and  squall. 

Soft  Sylvia  shall  out-tongue  you  all  : 

But  here  she  comes— there's  no  relief. 

She  comes,  and  blessed  are  the  deaf. 

"  A  magpie !  #by,  you're  mad,  my  dear. 

To  bring  a  chattering  magpie  here. 

A  prating  play  thing,  fit  fit  boys— 

YoQ  know  I  can't  endtiTe  a  noise. — 

Yoa  brought  this  precious  present  sura, 

My  beadach  and  my  cough  to  6\\re, 

Pray  hand  him  in  and  let  bin  stain 

Each  curtain,  and  each  counterpane ; 

Yes,  be  shall  roost  npon  my  toilet. 

Or  on  my  pillow — he  can't  spoil  it : 

He'll  only  m^e  lAe  catch  my  death.—* 

O  Heavens !  for  a  UUle  breath !— . 

Thank  God,  I  never  knew  resentment, 

Bat  am  all  padenoe  and  contentment. 

Or  else,  3rou  paltry  knave,  I  shoo'd 

{ As  any  other  woman  wou'd) 

Wring  off'  his  neck,  and  down  your  gullet 

Cnm  it,  by  way  of  chide  or  pullet.-^ 

Well,  I  must  tock  up  all  my  ringn. 

My  jewels,  and  my  ctirioos  things  i 

My  Chinese  toys  most  go  to  pot ; 

My  dear,  my  pinchbecks— and  what  not } 

For  all  your  magpies  are,  like  lawyers. 

At  once  thieves,  brawlers,  and  destroyers.— 

You  for  a  wife  have  search'd  the  globe. 

You've  got  a  very  female  Job, 


Pattern  of  IgfTO,  and  peKe,  mid  takf^ 
Or  how  oou'd  jrou  expect  ianuaity  ? 
O  Lord '.this  nasty  thing  will  bite. 
And  scratch  and  clapper,  claw  and  fight 
O  monstrous  wretch,  thus  to  devise^ 
To  tear  out  your  poor  Sylvia*s  tffm. 
You're  a  fine  Popish  pkt  ponoing. 
By  presents  to  aibet  my  ram  J 
And  thus  for  good  art  ill  retorting 
To  MI,  whobfooght  yon  sneh  ■  fiiilmw^ 
To  Ml,  you  low-liv'd  clown,  t6  urn. 
Who  came  of  toch  a  family  ; 
Ms,  who  for  age  to  age  possess'^ 
A  lion  rampant  on  my  crest  | 
Mi,  who  have  fllPd  your  empty  od 
Ml,  who'd  so  OMny  better  tibn; 
And  is  my  merit  thus  regarded. 
Cuckold,  my  virtue  thus  rewarded. 

0  'tis  past  suflbranoa— Mary— Maiy, 

1  feint — the  eitron,  or  the  clary." 

The  poor  mai^  who  had  bought  tha  ctentum, 
Out  of  pure  coiyagal  good-natilre, 
Stood  at  this  vk>lent  attack. 
Like  statues  made  by  RouhiUiac, 
Though  form'd  beyond  ail  skill antiqua. 
They  can't  their  marble  silence  break ; 
They  only  breathe,  and  think,  and  start, 
Astonish'd  at  their  maker's  art 
Quoth  Mag,"  Fair  Gristle,  I  mniA  grants 
Your  spouse  a  magpye  cannot  want  1 
For  troth  (to  give  the  Dev'l  his  due) 
He  keeps  a  rookery  in  you. 
Dont  fear  rU  Uny  lon^,  sweet  lady. 
Where  there  is  din  enough  already. 
We  never  should  agree  together. 
Although  we're  so  much  of  a  feather; 
You're  fond  of  peace,  no  man  can  donbt  It, 
Who  make  such  wond'rous  noise  about  it  | 
And  your  tongue  of  immortal  mould 
Proclaims  in  thunder  you're  no  seoki. 
Yes,  yes,  you're  sovereign  of  the  tongue. 
And  like  the  king  can  do  no  wrong ; 
Justly  ^r  spouse  restrains  his  voice. 
Nor  vainly  answers  words  with  noise ; 
This  storm,  which  no  soul  can  endure. 
Requires  a  very  difienmt  cure ; 
For  such  sour  verjuice  dispositions, 
Your  crabsticks  are  the  best  physkaiif.'* 

THE  BLOCKHEAD  ANDBEEBIFE. 

FABLE  X. 

Thi  fragrance  of  the  new.mown  hay 

Paid  incense  to  the  god  of  dhy  ; 

Who  issuing  from  his  eastern  gate. 

Resplendent  rodd  in  all  his  state : 

Rous'd  by  the  light  from  soft  repose. 

Big  with  the  Muse,  a  bard  arose. 

And  the  fresh  garden's  still  retreat 

He  measured  with  poetic  feet. 

The  coding,  high,  o'er-archin|;  shade. 

By  the  embracing  branches  made. 

The  smooth  shorn  sod,  whose  verdant  gloss. 

Was  check'd  with  intermingled  moss. 

Cowslips,  like  topazes  that  shine. 

Close  by  the  silver  serpentine. 

Rude  rustics  which  assert  the  bow'rs. 

Amidst  theedubated  flow'rs. 
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The  lime  tree  and  sweet-scented  bajr, 
(The  sole  reward  wf  many  a  lay) 
And  all  the  poeU  of  the  wia^, 
Who  sweetly  without  salary  sing, 
Attract  at  once  bis  obBerratioo, 
Peopling  thy  nilds,  Imaginatioo! 
•«  Sweet  Nature,  who  this  tuff  bedews. 
Sweet  Nature,  who's  the  thrush's  Muse ! 
How  she  each  anxious  thought  beguiles. 
And  meeUme  withten  thousand  smiles  *. 

0  infinite  benignity ! 

She  smiles,  but  not  alo(ie  on  roe ; 
On  bill,  on  dale,  on  lake,  on  lawn, 
like  Celia  when  her  picture's  drawn  ; 
Assuming  countless  charms  and  atis. 
Till  Hayman's  matchless  art  despairs. 
Pausing  like  me  he  dreads  to  fcdi 
From  the  dirine  original." 

More  had  he  said— but  in  there  cam€ 
A  lout^Squire  Booby  was  his  name.— 
The  bard,  who  at  a  distant  view    . 
The  busy  prattling  blockhead  knew, 
BetiPd  into  a  secret  nook. 
And  thence  his  observations  took. 
Vex'd  he  cou'd  find  no  man  to  toa  '^, 
The  squire  'ga»  chattering  to  the  bees. 
And  pertly  with  officious  mien. 
He  thus  address'd  their  humming  qoeen  s 
««  Madam,  be  not  in  any  terronrs ; 

1  only  come  eamend  your  errours  ; 
My  friendship  briefly  to  display, 
And  pnt  you  in  a  better  way. 
Cease,  madam,  (if  I  may  adrise) 
^o  carry  honey  on  your  thighs» 
Employ  ('tis  better,  I  aver) 

OW  Grub,  the*  fairies'  coach-maker ; 
For  he  who  has  sufficient  art 
To  make  a  ooacfa,  may  make  a  cart. 
To  these  you'll  yoke  some  sixteen  bee«. 
Who  will  dispatch  your  work  with  ease  ; 
And  oome  and  go,  and  go  and  come. 
To  bring  your  hooey  harvest  home. — 
Ma'am,  architecture  you're  not  sUU'd  in, 
1  don't  approve  your  way  of  building  ; 
In  this  there's  nothing  like  design, 
Prav  learn  the  use  of  Guntei*s  line. 
I'll  serve  your  highness  at  a  pinch* 
I  am  a  scholar  every  inch, 
And  know  each  author  I  lay  fist  on, 
From  Archimedes  down  to  Wbiston. — 
Though  honey  making  be  your  trade. 
In  chemistry  you  want  some  aid. — 
Pleas'd  with  your  work,  altho'  you  sing. 
You're  not  quite  right— 'tis  not  the  thing. 
Myself  wou'd  gladly  be  an  actor. 
To  help  the  honey  manufecture. — 
I  hear  fw  war  you  are  preparing. 
Which  I  shotdd  like  to  have  a  share  in : 
Yet  though  the  enemy  be  landing, 
»^:-  ..wxno>  frt  \it>f^j\  nn  armv  standine.— » 


Which  certain  bee,  if  rigbilyknowiv 

Wou'd  prove  no  better  than  a  drone  ; 

There  are  (hot  I  shall  name  no  nam^ 

1  never  love  to  kindle  flames) 

A  pack  of  rogues  with  crimes  grown  calkNU* 

Who  greatly  wou'd  adorn  the  gallows  i 

That  with  the  wasps,  for  paltry  gold,. 

A  secret  correspondence  hold. 

Yet  you'll  be  great— your  subjects  free, 

ir  the  whole  thing  be  left  to  me.— » 

Thus,  like  the  waters  of  the  ocean. 
His  tongue  had  run  in  ceaseless  motion*. 
Had  not  the  queen  ta^en  up  in  wrath. 
This  thing  of  folly  and  of  finoth. 

"  Impertinent  and  witless  meddler, 
Thou  smattering,  empty,  noisy  pedler  I 
By  vanity,  thou  bladder  blown. 
To  be  the  football  of  the  town. 
O  happy  England,  land  of  fineedom. 
Replete  with  statesoaen,  if  she  need  'env 
Where  war  is  wag'd  by  Sue  or  Nellji 
And  Jobson  is  a  Machiavcl ! — 
Tell  Hardwick  that  his  judgment  fails. 
Show  Justice  how  to  hold  hec  scales.— 
To  flre  the  soul  at  once,  and  please, 
Teach  Murray  and  Demosthenes ; 
Say  Vane  is  not  by  goodness  grac'd. 
And  wants  humanity  and  taste.— 
Tho*  Pelham  with  Maecenas  vies, 
Tell  Fame  she's  felse,  and  Truth  she  lies  \ 
And  then  return,  thou  veibal  Hector, 
And  give  the  bees  another  lecture." 

This  said,  the  portal  she  unbarr'dj 
Calling  the  bees  upon  their  guard. 
And  set  at  once  about  his  ears 
Ten  thousand  of  her  grenadiers.— 
Some  on  his  lips  and  palate  hung. 
And  the  oflending  member  stung. 
"  Just "  (says  the  bard  from  out  the  grot) 
**  Just,  though  severe,  is  your  sad  lot. 
Who  think,  and  talk,  and  live  in  vain. 
Of  sweet  society  the  bane. 
Business  misplac'd  is  a  mere  jest. 
And  active  idleness  at  best" 


THE  CITIZEN  AND  THE  RED  LION 
OF  BRENTFORD. 

FABLE  XL 

I  LOVE  my  friend — but  love  my  ease. 
And  claim  a  right  myself  to  please  ; 
To  company  however  prone, 
At  times  all  men  wou'd  be  ak>ne. 
Free  from  each  interruption  rude. 
Or  what  is  meant  by  solitude. 
My  villa  lies  within  the  bills,  • 

<%nl-1i1c«  A  thfifltre  it  Alls  : 
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Hioagh  gfl^Ml  gmpes  toiigo-pott  6h«u«*4t 
Invite  them  to  bt  entertaiti'd. 
And  straddling  cross  bis  kilderkin. 
Though  jolly  Bacchus  calls  them  m ; 
Nay---ihoiigh  my  landlady  woo'd  tru«t  'eiih 
Pilgariic'9  sure  of  all  the  custom  ; 
And  bis  whole  bouse  is  like  a  fiiur, 
Unl^  be  only  treato  with  air. 
What  ?  shall  each  pert  half  witted  wit. 
That  calls  me  Jack,  or  calls  me  Kit« 
Prey  oo  my  time,  or  oo  my  table  ? 
No— but  let's  hasten  to  the  h,h\e. 

The  eve  advanc'd,  the  Sun  declin'd. 
Ball  to  the  booby-butch  was  joined* 
A  wealthy  cockney  drove  away, 
To  celebrate  Saint  Saturday ; 
MTifey  daughter,  pug,  all  crouded  in, 
To  meet  at  country  bouse  their  kin. 
Ttan>»  Breotfbrd,  tofair  Twickenham's  bow'rs, 
The  ungreas'd  grumbling  axle  8Cow*rs» 
To  pass  in  rural  sweets  a  day, 
Bat  there's  a  lion  io  the  way  : 
This  lion  a  most  furious  elf, 
Hung  op  to  represent  himself, 
Redden'd  with  rage,  and  shodc  his  mane. 
And  roai'd,  and  roar'd,  and  roar'd  again. 
Wond^rous,  thp*  painted  on  a  board. 
He  roar'd,  and  roar'di  and  ronr'd,  and  roar'd. 
"  Fool!"  (says  tbe  majesty  of  bessts) 
**  At  whose  expense  a  legion  feasts. 
Foe  toyoursdf,  you  those  pursue, 
Who're  eating  up  your  cakes  and  you ; , 
Walk  m,  walk  id.  (so  prudence  votes) 
And  give  poor  Ball  a  fieed  of  oats, 
Jjook  to  yourself,  and  as  for  raa'm. 
Coax  her  to  take  a  little  dram ; 
Let  Miss  and  Pug  with  cakes  be  fed. 
Then,  hwiest  man,  go  back  to  bad  ; 
You're  better,  and  J^'re  cheaper  there. 
Where  are  oo  hangers  on  to  fear. 
Go  bay  friend  Newbury's  new  Favtheom 
And  ooo  tbe  tale  of  poor  Acteon, 
Hom'd  by  Diana,  and  o'erpower'd. 
And  by  the  dogs  be  fed  devonr*d. 
What  he  receiv'd  from  charity, 
Lewdneai  perhaps  may  give  to  thee ; 
Andtbo'  your  spouse  ny  lecture  scorns. 
Beware  bis  fate,  beware  his  horns." 

•*  Sir,"  says  the  Cit,  (who  made  a  stand, 
And  struk*d  his  fi>rehetid  with  his  hand) 
•*  By  your  grim  gravity  and  grace, 
Yon  greatly  wouM  become  the  mace. 
This  kind  advice  I  gladly  take, — 
Dmw'r,  bring  the  dram,  and  bring  a  cake. 
With  good  brown  beer  that's  bri»k  and  humming.** 
*' Acomii^sirl  a  coming,  coming  I'* 

The  Cit  then  took  a  hearty  draught. 

And  shook  his  joHy  sides  and  laug^'d. 

Then  to  the  king  of  beasts  he  h^w'd. 

And  thos  his  gratkuile  avew'd.-;- 

'*  Sir,  for  your  sapient  oration, 

I  owe  the  greatest  oMigat'ion. 

You  stand  mcpbs'd  to  <iun,  and  show'r, 

I  know  Jack  BUii  of  the  Tow'r ; 

By  him  you  soon  may  gain  renown. 

He'll  show  your  highnnw  to  the  town  ; 

Or,  if  you  chttse  your  station  here, 

Tocall  forth  Britons  to  their  beer. 

As  painter  of  diftiiigtMshM  note. 

He'll  send  his  man  to  clean  your  coat." 
TOL.   XYI« 


The  lion  thanVd  him  for  his  profltr. 

And  if  a  vt^ancj  sbou'd  offer, 

Declar'd  he  had  too  just  a  notioo. 

To  be  averse  to  such  promotion. 

The  citizen  drove  off  with  joy, 

"  For  London— Ball— for  Lundon— hoy.'* 

Content  to  bed  be  #ent  his  way, 

And  is  no  bankrupt  to  this  day. 


THE  HERALD  AND  HUSBAND-MAH. 

FABLE  XIL 

— —  Nobilitas  sola  est  atqoe  union  virtuf^ 

JovMAfo 
i  wnn  friend  Juvenal  agree, 
Virtue's  the  true  nobility ; 
Has  of  herself  sufficient  charms, 
Altho*  without  a  cuat  of  arms. 
Honestus  does  not  know  the  rules. 
Couching  Or  and  Fez,  and  Gules, 
Yet  sets  the  wood  'ring  eye  to  gaze  on. 
Such  deeds  no  herald  e^r  could  blaaaoik 
Tawdry  achievemeots  out  of  place, 
Do  but  augment  a  Cmrs  disgrace  |. 
A/ coward  is  a  double  jest. 
Who  has  a  lion  for  bis  crest ; 
And  things  are  come  to  such  a  pus. 
Two  horses  may  support  an  ass ; 
And  on  a  gamester  or  bufiboo, 
A  moral  motto's  a  lampoon. 
An  honest  rustic  having  done 
His  master's  work  'wixt  sun  and  sun, 
Retir'd  to  dress  a  little  spot. 
Adjoining  to  his  homely  cot. 
Where  p1eas*d,  ht  miniature,  he  found 
His  landlord*!  culniary  ground. 
Some  herbs  that  feed,  and  some  that  heal. 
The  winter's  medicine  or  meal.  , 
The  sage,  which  in  his  garden  seen, 
No  man  need  ever  die  » I  ween ; 
The  marjoram  comely  to  behold. 
With  thyme,  and  ruddiest  marygoM, 
And  mint  and  pennyroyal  sweet. 
To  deck  the  cottage  windows  meet, 
And  baum,  that  yields  a  finer  juice 
Than  all  that  China  can  produce; 
With  carrots  red,  and  turnips  white. 
And  leeks.  Cadwallader's  deliyht ; 
And  all  the  savory  crop  that  vie* 
To  please  the  palate  and  the  eye. 
Thus,  as  intent,  he  did  sutvey 
His  plot,  a  Herald  came  that  ^ay, 
A  man  of  great  escutebeon'd  knowledge. 
And  member  of  the  motley  cullege. 
Hcedletts  the  peasant  pass'd  he  by, 
Indulging  this  soliloquy ; 
"  Ye  gods  1  wh?it  an  enormniis  ^ace, 
Twixt  man  and  man  does  Nature  place  ; 
While  some  by  deeds  of  honour  rise. 
To  such  a  height,  as  far  out- vies 
The  visible  diurna  I  sphere ; 
Whi'e  others,  like  this  rustic  here, 
Grope  in  the  groveling  ground  content. 
Without  or  lineage  or  descent, 

^  Cur  moriatur  homo,   eui  ttlvia  croicit  i« 
horto? 
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Hail,  Heraldry!  mysterious  art, 
Bright  patroness  of  all  desert. 
Mankind  would  on  a  level  lie, 
And  undistinguisb  'd  live  and  die  ; 
Deprived  of  thy  illustrious  aid, 
Such!  flomdmentous  is  our  trade.** 

"Sir,"  says  the  clown,  "why  sure  you  joke,* 
(And  kept  on  digging  as  he  spoke) 
•*  And  prate  not  to  extort  t  onviction. 
But  merrily  by  way  of  fiction. 
Say,  do  your  manuscripts  attest, 
VThat  was  old  fisther  Adam's  crest ; 
Did  he  a  nobler  coat  receive 
In  right  of  marrying  Mrs.  Eve ; 
Or  had  supporters  when  he  kiss*d  her, 
On  dexter  side,  and  side  sinister; 
Or  was  his  motto,  prithee  speak, 
English,  French,  Latin,  Wekb,  or  Greek  5 
Or  was  he  not,  without  a  lye, 
Jnst  such  a  nobleman 8s  I? 
Virtue,  which  great  defects  can  stifle. 
May  beam  distinction  on  a  trifle ; 
And  honour,  with  her  native  charms, 
May  beautify  a  coat  of  arms; 
Realities  somewhat  will  thrive. 
E'en  by  appearance  kept  alive ; 
But  by  themselves,  Oules,  Or,  and  Fez, 
Are  cjTphen  neither  more  or  less : 
Keep  both  thy  head  and  hands  from  crimes, 
Be  honest  in  the  worst  of  times: 
Health's  on  my  countenance  impressed. 
And  sweet  content's  my  daily  guest. 
My  fiune  akme  I  build  00  this. 
And  Gaiter  King  at  Arms  may  kie.*'— 


J  STORY  OF  A  COCK  JND  A  BULL. 

FABLE  XIIL 

Yn-^we  excell  in  arts  and  arms. 

In  learning's  lore  and  beauty^s  charms. 

The  seas  wide  empire  we  engroM, 

All  natkms  hail  the  British  cross  ; 

The  land  of  liberty  we  tread. 

And  woe  to  his  devoted  head. 

Who  dares  the  contrary  advance. 

One  Englishman's  worth  ten  of  France. 

These  the8e,are  truths,  what  man  wontwvitefor, 

Won't  swear,  wont  bully,  or  won't  fight  for; 

Yet  (tho'  pertaps  I  a|p6akthro'  vanity) 

Wou»d  we'd  a  little  more  humanity  5 

Too  far,  I  fear,  Pve  drove  the  jest. 

So  leave  to  oock  and  bull  the  rest. 

A  bull,  who'd  liaten'd  to  the  vows 
Of  above  fifteen  hundred  cows; 
And  serv'd  his  master  fresh  and  fresh. 
With  hecatombs  of  special  flesh. 
Like  to  an  hermit  or  a  dervise, 
(Grown  oW  and  feeble  m  the  service) 
Now  left  the  meadow's  green  parade. 


Thou  to  thy  doom,  old  boy,  art  (ate4. 
To  morrow— and  thou  shalt  be  baited." 
The  deed  was  done— curse  on  the  wrong  ? 
Bloody  description,  hold  thy  tongue. — 
Victorious  yet  the  bull  retum'd. 
And  with  stem  silence  inly  moum'd. 

A  vet'ran,  brave,  m^estic  cock. 
Who  serv»d  for  hour  glass,  guard,  and  dock. 
Who  crow»d  the  mansion's  first  relief. 
Alike  fi*om  goblin  and  from  thief; 
Whose  youth  escap'd  the  Christmas  skillet^ 
Whose  vigour  brav'd  the  Shrovetide  billet. 
Had  just  retum'd  in  wounds  and  pain. 
Triumphant  from  the  barbarous  ti-ain.— 
By  riv'let's  brink,  with  trees  o'ergrown. 
He  heard  his  fellow  sufferer's  moan ; 
And  greatly  scorning  wounds  and  smartt 
Gave  him  three  cheers  with  all  his  heart.    ^  ^_ 

"  Rise,  neighbour,  from  that  pjensive  atUtni^ 
Brave  witness  of  vile  man's  ingratitude} 
And  let  m  both  with  spur  and  horn. 
The  cruel  reasoning  monster  scorn.— 
Methinks  at  every  dawn  of  day. 
When  first  I  chant  my  blitbaome  lay, 
Methmks  I  hear  from  out  the  sky, 
All  will  be  better  by  and  by ; 
When  bloody,  base,  degenerate  man. 
Who  deviates  from  his  Maker's  plan  ; 
Who  Nature  and  her  works  abuses, 
Aud  thus  his  fellow  servants  uses, 
Shall  greatly,  and  yet  justly  want. 
The  mercy  be  refused  to  grant ; 
And  (while  his  heart  his  conscience  purges) 
Shall  wbh  to  be  the  brate  be  scourges." 


THE  SNAKE,  THE  GOOSE,  AND 
NIGHTINGALE. 

HUMBLY   AODRBSSBD  TO  THB   HISSBItS   Aim  CAT- 
CALLSBS   ATTBimiNC   BOTH   HOU8B8. 

FABLE  XtV. 

When  ral'd  by  truth  and  nature's  wajrs. 

When  just  to  blame,  yetfix'd  to  praise. 

As  votary  of  the  Delf^  god, 

I  reverence  the  critic's  rod ; 

But  when  inflam'd  with  spite  aloiM^ 

I  hold  all  critics  but  as  one; 

For  though  they  class  themselves  with  art. 

And  each  man  takes  a  diflerent  part; 

Yet  whatsoe'er  they  praise  and  blame; 

Tbey  in  their  motives  are  the  saiae. 

Forth  as  she  waddled  in  the  brake, 
A  gprey  goose  stumbled  on  a  snake. 
And  took  th'  occasion  to  abuse  her. 
And  of  rank  plagiarism  accuse  her. 
«*  »Twas  I,"  quoth  she,  «*  in  aveiy  vale. 
First  hiss'd  the  noisy  nightingale ; 
And  boldly  cavillM  at  each  note. 
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Dir*»t  in  tby  grorniBg  titiMUtioii, 
lb  coonterfleit  my  tibilatkn." 

Tbe  snake  enraf'd,  reply'd.  "Know,  BMukm, 
IdftteHiy  charter  down  frooi  Adam; 
Korean  I,  since  I  bear  the  bdl, 
E'er  imitate  where  I  eioell. 
Bad  any  other  creatare  dar'd 
Once  to  aver,  wfaatyoa'veaT^'d, 
i  might  have  been  more  Aeteeand  ferrent. 
But  you're  a  goo8e,^^iid  so  yoar  •errant.'' 
*•  Tkoce  with  yom-  lolly  and  yoar  pride," 
The  waibljng  Philomela  cry'd; 
^  Since  no  more  animals  we  find 
la  nature  of  the  hitshig  kind. 
Ton  should  be  frienda  with  one  another, 
Nay,  kind  as  brother  b  to  brother. 
For  know,  thou  pattern  of  abuse, 
Tliou  snake  art  but  a  crawlmg:  goose; 
And  thou  dull  dabbler  in  each  lake, 
Art  nothing  but  a  feather'd  snake." 


MR&.  ABiajIL  AND  TtiE  DtMB 
WAITER, 

FABLE  XV* 

Wm  ftowning  brow,  and  aqiectlowVing, 
As  Abigail  one  day  was  scow'ring, 
^hMB  chair  to  chair  she  past  along. 
Without  toliloqay  or  song; 
Cnatenf,  in  humdrum  mood,  t'a^iutt 
Her  natlen  to  disperse  the  dust-^ 
thus  plodded  on  the  sullen  fair, 
TUl a dnodb-waiter  claimM  her  care; 
She  then  in  rage,  with  shrill  salute. 
Bespoke  the  iAoffSensiTeiilute: — 
*'  Tlioo  stupid  tool  of  Taptlorish  asses. 
With  thy  blown  shelves  ibr  pots  and  glasses  ; 
lliou  foreign  whirligig,  for  whom 
Vs  honest  folks  must  quit  the  room ; 
And,  like  young  misses  at  a  christ'Ding^ 
Are  forc'd  to  be  content  with  listening ; 
Though  tbou*rt  a  fav'rite  of  my  master's, 
*ll  set  tiiee  gadding  on  thy  castors.^' 
Thb  said     nith  many  a  rough  attack. 
She  scrabb^d  him  'till  she  made  him  crack ; 
Inanhed  stronger  still  and  stronger, 
Tbe  jloor  dumb  thing  could  hold  no  longer  -* 
"  Thou  drab,  bom  mops  and  broonls  to  dandle. 
Thou  haberdasher  of  small  scandal, 
factor  of  fomily  abuse, 
Retailerof  domestic  news ; 
Mykicd,  at  toon  as  I  appear, 
Ccadbestbeeinthypn^ier  sphen; 
Or  else,  at  er'ry  place  of  call. 
The  chandler's  shop,  or  oobler*s  stall, 
Orale-honse,  wher«  (for  petty  tales, 
43iB,  beer,  and  ale  are  constant  vails) 
Each  word  at  table  that  was  spoke, 
WobM  sooit  become  tha  public  joke, 
Abo  cheerful  inndcent  CGorerM, 
To  acandal  waip'd— or  somethhig  worse.— 
WhaSe*er  my  master  1  attend, 
Fkieely  his  mind  he  can  unbend ; — 
Bat  when  snch  praters  fill  my  place, 
TlMo  aothiog  should  be  saicl-4^  gr»ct.» 


TITE  BAC-fTIG  AND  THE  TOBACCO^ 
PIPE. 

FA^LE  XVL 

A  sAO-wiG  of  a  jkuntee  air. 
Trick'd  up  with  all  a  barber's  care, 
Loaded  with  powder  ind  perfume. 
Hong  in  a  spendthrift's  dl^ssing-roomf  i 
Close  by  its  side,  by  chance  oonvey*d,' 
A  black  tobacco-pipe  was  laid ; 
And  with  its  vapours  for  and  near, 
Outstunk  the  essence  of  Monsieur ; 
At  which  its  rage,  the  thing  of  hair. 
Thus,  bristling  up,  began  declare. 

"Bak*ddirt!  that  with  intrusb>n  mdd 
Break'st  in  upon  my  solitude. 
And  whose  offi^nsive  breath  defiles 
The  air  for  forty  thousand  miles— 
Avaunt— pollution's  in  thv  touch*  ^ 

0  barb'rous  En^ishmanf  horrid  Dutch! 

1  cannot  bear  it^Here,  Sue,  Nan, 
Go  call  the  maid  to  call  the  man. 
And  bid  him  come  without  delay. 
To  take  this  odious  pipe  away. 

Hideous  f  sure  some  one  smok'd  thee,  fnend/ 

Reversely,  at  his  t'other  end. 

Ohi  what  mix'd  odours  1  what  a  throng 

Of  salt  and  sour,  of  sUle  and  strong  I 

A  most  unnatural  combination, 

Enough  to  mar  all  perspiration — 

Monstrous!  again-***twou'd vexasaiott 

Susan,  the  drops— or  else  I  foint !" 

Tbe  pipe  (for  twas  a  pipe  of  soul) 

Raismg  himself  upon  his  bole. 

In  smoke,  like  oracle  of  old, . 

Did  thus  his  sentiments  Unfold. 

**  Why,  what* 8  the  matter,  Goodman  Swagger^ 
Thou  flaunting  French,  fontastic  bragger  ? 
Whose  whole  fine  speech  is  (with  a  pox) 
Ridiculous  and  heterodox. 
'Twas  better  for  the  Eogli^  natkm 
Before  such  scoundteU  came  in  fashion. 
When  none  sought  hair  in  realms  unknown^ 
But  every  Mockbead  bore  his  own. 
Know,  puppy,  Pm  an  English  pipe, 
Deem'd  worthy  of  each  Briton's  gripe. 
Who,  with  my  cbud-compelling  aid, 
Help  our  plantations  and  our  trade, 
Andam,  when  sober  and  when  mellow. 
An  upright,  downright,  honest  fellow. 
Though  fools,  like  you,  may  think  me  roughs 
And  scorn  me,  'caUse  I  am  in  buff, 
Yet  your  contempt  I  glad  receive, 
'Tis  all  the  fome  that  yod  can  giVe : 
None  finery  or  fopp*ry  prize. 
But  they  who've  something  to  diiguise; 
For  simple  nature  hates  abuse. 
And  plainness  is  the  dress  of  Use.* 


CARS  AND  GENEROSITT* 

FABLE  XVIL 

Old  Care,  with  iiidustry  and  art. 
At  length  so  well  had  play'd  his  partf 
He  heap'd  up  such  an  ample  store, 
That  av'ricc  could  not  sigh  for  morai 
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Ten  thousand  flocks  his  shepherd  told^ 
Hb  eoflen  overAuw'd  with  gold  ; 
The  land  all  round  him  waa  his  own. 
With  corn  his  crowded  granaries  groan. 
In  short,  so  vast  his  charge  and  gain, 
That  to  possess  them  was  a  pain : 
With  happiness  oppresii'd  he  lies. 
And  much  too  prudent  to  be  wife* 
Near  him  there  livM  a  beantaousmaid. 
With  all  the  charms  of  youth  arrayed ; 
Good,  amiable,  sincere  and  fre^ 
Her  name  was  Genarosity. 
Twas  hers  the  largess  te  bestow 
On  rich  and  poor,  on  friend  and  foe. 
Her  doors  to  all  were  open'd  wide, 
The  pilg«m  there  might  safe  abide : 
For  th*  hungry  and  the  thirsty  crow. 
The  bread  she  broke,  the  drink  she  drew  ; 
There  Sickness  laid  her  aching  head. 
And  there  Distress  cou^d  ind  a  bed. — 
Each  honr  with  an  all-bounteous  hand, 
Diffused  she  bleasings  round  the  land  < 
Her  gifts  and  glory  lasted  lv«g> 
And  numerous  was  th'  accepting  tbfong. 
At  length  pale  Penury  seia'd  the  damey 
An^  Fortune  fled*  andRuiuoam*, 
She  found  her  riches  at  an  end, 
And  that  she  had  not  made  one  friend-^* 
All  curs'd  her  for  not  giving  more, 
Nor  thought  on  what  sheM  done  before  i. 
She  wept,  she  rav'd,  she  tore  her  hair, 
When  lo !  to  oooofort  her  came  Care.--r 
And  cry»d,  "  My  dear,  if  you  viUjoin 
Your  hand  in  nup^  bonds  with  mine ; 
All  will  be  well — you  shall  have  store. 
And  I  be  plaguM  with  wealth  no  more. 
Tho*  I  restraiu  your  botmteous  heart,    . 
You  still  sbaU  act  ihe  generous  ^n.*'-^ 
The  bridal  came — great  was  the  feast. 
And  good  the  pudding  and  the  priest ; 
The  bride  in  nine  moons  brought  him  fortk 
A  little  maid  of  matchless  worth : 
Her  fece  was  mix'd  of  care  and  glee. 
They  christ^*d  her  Economy ; 
And  styled  her  feir  Discretion's  qneen. 
The  mistress  of  (he  golden  mean. 
Now  Generosity  confin'd. 
Perfectly  easy  in  her  mind ) 
Still  loves  to  give,  yet  knows  to  spi 
Nor  wishes  to  be  firee  from  Care. 


THE  FIO. 

FABLE  XVIIL 

Ik  every  age,  and  each  profession, 
Men  err  the  most  by  prepossession. 
But  when  the  thing  is  clearly  sho^  n, 
And  feirly  stated,  fully  known, 
We  soon  applaud  what  we  deride, 
And  penitence  socceefis  to  pride.— 
A  certain  baron  on  a  day, 


To  have  a  cnriou«  trick  in  stoM^ 

Which  never  was  performed  befart. 
Thro'  aM  tk«,lown  thia  soon  got  air^ 
And  the  whole  home  was  like  n  feir  ^ 

Butsoon  his  entry  at  he  mada. 

Without  a  prompter,  or  pamde, 

'Twasall  expectance,  all  tnspaaie. 

And  silence  gagg*d  the  audience* 

He  hid  hia  head  behind  his  wig. 

And  with  saoh  truth  took  off  a  ^9, 

All  swore  Hwaa  aerious,  and  no  joke. 

For  doubtless  undeme«th  hia  cloak. 

He  had  oonceal'd  some  granting  elf. 

Or,  was  a  real  hog  himselC 

A  search  was  nuMle,  no  pig  waa  fennd— 

With  thundering  daps  the  seata  reaouttd» 

And  pit,  and  box,  and  gnUories  roar. 

With — Orafe!  bravo!  and  encore. 

Old  Roger  Grooso,  n  country  clowu. 

Who  yet  knew  soniothing  of  the  town^ 

Beheld  the  mimic  and  bis  whim. 

And  on  the  morrow  chaUeng*d  him. 

Declaring  to  each  beau  and  hunter, 

That  he*d  out-grunt  th*  egregious  gfunter; 

The  morrow  came^-the  crowd  was  greater— 

But  prejudice  and  rank  ill-natqre 

Usurped  the  minds  of  uten  and  wenches, 

Whocametohiss,  and  break  the  benches.    . 

The  mimic  took  his  usual  station. 

And  squeakM  with  general  approbatkm» 
"  Again,  encore  \  encore  *"  I  hey  cry — 

Twas  quite  the  thing — twas  very  high : 

Old  Grouse  oonceal'd,  amidst  the  racket, 

A  real  pig  beneath  his  jacketr— 

Then  forth  he  came— and  with  his  nail 

He  pinch'd  the  urchra  by  the  tail. 

The  tortur'd  pig  from  out  his  throat, 

Produ6'd  the  genuine  natural  note. 

All  bellowM  out — ^*twas  very  sad  ? 

Sure  never  stuff  was  half  so  bad  ! 

"  That  like  a  pig !"— each  cry*d  in  scofll^ 

•«Pshaw '  Nonsense!  bfockhcad  !  Off!  Off!  Ot[V* 

The  mimw  was  extoll'd;  and  Grouse 

Was  hissM,  and  catcall'd  from  the  house.-— 

**  Soft  ye,  a  w(»Td  before  I  go," 

Quoth  honest  Hodge — and.  stooping  low 

ProducM  the  pig,  and  thus  aloud 

Bespoke  the  stupid  partial  croud : 

**  Behold,  and  learn  from  this  poor  creature^ 

How  much  you  critics  know  of  Nature." 


BALLADS. 
SWEET  friLKAM. 

Br  a  prattling  stream,  00  a  Midanmasar^  ovw. 
Where  the  woodbtne  aiid  jesahnioe  their  bougha 

ii^berweave, 
"  Fair  Flora,"  1  oryHl, «« to  my  kmhour  tOTMuv, 
For  I  must  have  a  otu^ot  for  ewctt  WiUtna^i 

hair." 
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Bat  why  tbest  to  ae,    wboHv  luf  corataaoy 

known? 
And  Baiy  hM  Unrnds  enonghof  Ms  own. 
The  next  was  the  ^h  that  I  eonM  not  <!ODteknn, 
For  she  hrooght  me  two  roses  that  grew  on  a  sten: 
Of  the  dearnoptiftl  lie  they  stood  emblcmsTconfest, 
So  I  ktssM  'em,  and  pressed  'em  quite  doseto 

my  brtdtt. 

She  brought  me  a  snn-flow'r— "  This,  fair  one's 

your  doe  j 
For  it4»c«  WMaimddeo,  and  loT^riAllc*yoii:»» 
Oh !  give  it  me  quick,  to  my  shepherd  I'll  run. 
As  true  to  his  flatte,  as  this  flow'r  to  the  Sun. 


TMJS  LjiSS   ffiTH  THE   GOLBEN 

LOCKS. 

BALLAD  If. 

No  more  of  my  Harriot,  of  Polly  no  more, 
Kor  all  the  bright  beaoties  that  charm'd  me  be- 

fopcj 
My  heart  (or  a  slave  to  gay  Venus  Pve  sold, 
And  bOTter'd  ttyfnfedoHi  fbr  ringlets  of  fM : 
m  thraw  ao««  tny  |iipe,  andnegleet  all  my 

ilocks, 
And  wiB  sfaig  to  Mnry  lass  with  tte  g^cfD  lbck«. 

Though o'erheri^bite  forehead  thegilt tresses  flow, 
Like  the  rajrsof  tlie  Sun  on  a  hillock  of  snow ; 
Sach  paioleTs^f  old  4rew  the  queen  of  the  Ihir, 
Tis  the  taste  Of  tte  ancieais,  th  elassical  hair : 
Aad  though  wiHings  my  seoff,  and  though  rait. 

lery  mocks, 
YetPU  sing  to  my  lass  with  the  golden  k>cks. 

To  live  mid  to  love,  to  oenhrerae  and  he  ftm^ 

Is  kivikig,  my  tThanner,  and  Kvingwith  cheet 

Awaygo>rh«  hewn  ^  khset  and  rhytoe, 

Spite  of  all  the  grave  lectures  of  old  fathierTlme; 

A  fig  for  his  dials,  his  watches  and  clocks, 

He's  beat  spent  with  the  lass  of  the  golden  locks. 

Than  the  swan  in  the  brook  she's  more  de&r  to  my 

sight. 
Her  mien  is  more  stately,  her  breast  is  more  white, ' 
Her  sweet  lips  are  rubies,  all  rubies  above. 
They  are  fit  for  the  language  or  labour  of  love  j 
At  the  Park  in  the  Mall,  at  the  play  in  the  box. 
My  lass  bears  tl:e  bell  with  her  golden  locks. 

Her  beautiful  eyctt,  as  they  roll  or  they  Bow, 
Shall  be  glad  for  my  joy,  ur  shall  weep  for  my 

woe  J  [i«oft  pniii ; 

She  ihall  ease  my  fond  heart,  and  shaa  sooth  my 
While  tbousantlB  of  rivals  are  sigbhfig  fn  vain ; 
Let  them  rail  at^ie  fruit  tfaeyean't  reach,  like 

the  fo«, 
WfaBfe  Ihave  the  lass  with  tSie  golden  lechtk 


ON  MY  PtfFE'S  BTRTB-DAT, 

BALLAD  IJL 

"Til  Nancy's  blrth-*Aay-^raraeyoQr  strains, 
Yenympbk  xA  tiie  Pamnsshm  plains, 


And  sing  with  more  than  nsoalglae 
To  Nancy,  who.was  bom  for  me. 
Tell  the  blithe  Graces  as  they  banad 
Luxanaat  iathe  baxom  voaad  $ 
They»re  not  more  elegantly  free. 
Than  Nancy,  who  was  bom  fbr  me. 
Tell  royal  Venni,  tboqgh  the  rov^ 
TTie  queen  of  the  immortal  grove  < 
That  she  must  share  her  golden  fee 
^  With  Nancy,  who  was  bom  for  me. 
Tell  Pallas,  though  th*  Athenian  lehoal, 
And  ev'ry  trite  pedantic  fed. 
On  her  to  place  the  palm  agree, 
Tis  Nancy's,  who  was  bora  for  lAe. 
Tell  spotless  Dian,  though  she  range. 
The  regent  of  the  up-land  grange, 
In  chastity  she  yields  to  thee, 
O,  Nancy,  wko  wast  boro  for  mei 
Tell  Cupid,  Hymen,  and  teU  Jo»Pa> 
With  all  the  pow'rs  of  life  and  hyve, 
That  I'd  disdain  to  breathe  or  be. 
If  Nancy  was  not  bom  for  me. 


THE  DECISION. 

BALLAD  IV. 

Mr  Flokip,  wildest  of  his  sex, 

( Who  sure  the  verieA  sahit  would  tea) 

From  beauty  lovesto  bfauty  j 
Yet,  though  abrMid  the  wanton  roam» 
Whene'er  he  deigns  toatay  at  hoaia^ 

He  always  minds  his  doty. 
Something  to  every  charming  she. 
In  thongktless  prodigality. 

He's  granting  still  and  granting  j 
To  Phyllis  that,  to  Cloe  this, 
And  every  madam,  every  miss  ; 

Yet  I  find  nothing  wanting. 
If  haply  I  his  win  displease. 
Tempestuous  as  th'  autumnal  seat 

He  foams  and  rages  ever;  - 
But  when  he  ceases  firom  his  ire, 
I  cry,  *«  Such  bpirit,  and  such  firft, 

Is  sorely  wond'rous  clever.* 

I  ne'er  want  reason  to  complaia  | 
But  sweet  is  pleasure  after  pam. 

And  every  joy  grows  greater. 
Then  trust  tne,  damsels,  whilst  1  teB, 
I  should  not  like  him  half  so  well. 

If  1  cou'd  make  him  better. 


THE  TALKATIFE  FMR. 

BALLAD  V. 

From  morn  tr>  night,  from  day  to  d&y 
At  all  times  and  at  every  place. 
You  aoold,  repeat,  and  Sfing,  and  say, 
Nor  are  there  hopes  yoiill  ever  cease. 
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FoH>ear,  my  Celia,  oh  !  forfjcar, 
If  your  own  health,  or  outs  you  prize; 
for  all  mankind  that  hear  you,  swear 
Your  tongue's  more  kiliing  than  your  eyes. 
Your  tongue's  a  traitor  to  your  fece. 
Your  fame's  "by  your  own  noise  obfCur*d.l 
All  are  distracted  while  they  gaze ;  . 
But  if  they  listen  they  arecur'd. 

Your  silence  would  acquire  more  praise, 
Than  all  you  say,  or  all  1  write ; 
One  look  ten  thousand  charms  displays; 
'fhep  hu^h — and  be  an  angel  quite. 


THE  SILENT  FAIR, 
BALLAD  VL 

FaoM  all  her  feir  loquacioui  kind, 
80  different  is  my  Ko»alind, 
That  not  one  accent  can  I  gain 
To  crown  my  hopes,  or  sooth  my  pain. 

Ye  lovers,  who  can  construe  sigh?. 
And  arc  the  interpreters  of  eye?, 
To  language  all  her  looks  translate, 
And  in  her  gestures  read  my  fate, 
^nd  if  in  them  you  chance  to  find 
Aught  that  is  gentle,  aught  that's  kind, 
Adieu  mean  hopes  of  being  great. 
And  all  the  littleness  of  sUte. 

All  thoughts  of  grandeur  Pll  despise. 
Which  from  dependence  take  their  rise  | 
To  serve  her  shall  be  my  employ, 
Aod  love's  nmtstX  %fSfiny  my  joy. 


THE  FORCE  OF  INNOCENCE. 
TO  MISS  C*^** 
BALLAD  VII. 

Thb  bloomhig  damsel,  whose  defence 
Is  adamantine  innocence, 
Baquires  110  guardian  \o  attend 
Her  steps,  for  Modesty's  her  friend : 
Tboogfa  her  fair  arms  are  weak  to  wield 
The  glitt'ring  spear,  and  massy  shield: 
yet  safe  from  force  and  fraud  combin'd, 
She  is  an  AmazfM  in  mind. 

With  this  artillery  she  goes, 
Kot  only  'ntpngst  the  harmless  beaux ; 
But  e'en  unhiut  and  undismay'd, 
Views  the  long  sword  and  fierce  cockade, 
Though  all  a  syten  as  she  talks. 
And  all  a  goddess  as  she  walks. 
Yet  decency  each  action  guides, 
And  wisdom  o'er  her  tongue  presUes. 


Leave  her,  defenodets  and  alone, 
A  pris'ner  in  the  torrid  zone. 
The  sunshine  there  might  vainly  via 
With  the  bright  lustre  of  her  eye ; 
But  Phoebus' self,  with  all  bis  fire, 
Cou'd  ne'er  one  unchaste  thought  inspire  ; 
But  virtue's  path  she'd  still  pursue. 
And  still,  my  fiur,  wou'd  copy  you. 


THE  DISTRESSED  DJMSEL. 

BALLAD  Vin. 

Of  all  my  experience  how  vast  the  amount. 
Since  fifteen  long  whiters  I  ftirty  can  count ! 
Was  ever  a  damsel  so  sadly  betrayed. 
To  live  to  these  years  and  yet  still  be  a  maid? 

Ye  heroes,  triumphant  by  land  and  by  sea. 
Sworn  vot'ries  to  love,  but  unmindful  of  me ; 
You  can  storm  a  strong  fort,  or  can  form  a 

blockade. 
Yet  ye  stand  by  like  dastards,  and  see  me  a 

maid, 

Ye  lawyers  so  just,  who  with  slippery  tongue. 
Can  do  what  you  please,  or  with  right,  or  wi^ 

WlDQg, 

Can  it  be  or  by  law  or  by  equity  mm, 
That  a  buxom  young  giri  ou^bt  to  die  an  old 
maid. 

Ye  learned  phjrsicians,  whose  excellent  skill , 
Can  save,  or  dennolish,  can  cure,  or  can  kill. 
To  a  poor,  forlorn  dainsel  contribute  your  aid. 
Who  is  Sick — vei^  sick — of  remainmg  a  maid. 

Ye  fops,  I  mvoke,  not  to  list  to  my  song. 
Who  answer  no  end — and  to  no  aex  belong; 
Ye  echoes  of  echoes,  and  shadows  of  shade-* 
For  if  I  had  }  ou — I  might  «tiU  be  a  Biaid. 


THE  FAIR  RECLUSE. 
BALLAD  UL 

Yb  ancient  patriarchs  of  the  wood, 

That  ven  around  these  awful  glooms, 

Who  mapy  a  century  have  stood 

In  verdant  age,  that  ever  blooms. 

Ye  Gothic  tow'rs  by  vapours  dense. 

Obscur'd  into  severer  state. 
In  pastoral  magnificence 

At  once  so  simple  and  so  great. 

Why  all  your  jedous  shades  on  me. 
Ye  hoary  elders*  ^o  ye  spread  I 

Fair  innocence  shou'd  still  be  free, 

Npught  shou'd  be  chain'd,  but  wbpl 
dread. 
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Fraedom  of  air  alone  it  giT*ii, 

To  ajcgnvate,  nor  sooth  my  grief. 

To  view  lb'  idHneuseiy distant  Heav>D, 
Mynenest  prospect  of  relie£ 


TO  MISS  ♦  ♦  ♦  • 

OKI   OF  THE   CHlCHISTBit   GftACIS. 

Wntteo  ID  Goodwood  Gardens,  September,  1750. 

BALLAD  X. 

**  Yi  Hiixi  that  overlook  the  plaint. 
Where  wealth  and  Gothic  greatness  reigns. 
Where  Natare'F  hand  by  Art  is  check 'd, 
And  Taste  herself  is  architect  j 
Ye  £aib<ws  gray,  ye  forests  brairn, 
And  teat  that  the  vast  prospect  crown, 
Ye  fright  the  sonl  with  Fancy's  store. 
Hot  can  she  one  idea  more !" 

I  taid^-wben  dearest  of  her  kind 
(Ber  form,  the  picture  of  her  mind) 
Cbloris  approached— The  landscape  flew ! 
AH  nature  Tanisb'd  from  my  view ! 
She  aeem'd  all  nature  to  comprize, 
Her  lips !  her  beauteous  breasts  !  her  eyei ! 
That  roo^d,  and  yet  abash'd  dcsirv , 
With  liquid,  languid,  living  fire  ! 

But  then — her  voice  '.—how  framM  t'  endear ! 

The  music  of  the  gods  to  hear ! 

Wit  that  so  pierc'd,  without  offence. 

So  bracM  by  the  strong  nerves  of  seme  I 

Pallas  with  Venus  play'd  her  part, 

To  rob  roe  of  an  honest  heart ; 

Prudence  and  passion  jointly  strove, 

And  reaaon  was  th'  ally  of  k>ve. 

Ah  me !   thou  sweet,  delicious  maid> 
From  whence  shall  I  solicit  aid  ? 
Hope  and  despair  alike  destroy. 
One  kills  with  grief,  and  one  with  joy. 
Celestial Chloris!  Nyroph divine! 
To  save  me,  the  dear  task  be  thine. 
Though  conquest  be  the  woman's  care, 
TheangeTs  gkvy  it  to  spare. 


lOrELY  HARRIOT. 

A  CIAMBO  tAUAD. 

•  BAIXAD  XL 

OtiAT  Phoebus  in  his  vast  careef, 
Who  forms  the  self  succeeding  year, 

ThrooM  ho  his  amber  chariot ; 
Sees  notan  object  half  so  bright, 
Kor  gives  such  joy,  such  life,  such  light, 

As  dear  ddicious  Harriot. 

Pedants  of  dull  phlegmatic  turns. 

Whose  pulse  not  beats,  irhose  blood  not  bum, 

Kead  Malebrailche,  Boyle  and  Harriot  | 
I  soom  thdr  phifotophic  strife, 
Aadttody  nature  from  the  life, 

(Where  most  she  shines)  in  Harriot, 
Wbea^  admits  another  wooer, 
I  rs?e  like  Sl^^etpeare's  jeatous  Moor^ 


.    And  amasr^^ingBarryhot. 
True,  virtuous,  lovely,  was  his  do^, 
But  virtue,  beaptty,  truth  and  love. 
Are  other  names  for  Harriot. 

Ye  factious  members  who  oppose, 
And  tire  both  houses  with  your  prose. 

Though  never  can  you  carry  aught; 
You  might  command  the  nation's  sense. 
And  without  bribery  convince, 

Had  ye  the  voice  of  Harriot 

You  of  the  music  common  weal. 
Who  borrow,  beg,  compote,  or  steal. 

Cantata,  air,  orariet ; 
You*d  bum  your  cumb'rous  works  in  soon. 
And  sing,  compose,  and  play  no  more, 

If  once  you  heard  my  Harriot. 
Were  there  a  wretch  who  da^d  essay. 
Such  wDod*rous  tweetnett  to  betray, 

rd  call  him  an  Iscariot ; 
But  her  e'en  satire  can't  annoy. 
So  strictly  chaste,  but  kindly  coy. 

It  fair  angelic  Harriot 

While  sultans,  emperon,  and  kings, 
(Mean  appetite  of  earthly  things) 

In  all  the  waste  of  war  riot; 
Lore's  softer  duel  be  my  aim, 
Praise,  honour,  glory,  conquest,  fame^ 

Are  ceater'd  all  in  Harriot 

I  swear  by  Hymen  and  the  pow'n 
That  haunt  love's  ever  blushing  bow'rs. 

So  sweet  a  njrmpb  to  marry  ought  t 
Then  may  I  bug  her  silken  yoke. 
And  give  the  last,  the  final  stroke, 

T  accomplish  lovely  Harriot 


TO  JENNY  GRAY. 

BALLAD  XIL 

fiiiNo,  Pheebus,  from  Parnassian  bow'rs, 
A  chaplet  of  poetic  flovrers. 

That  fieu*  outbfoom  the  May ; 
Bring  verse  so  smooth,  and  thoughts  go  free^ 
And  all  the  Muses  heraldry. 

To  blazon  Jenny  Gray. 

Observe  yon  almond's  rich  perfume. 
Presenting  Spring  with  early  bloom. 

In  ruddy  tints  how  gay  1 
Thus,  foremost  of  the  blushing  fair. 
With  such  a  blithsome,  buxom  air. 

Blooms  lovely  Jenny  Gray. 

TTie  merry,  chirping,  plumy  throng. 
The  bush^  and  the  twigs  among 

That^ipe  the  sylvan  lay. 
All  hush'd  at  her  delightful  voice 
In  sflent  ecstacy  rejoice, 

And  study  Jenny  Gray. 

Ye  balmy  odour-breathing  gales. 
That  lightly  sweep  the  green  rob'd  vales* 

And  in  each  rose-bush  play ; 
I  know  you  all,  you're  arrant  cheats. 
And  steal  your  more  than  natural  sweets. 

From  lovely  Jenny  Gray. 

Pomona  and  that  goddess  bri^t. 
The  fkmst't  and  the  maids  delight. 
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In  vain  their  ^hftittM  ditpl«f ;  . 
Thtfluscknudectarine,  juicy  peath, 
In  richness,  nor  in  sweetness  reach 

The  lips  of  Jenny  Gray. 

To  the  sweet  knot  of  Graces  three, 
Tb'  immortal  hand  of  bards  Agrte, 
t     A  tufief  il  tax  to  pay ; 
There  yet  remains  a  matchless  worth. 
There  yet  remains  a  lovelier  fourth. 
And  she  is  Jcmiy  Gray. 

TO  MISS  KITTY  BEN  NET, 

AND 

jBHRCJTCROP. 
BALLAD  XIIL 

Full  many  a  tieart,  that  now  is  free. 
May  shortly,  fair  one,  beat  for  thee. 

And  court  thy  pleatmg  chain ; 
Then  prudent  hear  a  friend's  advice, 
And  learn  to  guard»  by  conduct  nice. 

The  conquests  you  shall  gain. 

When  Tabby  Tom  your  Crt)p  jmrsues, 
How  many  a  bite,  and  many  a  bruise 

The  araorotn  swain  enditres  f 
E'er  yet  one  favouring  glance  he  catch, 
What  frequent  squalls,  how  many  a  scratch 

His  tenderness  procures } 
Tho*  this,  His  own'd^  be  soiriewhat  rode, 
And  Puss  by  nature  be  a  prude, 

Yet  hence  you  niay  improve^ 
By  decent  pride,  and  dint  of  scoff, 
Keep  caterwauling co3(CGmbs  off, 

And  ward  th'  attacks  of  love. 
Your  Crop  a  rtJOuSlrtg  when  you  scft, 
She  teaches  you  economy, 

,     Which  makes  the  pot  to  boil : 
And  when  she  phiys  with  what  she  gains, 
,She  shows  you  pleasune  springs  ftrirti  paind, 

And  mirth's  the  fruit  of  toil. 


THE  VRETTY  BAR^KEEPER  Of  tUE 
MITUE. 

BALLAD  XIV. 
Written  fetCoIlege,  1741, 

"Relax,  sweet  giri,  your  wearied  mind) 

And  to  hear  the  poet  talk, 
Gentlest  creature  of  your  kind, 

Lay  aside  your  sponge  and  chalk  ; 
Crease,  cease  the  bar-bell,  nor  refuse 
To  bear  thejiujjie  of  the  31use. 

"  Hear  your  numerous  vot*ri«!i  jkaycniy 
Come,  O  come,  and  bring  with  thee 

Giddy  whimsies,  wanton  aii-s. 
And  all  love's  soft  artillery ; 

Smiles  and  thit>bs,  and  frowns,  and  tears. 

With  all  the  lirtle  hopes  and  feirs.** 

She  heard — she  cam^-*and  Vershe  sjM^, 

Not  unravibh'd  you  mif;h'.  sec 
Her  wanton  eyes  that  wink  d  ilie  joke, 

E*er  her  tdhgue  could  set  it  free. 


While  a  forc»d  blush  her  chc^kii  inBam'd^ 
\nd  seem'd  to^ay  fihe'was  asham'd. 
No  handkerchief  her  basom  hid. 

No  tippet  from  our  sight  debars 
Her  heaving  breasU  with  moles  o'erspread, 

MarkM,  little  hemispheres,  with  stars  | 
While  on  them  all  our  eyes  we  move, 
Our  eyes  that  meant  immoderate  kiv«. 
In  every  gesture,  every  air, 

Th'  imperfect  lisp,  the  languid  eye, 
f  n  every  motion  of  the  fair 

We  awkward  imitators  vie, 
And,  forming  our  own  from  her  face. 
Strive  to  look  pretty  as  we  gaze. 

If  e'er  she  sneered,  the  mimic  crowd 

Sneer*d  too,  and  all  their  pipes  laid  down  { 
If  she  but  stooped,  we  lowly  bowM, 

And  sullen  if  she  'gan  to  frown 
In  solemn  silence  sat  profound — 
But  did  she  laugh ! — the  laugh  went  round. 
Her  snuff-box  if  the  nymph  puU'd  out. 

Each  Johnian  in  responsive  airs 
Fed  with  the  tickling  dust  his  snout. 

With  all  the  politesse  of  bears. 
Dropt  she  her  fan  beneath  her  hoop, 
Rv*n  stake,  stuck  Ckirians  strove  to  btoep. 
The  sons  of  culinary  Kays 

Smoking  from  the  eternal  treat. 
Lost  in  ecstatic  transport  gaze. 

As  though  the  fair  was  good  to  eat ; 
Ev'n  gloomiest  king's  men,  jjeas'd  awhile, 
*'  Grin  horribly  a  ghastly  smile." 

But  hark,  she  cries,  "  My  mamma  calls,"  • 
And  straight  she's  vani«h'd  from  our  sight ; 

Twas  then  we  saw  the  empty  bowls, 
Twas  then  we  flret  p^rceiv'd  it  night  j 

While  all,  sad  synod,  silent  moan, 

Bt.th  that  she  went— «nd  went  alone. 


THE  WfMPT^S RESOLVnON, 

A  CAXTATA. 

BALLAD  XV. 

RECITATIVE, 

Svlvia.  the  most  contented  of  her  kind, 
Remain'd  in  joyless  aidowhood  rwiign'd  : 
In  vaiu  to  gain  her  every  shepherd  strove. 
Each  passion  ebb»d,  but  grief,   which  drowned 
love. 

AtH. 

**  Away,"  she  ctfd,  "  ye  swains,  be  nute^ 
Nor  wiih  your  odious  fruitless  suit 

M  y  loyal  thoughts  controul  ;    . 
My  grief  on  resolutiou's  rock 
Is  built,  nor  can  temptation  shock 

The  purpose  of  my  souL 
"  Though  blithe  content  with  Tocudd  air. 
May  balance  comfort  against  caw. 

And  make  me  IHc  suttain ; 
Yet  ev'ry  joy  has  wingM  its  flight. 
Except  that  pensive  dear  delight 

That  take§  it's  rise  from  pain:»> 
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lilu:lT4tty«k 


She  said  i — A  jcfoih  approacb'd  of  manly  grace, 
jL  lOo  of  Mars  and  of  th?  Hibernian  race : — 
lofiov'ry  rhetoric  be  no  time  employed. 
He  came>— bewoo'd<-4ie  wedded  and  cijoy'd. 


|)ido  tfios  of  old  ptotestad, 

Ke'er  to  know  a  second  flame. 
Bat  alas!  sbe  found sbe  jested; 

When  the  stately  Trojan  came. 
Nature  a  disguise  may  borrow. 

Yet  this  maxim  true  will  prove, 
%iite  of  pride,  and  spite  of  sorrom*, 

Sbe  that  has  an  heart  must  love. 

What  en  fiarth  is  so  Mehaniini^ 

As  beaaty  weeping  on  her  w^eds ! 

Througfa  flowing  eyes,  on  bOicitti  panting 
What  a  raptorous  ray  proceeds? 

Sfloe  ^m  death  tbere^s  no  returning, 
When  tb*  old  luver  bids  adieu, 

m  the  pomp  and  farce  of  mourning 
Are  but  signals  for  a  new. 


EPISTLE  TO  MRS.  TYLER, 

Jt  eirer  was  aUow'd,  dear  madam, 
Ev>n  from  the  days  of  father  Adam, 
Of  all  perfection  flesh  is  heir  lo, 
Fair  patience  is  the  gentlest  virtue; 
This  b  a  truth  our  grandames  teach. 
Our  poets  sing,  and  parsons  preach ;    , 
Y«t  after  all}  dearMell,  the^rctis 
We  seldom  put  it  into  practice ; 
V\\  warrant  (if  one  knew  tlie  trulh) 
You've  C£.*IM  me  many  an  idle  youth, 
And  styled  me  rude  ungrateful  bear, 
fiaodc^  to  nake  a  parson  sweflr, 

1  shall  not  make  a  long  oration 

In  order  for  my  vindication, 

ybr  vhat  the  plague  can  1  say  more 

Tban  lazy  dogs  have  done  before ; 

Such  Btxiff  is  nought  but  mere  tautology, 

Axsd  )K>  take  that  for  my  apolo^jy. 

First  then  for  custards,  my  dear  Mary, 

The  produce  of  your  dainty  dairy. 

For  stew\l,  iax  bak'd,  for  boilM,  fcr  roast. 

And  all  tb«f  teas  and  all  the  toast ; 

With  tbankfal  tongue  and  bowii^  attitude, 

1  here  prvaeat  yoa  with  my  gralitudc : 

Next  for  your  apples,  pears  and  plumbs 

Acknowledgment  in  order  comes; 

For  wine,  fbr  ale,  for  fowl,  for  fish — for 

Ev'n  ail  one's  appetite  can  wish  for: 

But  O  ye  peas^  atid  0  ye  pehcjls^ 

And  all  ye  scribbling  utensils, 

Say  in  ♦fifct  words  and  in  what  iftelrc, 

Stiall  anfeigu'd  admiration  Street  her 

For  that  rich  banquet  eo  refined        ' 

Her  c«>Dvcr$ation  gave  the  mind . 


TO  THE  REV,  MR,  POfTELL^ 

OH  TAB   KOK-PBRPOltMAKCB   OP   A   ROMISB  HI 
■ADK  TBB   AVTdOa   OP  A   BARB. 

Fbibnd,  with  regard  to  this  same  hare. 

Am  1  to  hope,  or  to  despair? 

By  punctual  post  the  letter  came. 

With  I>»»*n»s  himd,  and  P«»»H'8  name : 

Yet  there  appear'd.  for  love  or  money. 

Nor  hare,  nor  leveret,  nor  coney. 

Say,  my  dear  Morgan,  has  my  lord. 

Like  other  great  ones  kept  his  word  ? 

Or  have  you  been  deceived  by  *squire^ 

Or  has  yourpoacher  lost  his  wire  ? 

Or  in  some  unpropitious  hole^ 

Instead  of  puss,  trepann'd  a  mole  ? 

Thou  valiant  son  of  great  Cadwalladefv 

Hast  thou  a  hare,  or  hast  thou  swalk>w'4  her  I 

But,  now,  meifainks,  1  hear  yoa  say, 
(And  shake  your  head)  "Ah,  wallHk-4ayl 
Painful  pre-em'nence  to  be  wise, 
\Vc  wits  have  such  short  memories. 
Oh,  that  the  act  was  not  in  ftmse ! 
A  horse ! — my  kingdom  for  a  horse  1 
To  love — ^yet  be  deny'd  the  sport ! 
Oh  I  for  a  friend  or  two  at  court  1 
God  knows,  there^s  scarce  a  man  of  t|iiriH^ 
In  all  our  peerless  principality — ^* 

But  hold — for  on  his  country  joking, 
To  a  warm  Welcbman^s  most  proVokiog. 
As  for  poor  puss,  upon  my  honour, 
1  never  set  my  heart  upon  her. 
But  any  gift  from  friend  to  friend, 
is  pleasing  in  it^s  aim  and  end. 
I,  like  the  coc'v,  wou'd  spurn  a  jewel, 
Sentby  th'unkifKi,  th'tinjust,  and  cnieL 

But  honest  P***ll ! Sure  fttHn  him 

A  bai*ley*com  trou^d  hh  a  gem. 
Pleased  therefore  had  1  been,  and  proud. 
And  prais'd  thy  generous  heart  ak>ud. 
If 'stead  of  hare  (but  do  not  blab  it) 
You*d  send  me  only  a  Wekh-iabbit. 


THE  SICK  MONKEY. 

EPIGRAM  I. 

A  LAwr  sentlatf  ly  for  one  doctor  t)rug. 
To  come  hi  an  instant,  and  clyster  poor  Pug — 
As  the  foir  one  commanded  he  came  at  the  wordf 
And  did  the  grftnd  office  inti^wig  and  sword. 

The  oflair  being  ended,  so  sweet  and  so  nice  1'. 

He  held  out  his  hand  with  "You — know,  ma'am^ 

my  price.**  [your  brother* 

•*  Your  price,**  says  the  lady — "  VMiy,  Sir,  he*» 

And  doctors  most  tiever  take  fees  of  each  other.** 


APOLLO  AND  DAPHNE. 
EPIGRAM  II. 
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The  nymph  was  be  rare  of  a  cold  constitfition. 
To  be  pam'd  to  a  tree  was  a  strange  resolution ; 
But  io  this  she  resepibled  a  true  modern  spouse, 
For  she  fled  from  his  arm^  to  distinguish  his 
brows. 


TffE  MISER  AND  THE  MOUSE, 

KPIGRAM  III. 

(from  the  greek. ) 

To   a  Mouse  says  a  Miser,   «*  My  dear  Mr. 
Mouse,  [huuse?" 

Pray  what  may  yon  please  for  to  want  in  my 
Says  the  Mouse,  "  Mr.  Miser,  pray  keep  your- 
self quiet,  [diet : 
Yon  are  safe  in  yoor  person,  your  purse,  and  your 
A  Ibdging  I  want,  which  ev»n  you  may  afford, 
^t  none  wou'd  come  here  to  beg,  borrow,  or 
board." 


EPIGRAM  \\\ 

OH    A    WOMAN    WHO    WAS    SINGING    BALLADS    POR 
MONEY   TO    BURV    HER    HUSBAND. 

For  her  husband  deceased,  Sally  chants  the  sweet 
lay, 

Why,  foith,  this  is  singular  sorrow  j  [day, 
^ut  (F  d«ubt)  since  she  sings  for  a  dead  map  to 

She'll  cry  for  a  live  one  to  morrow. 


TO   THE   RIGHT  HONOURABLE 

EARL  OF  DARLINGTON, 

ON    BIS   BEING   APPOINTED   PAYMASTER   OP   HIS 
MAJL sty's    FORCES. 

The  royal  hand,  my  lord,  shall  raise 

To  nobler  heights  thy  name ; 
Who  praises  thee  shall  meet  with  praise. 

Ennobled  in  thy  fame. 

Smart*8  ode. 

What  the  prophetic  Muse  foretold  is  true. 
And  royal  justice  gives  to  worth  it*s  due  j 
llie  Roman  spirit  now  breathes  forth  again. 
And  Virtue's  temple  leads  to  Honour's  lane ; 
But  not  alone  to  thee  this  grant  extends. 
Nor  in  thy  rise  great  Brunswick's  goodness  ends : 
Whoe'er  has  known  thy  hospitable  dome, 
Wliere  each  glad  guest  still  finds  himself  at  home; 
Whoe'er  has  seen  the  numerous  poor  that  wait 
To  bless  thy  bounty  at  the  expanded  gate ; 
Whoe'er  has  seen  thee  general  joy  impart, 

Ami  RiTiilA  avAV  rhaorin  frrttn  «»v«v^  tia«^ 


From  grief  to  bliss,  from  Earth  to  Heav'o  re- 

mov*d. 
His  mem'ry  honoured,  as  his  life  bcloY»d : 
That  heart  o'er  which  no  evil  e'er  had  pow'r; 
That  disposition  sickness  could  not  sour; 
That  sense  so  oft  to  riper  years  denied, 
That  patience  heroes  might  have  own'd  with 
His  painful  race  undauntedly  he  ran,        {pride. 
And  in  the  elcA-enth  winter  died  a  man. 


EPITAPH   ON    the 

REr,  MR,  REYNOLDS. 

AT  ST.    PETER'S    IN   THE    ISLE   OP  THAKET. 

Was  rhetoric  on  the  lips  of  sorrow  bur  g. 
Or  c'ju'd  affliction  lend  the  heart  a  tongue. 
Then  should  my  soul,  in  noble  anguish  free. 
Do  glorious  justice  to  herself  and  thee. 
But  ah !  when  loaded  with  a  weight  of  woe, 
Ev'n  nature,  blessed  nature  is  our  foe. 
WTien  we  should  praise,  we  sympathetic  grdan. 
For  sad  mortality  is  all  our  o\«  n. 
Yet  but  a  word  :  as  lowly  as  he  lies. 
He  spurns  all  empires  and  asserts  the  skies. 
Blush,  power !  he  had  no  interest  here  bcjow ; 
Blush,  malice!  that  he  dy*d  without  a  foe ; 
Tbc  universal  friend,  so  form'd  to  engage. 
Was  far  too  precious  for  this  world  end  age. 
Years  were  deny'd,  for  (such  his  worth  apd  truth) 
Kind  Heaven  has  calPd  him  to  eternal  youth. 


TO  MY  WORTHY  FRIEND  MR.  T,  B. 

ONE   OP  THE  PBOPIB   CALLED  QUAKERS. 

Written  in  his  Garden,  July,  1  ;52. 

Free  from  the  proud,  the  pompous,  and  th« 
How  simply  neat,  and  elegantly  plain       rraio. 
Thy  rural  villi  lifts  its  modest  head. 
Where  fiur  convenience  reigns  in  fashion's  stead  | 
Where  sober  plenty  does  its  bli^s  impart. 
And  glads  thine  hospitable,  honest  heart 
Mirth  without  vice,  and  rapture  without  noise. 
And  all  the  decent,  all  the  manly  joys ! 
Beneath  a  shadowy  bow'r,  the  summer's  pride. 
Thy  darling  TuUia  «  sitting  by  thy  side ; 
Where  light  and  shade  in  varied  scenes  display 
A  contrast  sweet,  like  friendly  yea  and  nay. 
My  hand,  the  secretary  of  my  mind. 
Leaves  thee  these  lines  upon  the  poplar's  rind. 


on   SEEING   THE   PICTURP   OP* 
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ADdsballnojiist,  impartial  bwd  be  fbund. 
Thy  more  exalted  merits  to  reaound  ? 
Who  giT*Bi  to  beauty  a  perpetual  bloom, 
And  Inrely  grace,  wbich  age  shall  not  confnme : 
Wbo  mak'st  the  speaking  eyes  with  meaoiog  rplf, 
And  painf  it  at  once  the  bcidy  and  the  soal. 


jy  INrjTJTlON  TO  MRS.  TYLER. 

i  CLBaCTMAN'S  LADY,  TO  DIME  VPON  A  COUPLl 
OF  DVCKS  ON  TBS  AimiTBRSAlT  Or  THB  AU- 
TBOa's  WSDDINO-DAT. 

Had  I  the  pen  of  sir  John  Suckling, 

And  could  find  out  a  rhyme  ibr  duckling, 

Why,  dearest  madam,  in  that  case, 

J  would  invite  jrou  to  a  brace. 

Haste,  gentle  shepherdess  *,  away. 

To  morrow  is  the  gaudy  da^. 

That  day,  when  to  my  longing  arms, 

Nancy  lesignM  her  golden  charms. 

And  set  my  am'rous  inclination 

Upon  the  baseness  of  the  nation. 

bdostrious  Moll*,  with  many  a  pluck, 

Vnwings  the  plamage  of  each  duck  ; 

And  aM  she  sits  a  brooding  o*er, 

You'd  think  she'd  hatch  a  couple  more. 

Come, all  ye  Moses,  come  and  sing, — 

Shall  we  then  roast  them  on  a  string  ? 

Or  shaH  we  make  our  dirty  jilt  run. 

To  beg  a  roast  of  Mrs.  Bilton^? 

But  to  delight  you  more  with  these. 

We  shall  provide  a  dish  of  pease  : 

On  ducks  alone  we*ll  nut  regale  you, 

We'll  wine,  we'll  pancli  you,  and  we'U  ale  you. 

To  morrow  is  the  gaudy  day, 

Paste,  gentle  shepherdess,  away. 


TO  MISS  S— 

Fahi  partner  of  my  Nancy's  heart, 

Whofeel'st,  lika  me,  love's  poignant  dart ; 

Who  at  a  frown  can'st  pant  for  pain. 

And  at  a  smile  reme  again ; 

Who  doat'st  to  that  severe  degree. 

You're  jeakMM,  e'en  of  constancy; 

Bom  hopes  apd  feais  and  doubts  to  prove, 

And  each  vicissitude  of  love  t 

To  this  my  humble  suit  a^end. 

And  be  my  advocate  and  friend, 

io  may  just'  Heav'n  your  goodness  bless ; 

Socoeasfid  ev'n  in  my  success  1 

Oft  at  the  silent  hour  of  night, 

When  bold  intnisioo  wings  her  dight. 

My  fiftir,  fiom  care  and  bus'ness  free^ 

Unbosoms  all  her  soul  to  thee, 

Eac|i  hope  with  which  her  bosom  heavei, 

£ach  tender  wish  her  heart  receives 

To  thee  are  intimately  known, 

And  all  her  tights  become  iby  own : 

'  As  every  good  parson  is  the  shepherd  of  his 
pock,  h'is  wifit  is  a  shepherdess  of  course. 
*Themak]. 
!  Tbelaifdkdy  of  the  public  bousct 


Then  take  the  blessed  blissful  hour, 
To  try  love's  sweet  infections  pow'r| 
And  let  your  sister  souls  conspire 
In  love's,  as  friendship's  calmer  fira, 
So  may  thy  transport  equal  mine, 
Nay-«-every  joy  be  doubly  thine  ! 
So  may  the  youth,  whom  you  prefiet^ 
Be  all  1  wikh  to  be  to  her. 


DisBiTissiMi  RomuK  Nepotum, 
Quotsunt,  quotque  fudre,  Marce  TuIH| 
FX  quot  p5st  aliis  erunt  in  annis, 
Gratias  tibi  maximas  Catullus, 
Agit  pessimus  omnium  Poeta  | — 
Tanto  pessimus  omnhmi  Poeta, 
Quanto  tu  optimus  omaium  patroousb 


IMITJTED 
AFTEa  Diif  nro  with  urn.  MuamAT, 

O  TBoi/,  of  British  orators  the  chief 
That  were,  or  are  in  being,  or  belief; 
All  eminence  and  goodness  as  thou  art» 
Accept  the  gratitude  of  Poet  Smart,—  . 
The  meanest  of  the  tuneful  train  as  far. 
As  thou  transcend'st  the  brightest  at  the  bar* 


INSCRIPTIONS    ON   AN  MOLIAN 
BARP. 

On  one  End.   % 

Partem  aliquam,  O  venti,  divfim  referatis  ad 
aures* 

On  one  Side. 

Salve,  que  fingis  proprio  modulamine  carmen. 

Salve,  Memnoniam  vox  imitaUlyram  ! 
Dulcfe  O  divinumque  sonas  sine  pollicis  ictu. 

Dives  naturae  simplicis,  artis  inops ! 
Talia,  qus  incultie  dant  mellea  labrapuella, 

Talia  sunt  Caciles  quae  modulantur  aves. 

On  the  other  Side. 

Hail,  heav'niy  harp,  where  MemtXNi^  skill  i» 

shown, 
That  charm'st  the  ear  with  music  all  thine  own  I 
Which,  though  unlouch'd,  can'st  rapt'rous  stiains 
O  rich  of  genuinenature,  free  ftom  art  I  [imparl. 
Such  the  wild  warbhngsof  the  sylvan  throng, 
So  simply  sweet  the  untaught  vi^gii^s  song. 

On  the  other  End. ' 
Cbristopboms  Smart  Henrico  Bell  Armigero. 


AN    EPIGRAM     BY    SIR    THOMAS 
MORE. 

DeTyndaro. 
NoM  minimo  insignem  naso  dum  forte  puellam 
Ba8iat,en!  vol»^t  Tyndarusessedicax. 
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SxMART'S  POEMS. 


Frustra,  ait,  ento  tXM  mm  profero  la^ra  kbettii, 
Nostra  pruc\t4  ndsus  (Icstinpt  ora  tnus. 

Proi  iiHis  erubuit,  taokaque  eKCaiHuit  ir&, 
Nempe  parMitt  aako  tocta  puellasak'. 

Kasas  ab  ore  metM  tuasi  tenet  oscu)a,'dixit» 
Qui  oasus  DOQ  est,  hilc  dare  parte  pgt«ft. 


TflE  LOKG    NOBED    PAIR. 

Okce  on  8  time  I  ft^T  DOiHMalciss'd, 
Whose  no^  was  too  dihtin^ish'd  to  be  miss'd  ; 
•*My  dear,"  says  I,"  I  fiaili^oiild  kisB  you  ckwer, 
But  tho*  your  lip«  iay  aye^yuar  nose  mys,  no^ 

sir.^-r- 
The  maid  was  equally  to  fuft  indin'd. 
And  placM  her  lorHy  IHy-haii4  behind  ;        [kiB*, 
"  Here,  swain,'*  slie  ctfd<, "  may  let  thou  nfcurely 
MThere  tbert'a  m  nose  «o  tateitufit  tby  btiw« 


FANNY,  BLOOMING  FAIR. 

TtAKSLATES  INTO  LATIN,    IS  THE  MANNER  OF  MR. 
»OVItttb 

CfM  primiin)  fetibe  oc«?#«,  vki^  TaSHth jnV«»til4, 

Non  teme^fe  *ttfemto3  FannHi  jmlchta  «etit, 
Ut  mihi  8^  IrrHtiirs  calot  hisfrKiarft  in  ossa 

MirantispefiieW,  yitthmrthqiw  deciis !    [non  ? 
Duni  parttt  AiaHtor  rattte,  &  amabi!e— <juid 

Ludttawdiqiie  ttCMM  rtiagtm  libido  capit ; 
Prodigus  &  Isrudum  dum  formam  ad  sidera  tollo, 

Subdolus  en  !  ftirUm  febrtur  intus  amor, 
l^lii  ptien^  Venerisquo  cxercitos  ««■» 

Exornat  mu^ito  lumina  foeta  dulo ; 
Hiecnrrus,  hie  tela  jacent,  hie  arctis  Amoris, 

Cypri  po8th3biti&hi«!iiMinet  ipsejugis. 
KftiTis  gena  pidclira  i  osis  vestita  superbit, 

laraYkkMi  tiHineis  Fpcfnert  nkta  ttMimtil ; 
Kon  tanCas  jactat  veneres  suavissittitmliorti 

locola,  quaodo  novis  sj^irat  ainoma  cumis. 

CoocionU  membris  patetimmortalis  origo, 

ilia  Jovls  monslicnl  cjuid  potu^re  roautis  ; 
KeginamqueCnidi,  formosnm  Cyprida,  reddit, 

Quicunque  e£:Vegioludtt  in  ore  dc^^r  ! 
Qiinuta  njihi  rtervosjieu,  qunnta  est  flamma  tne- 

^cctoris  ut  video  Inxurianlis  ebui —     [dnllas, 
Pectoris  exi mix  nympha? — -jam  dukfe  tumenlis 

Jam  subsideutb    Jed  cupit  ante  prcnii. 
CiMS^dMffiediMncestUB  (milii  crcdiie)  nyrapw 

Inqguis  cesius,  quern  dedit  ipsa  Venus  :  [bam 
Ditk-e  hatoHitioBi  ciiva  itkffi  tudk  amorum, 

Atque  biiaresducit  turtia  joco^a  eboros. 
F€fitx  «nte  hoiBiD«8  istius  cinguia  eonfle 

Qui  sokos>  ItfHx,  quffeqai^  ess  ante  Deos  ! 
Omnt's,  tatHAOHiDes,  nisi  me,  (t>niingere  posse 

Gauuia,  vosque  Dii,  tuque  puelia  neges. 


In  her  bevitchingeyos 

Ten  thousand  lores  nppter  ; 
There  Cupid  basking  lies, 
'    His  shafts  are  hoarded  there, 
her  blooming  cheeks  are  dy'd 

With  colour  ell  her  own* 
Excelling  far  the  pride 

Of  roses  newly  blown. 
Her  well  tum'd  limbs  confess 

The  lucky  hand  of  Jove  i 
Her  fcfttufes  atl  etptess 

The  beauteous  i|ii«en  of  lore. 
What  flames  my  nen^ea  invade 

When  I  behold  the  breart 
Of  that  too  charming  maid 

Rise  soiijg  to  Ve  iJreill 

Venus  roimd  Fanny's  waist 

Has  her  own  cestus  boun^ 
There  guardian  Cupids  grace^ 

And  dance  the  circle  round. 
How  happy  may  he  be. 

Who  shall  her  zone  unloose  I 
That  blifih  to  all  but  me. 

May  Heav'n  and  bhe  refuse. 


HORACE.  ODE  IV. 


Ad  Xantbiam  Phoceum. 

Ne  sit  ancillab  tibi  aftior  pudori, 
Xanthia  PlKtceu ;  prius  insulenleia 
I  Serva  Briseis  niveo  colore 
Movet  Acbiliem : 

Movft  AjaMn  Tolamone  inatttt 
Forma  captivx  domi^mtni  Tecm^tte : 
Arsit  Atndcs  meflio  in  triim))>)ia 
Virgine  rapta: 

Barbaras  postquam  cecid^re  ttirms 
iliessalo  victore,  &  adeniptus  Hector 
Tradidit  (tsrnn  letlora  tolli 
.     Pergama  Graiis. 

Nescias  an  te  generum  beati 
Phyllidis  flavK  «ie4-orent  parentes, 
Regium  eerie  genus  &  penates 

Mcsretioiquos. 
Crede  non  ilUm  tiM  deso^leAi 
Flebe  dfleciam ;  neqw»  t^ic  Wtfrtfi; 
Sic  lucro  aveniam  pdtnisac  nascfi 

Matre  pudendi. 

Brachia,  &vultuTn,  terctcsque  sm-as. 
Integer  laudo.     Fuge  suspicari, 
Cujus  octavum  trepidavit  CBtas 
Claudere  lustrum. 
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Vko  BoUor,  pgouderlkrlluai  he  ii, 
Ador'd  bis  chmber— id  BriscU. 

Hm  thxmd^rmif  ijax  V«Dat  kys 

Id  lore's  inextricable  ma2e. 

His  stem  T^omeM^  mulcts  him  vietd, 

No^  iiustT«s«  of  tht  tsfoniokl  shield. 

Atndes  with  his  c»^w  play'd, 

Who  always  shar'd  the  bad  sha  made. 

Tvas  at  the  ten  years  stege,  when  all 
The  Troians  fell  in  (lector's  fall, 
When  Helen  mPd  the  day  and  niabt, 
And  mad^  «hem  lova  and  Piada  Iham  igfajt ; 
I^h  hero  kiss'd  hismi»id,  aad  why, 
Thmgh  Pmoo  haix>,  nay  boI  I  ? 

Who  knows?  Polly  fMrhaps  may  be 

A  piece  of  niin'd  royalty. 

She  has  (I  canoot  dwbt  it)  been 

The  laughter  of  some  mighty  <|aeea  j^ 

Bot  fete's  irremeable  doom 

Has  chang'd  her  sceptre  for  a  broomw 

Ah  !  cease  to  think  it — how  can  nhe. 
So  {generous,  charming,  f)nd,  aod  free« 
So  Ub'ral  of  her  liule  store* 
So  heedless  of  amass!  ng  more, 
Have  one  drop  of  plebeian  blood 
la  all  the  circulating  ikx)d  } 

Bat  ytm^  hy  earping  at  my  fife. 
Do  bat  betray  your  CHm  desira^p** 
Howe'er  prooeed-*4Mde  tame  by  yaaM, 
Yon'tl  raise  in  ma  ao  jaalons  feaiSw 
YonVe  aut  oae  spark  of  kvre  alhre, 
h>r,  thaokf  to  Hear'n,  youhre  forty^Ave. 


CHHiSTOPHOnUS  SMART 
SAMUEL!  SAUNDERS,  Col  Regal. S.  P.  D. 

Paotsus  |c  Liber,  charlte^oe  mecmn 
Nocte  eoenabunt  (ita  spondet  Hermes) 
Nostra  sed  prorsns,  nisi  te  magistfo, 

Poc'la  recusant 

Attici  dires  Tcaiaa  leporia, 
Kan  sme  assoeto  ra 
Blanda  pinguedo  eapliott  A  i 

Prontajooetor. 


Oeofpasa  expaoto,  SaKs  architMtmH 
Duplicfs  vaftum  satis,  asmoloNfia 
Sperotos  later  &>re  nuoo,  utulim, 

Ndbile  haUum. 

Diimqne  lucubrate  per  omne  long! 
Frigons  ssBclum  pucros  tcncllos 
Alma  oox  pictas  videt  otiosos 

Volrere  charlas* 

Profa  pudor  I  devota  lucro  juvenilis 
(Utpueliarura  numerus  senuttM)ua) 
Pallet  in^iumnis  repetita  duri 

•    JurgialudK 

Spenv^  (nam  multas  cerebrum  ^finet Til 
Ksttibi)  nugas  age  quaestuosas, 
Arduas,  vanas,  £&  aiuara  curae 

£Iue  mecum. 
Jam  riget  tellus  hy»Nsantc|ue  mcaias» 
Vestra  bed  laanis  vireat,  tuisqua 
lu  geais  dulcis  rosaiauitaiis 

Seramorolan 

Aul.  Pemb.  Cantab,  Cat.  Jan, 
THE  FJMOUS  GENEHAL  BFITAM 

PaOM  OEMOSTHE!fB9. 

TvBSB  for  their  country's  cause  vere  sheathM  i» 

And  all  base  imputations  <We  despise ;   [ariv^ 
And  nubiv  struck  with' glory  s  dreadful  chancig 

Made  death  their  aim^  eternity  their  pr.ze. 
For  never  could  their  mighty  spirits  yield, 

To  see  themselves  and  countrT-m<;u  in  chains  ; 
And  Earth's  kind  bosom  bides  lliem  m  the  field 

Of  battle,  so  the  Will  Supreme  ord»tn9 ; 
To  conquer  chaoce  and  errour'i  not  reveal'd^ 

For  mortaU  sure  mortality  rewoUu. 


fvKot  a^^'  athn^HOiPop  tvirrt  CfaS%9 

y\p  OfAturtTr  lor*  &wii  mm  vAnrec  xo(To^9ovr» 
;'» CioTi)  fioh^  $*4VTi  ^ym  ^iro^y. 


CAREEN  iN  S.  CMCtLUM. 

DsicnrDB  cesle,  spiritu  quis  neUeo 

1  nples,  CagWBoa,tibias ; 
Descpode,  pulsas  qus  lyram  volncri  vatu* 
NenrumqaesofNtum  eacita : 
Dtscat  fuadara  soaviter  savapat 
^    Tfttudo  uunei^iisa  cautileaas  i 

Cava  cla!«sica  clangoribus  WH«s 
Repleant,  resonent  tremebundarum 
Laouearia  convulsa  domorom : 
Inque  vicem  fenti  gravia  organa  majestate 
^tnmt,  augnstoque  simore  inlluta  tomesont 


ODE  ON  ST.  CECILIA'S  DAK 

Descend,  ye  Nine!  descend  and  sings 
The  breathing  instrumentfi  inspire. 
Wake  into  vuice  eacli  silent  string. 
And  sweep  the  sounding  lyre ! 

In  a  sadly-pWas  ng  strata. 
Let  the  warbling  lute  complain: 
Let  the  knid  trmnpet  soimdi, 
'Till  the  roofs  all  around 
Tlie  shrill  echiies  rebound : 
While  in  more  lengtlien'd  notes  and  slow, 
Ttte  deep,  niyestic,  solemn  organs  btoir.  *> 
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SMART'S  POEMS. 


tJt  dar^,  lit  pTacldi  molliter  aoribus 
Se  furiiiti  bibuJis  insiouaDt  modi  I 
Mox  tollont  violeatam  altiilks  altius 

Aaditam  Superis  sODum ! 
Jkmque^exultantes  nomeri  atque  audacia  turgent 
Camunajam  tremulus  fractis  fluitat furor  amis  ; 
Donee  minntatim  remota. 

Jam  liquefacta. 

Jam  morituray 

Mormura  languent^ 

Murmuta  dulci 
Leoiter  attenuata  casu.' 

jl^yianut  servat  moderatrix  Musica  mentes ! 
'    Utpremit,  autlaxat  mollibus  imperils  i 
Seu  gaudiorum  turbida  pectora 
Tumultuosis  fluctibos  sstuant, 
Trtoquillat ;  urget  seu  malonim 
PoDdus,  homo  lerat  Ilia  voce. 
Gestit  bellantes  atiimoeo  aocendere  cantu ; 
Blaudaque  amatori  medicaminasufficit  s^rro: 
Laiigiiens  ecce !  daput  MoesUtia  erigit, 
Morpheus  moUicuJis  prosilit  e  toris, 
Ulnas  implicitas  pandit  Inertia, 
Audit  deciduis  Invidta  anguibus: 
Itatestina  animi  cessant  bella;  applicat  aur«8 
Seditio,  nee  praeolpites  reminiscitur  iras. 

Ast  ubi  dulcis  amor  patris  pia  mittit  in  arma, 
O  t  quanto  accendunt  mavortia  tympaua  piilsu  ! 
Sic,  cum  prima  viam  navis  tentaret  inausam, 
Thrax  cecinit,  puppique  lyram  tractavit  in  alt&, 
Dnm  vidit  Argo  Peliun  arduum 
Pious  sorores  deserere  impigras, 
£t  turba  circumfusa  muto 
SemideOm  stupuere  plausu : 
Incedit  heros,  quisquis  aodiit  sonum, 

Amore  flagrans  glori»  ; 
Bum  seminodum  quisqoe  rapit  manu 
£nsem,  et  comscat  multiplicem  SBgida : 
Ad  amuusylTas,  ad  arma  monies. 
Terra,  mare,  astra  sonant  ad  anila ! 

8ed,  cum  perocci  limites  cavemosi, 
Amplexibus  quos  igneis  obit  fumans 
Phlegetbon,  poetam,  Morte  Don  minus  poUeot, 
Adire  jussit  pallidos  Amor  manes 

Quae  miraci'a  sooomm ! 
Queferalia  monstra  Tideri, 
Diras  per  oras  dissita  1 
Horridafulgura, 
Vox  penetrabilis 
Seva  querentium^ 
Et  picei  ignis 
Triste  crepusculum, 
Din  ululatns, 
£t  gemitiis  gravis 


Haric!  the  midlbets,  soft  sod  d^# 
Gently  steal  upon  the  ear ; 
Now  louder,  and  yet  louder  rise, 
And  fill  with  spreading  somids  the 
skies; 
Exulting  in  triumph  now  swell  the  bold  notes. 
In  broken  air,  trembling,  the  wild  music  floats  } 
Till  by  degrees,  remote  and  imtAlg 
The  strains  decsy^ 
And  melt  awav. 
In  a  dying,  dying  mUL 

By  Mbsic  nunds  an  equal  temper  knonr^ 
Nor  swell  too  high,  nor  sink  too  low. 
If  in  the  breast  tumultnoos  joys  arise. 
Music  her  soft  assuasire  voice  applies  ; 
Or  when  the  soul  is  press'd  with  cares. 
Exalts  her  hi  enliv'ning  airs. 
Warriors  she  fires  with  animated  sounds ; 
Pours  balm  into  the  bleeding  lover's  i 
Melancholy  lifts  her  head, 
Morpheus  rouses  from  his  bed. 
Sloth  unfolds  her  arms  and  wakes» 
Listening  Envy  drops  her  snakes  i 
Intestine  wiir  no  more  our  passions  wage. 
And  giddy  factions  bear  away  their  ra^ 
But  when  our  comitry's  cause  provokes  to  arm^ 
How  martial  music  every  bosom  warms ! 
So  when  the  first  bold  vessel  dar'd  the  seas. 
High  on  his  stem  the  Thradan  raisM  h\i  mnm 
While  Argo  saw  her  InDdrdd  treear 
Descend  from  Pdion  to  thfe  main : 
Transported  demi-gods  stood  vonnd. 
And  men  grew  heroes  at  the  soondy 
InflamM  withg  lorr's  cbaciAs  $ 
Each  chief  his  sev'n  fold  shield  display*d^ 
And  half  unsheathed  the  diining  btede. 
And  seas,  and  rocks,  and  skies  rebound 
To  arms,  to  arms,  to  arms  I 

But  when  through  all  the  infernal  bounds 
Wbicb  flaming  Phlegethon  surrounds. 

Love,  strong  as  Deatli,  the  poet  led 
To  the  pale  nations  of  the  dead, 
Wbat  soun<Js  were  htord, 
IVhat  scenes  appear'd. 
O'er  all  the  dreary  coasts ! 
Dreadful  gleams. 
Dismal  screamy 
Fires  that  glo#. 
Shrieks  of  woe. 
Sullen  moans. 
Hollow  groans. 
And  cries  of  tortured  ghosts  i 
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Vm  lereoi,  siqaa  'ElysW  xireta. 

Ventilataora; 
Per  beatonim  geaios  colentes 
Arm  qaii  passim  aspbodelis  reoidet, 
Gramoi  auratU,  amaraothioxre  um- 
braculafroodis; 
Perduces,  si  qais  dubiam  per  umbram 
^>lendidjs  late  loca  histrat  armis; 
MyitOB  et quisquis  qucrul us  Tagatur 

Incola  sylvsB ;    [sam, 
IMdite  (tos  rapnistis  eniin)  mihi  reddite  spon- 
Obtestor,  pari]ive  adjungite  me  qaoqoe  fiato ! 
Canity  caneoti  Dis  ferns  annuit, 
Ceditque  Uandamm  harmonix  precmn, 
£t  Ticta  maosuescunt  screras 
Persepbones  sine  more  corda. 
loTHtmipbe!  MorsetOrcnsOrpheo 

Lstantur  domitore  domari, 
Vatemqoe  mir&  iDsigaiuDt  Tictorii ! 
Fkta  ofaaUDi — novies  Styx  drcumfusa  ooercet— 
Mequicqoam — viacit  Musica,viDcit  Amor. 

Sed  nimHkm,  faeo!  nimiiiuii  impotiens  respexit 

amator: 
Ah !  oecHlH,  cecidit,  ttibitoqcie  dapsa  refugit ! 
Qok  preoejam  snrdasOectesytemerarie,  Pareas? 
At  to,  si  crimen,  crimen  amantis  babes. 
Nunc  peodttlis  sub  antris, 
Jngesre  propter  oudas, 
V6  calUbns  redoctis 
Temer^  Tagatur  Hebrus, 
Hen !  solus,  neque 
Aoditos,  Deque 
Gognitns  ulli, 
Fletus  integrat, 
Teqoe  gemensvocat,  Earjtiice» 

PenUta,  perdita. 
Hen  !  omne  in  sBnim  perdita ! 
Nunc  toium  Eumenides  exagitant,  jogis 
£n  !  cane  Rbodopes  in  gelidis  tremit,[omoem. 
Ardesoens  tremit,   insanit,   spemque   abjicit 
fiooe  !  per  am  lustra  furens  fugitocyor  Euro ; 
Erw !  perstrepit,  aodin',  ut  Hxmns,  et  ingemit 
—  Ah !  pent !— -  (evce  !— 

£ury<iieen  tamen  extreinft  com  voce  profnndit, 
fiiurydicen  tremuJo  mnrmure  lingua  canit, 
Eurydicen  nemus, 
Enrj^dicen  aqiUB, 
Eurydicen  niontes,  gemebundaque  saza  retor- 
quent. 

Luctus  Musica  temperat  feroccs, 
£t  €eiti  levat  ingruentis  ictus; 
Bulcis  musica  rooHit^r  dolorem 
Mntat  Isetitia ;  sooante  plectro 
Spcs  a  vena  redit.  Furor  recumbit : 
Nobis  Ob  eadem  breves  adaugct 
Terra  deKcias,  opesque  coeli 
Praesentire  docet  remotiores. 
Hiiic  solum  cecurit  Numen,  memor,  unde  beatam 
Ceperat  harmoniam  et  moduIamina»  non  sua,Vir- 
Ofssaa  plena  cboris  nbi  magniflco  concento  [go. 

Bfisoentor,  aurem  aetherei  inclinant  incoUe ; 
TerrestiesamnuBtollunturin  astratumenti 
Cbmine,  dirinoquc  alitnr  sacra  flamma  furore ; 
Hum  prooa  Ccelo  pendet  angelCkmcohors. 
Orpbedm  jam  taceant  Picrides  suum, 
Jli^Cseciliasvudatur  inclyts. 
nie  via  omiiram  revocavit  Oreo  ; 
nia  sublatas  raper  astra  mentes 
Inseiit  Coelo,  superiique  miscei 
Canntnt  Divisi 


O'er  th*  Elysiaii  (Iow*r0# 
By  those  happy  suuls  who  dwell 
In  yellow  mcnids  of  asphodel. 
Or  amaranthine  bow'rs. 
By  the  heroes  armed  shades. 
Guttering  through  the  gloomiy  glades^ 
By  the  youths  that  dy'd  for  love, 
Wand'ring  in  the  myrtle  grove. 
Restore,  restore  Eurydice  to  life; 
Oh  take  the  husband,  or  return  the  wife ! 
He  sung,  and  Hell  conser^ted 
To  hear  the  poet's  prayer; 
Stem  Proserpine  relented 
And  gave  him  back  the  fair. 
Thus  Song  oou'd  prevail 
O'er  Death  and  o'er  Hell, 
A  conquest  how  hard  and  how  glorious  I 
Though  Fate  had  fMt  bound  her, 
With  Styx  nine  times  round  her. 
Yet  Music  and  Love  were  victorious. 

But  soon,  too  soon,  the  lover  turns  his  eyes» 
Again  she  falls,  agab  she  dies,  she  dies  ! 
I)ow  wilt  thou  now  the  fotal  sisters  move  } 
No  crime  was  thine,  if 'tis  no  crime  to  love. 
Now  under  hanging  mountains. 
Beside  the  fall  of  fountain^ 
Or  where  Hebrus  wanders, 
Rol  ling  in  meander. 
All  alone 

Unheard,  unhnown,  • 

He  makes  his  moan. 
And  calls  her  ghost. 
For  ever,  ever,  ever  lost ! 
Now  .vith  furies  surrounded. 
Despairing,  confounded^ 
He  trembles,  he  glows 
Amidst  Rhodope's  snows ; 
See,  wild  as  the  winds,  o*er  the  desert  he  flies  ; 
Hark  I  Hemus  resounds  with  the  Bacchanars 


— Ab !  seehedies! 

Yet  ev'n  in  death  Eurydice  he-suug, 

Eurydice  still  trembled  on  his  tongue, 

Eursrdice  the  woods, 

Eurjrdice  the  floods, 

Eurydice  the  rocks  and  hollow  mountains  rung. 


Music  the  fiercest  grief  can  charm. 
And  £ate's  severest  rage  disarm : 
Music  can  soften  pain  to  ease. 
And  make  despair  and  madness  please : 
Our  jojTS  below  it  can  improve. 
And  antedate  the  bliss  above. 
This  the  divine  Cecilia  found. 
And  to  her  Maker's  praise  confin'd  the  sound. 
When  the  full  oigan  joins  the  tuneful  quire, 
Th'  iomiortal  pow'rs  incline  their  car. 
Borne  on  the  swelling  notes  our  souls  aspire. 
While  solemn  airs  improVe  the  sacred  fiie ; 
And  angels  lean  from  Heav'n  to  hear. 
Of  Orpheus  now  no  more  let  poets  tell. 
To  bright  Cecilia  greater  pow'r  isgiv*n ; 
His  numbers  raised  a  shade  from  Hell, 
Her*s  lift  the  soul  to  Hcav'o. 
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MILTOfTB  L» ALLEGRO. 
jtpvo^  ;^<ribca*i»>  iMcroffCoi  mioCoMf.   Hox. 

PtocuL  hinc.  O  procul  eato  informis  .Xgrimjoia, 
Qiiam  janitori  Obtcuritas  nigerrim^ 

Su^cepit  oUm  Cerbero, 
Desertam  in  caved  Stygb  profaodd, 
Horribiles  inter  formas,  vitusque  {wuianos, 
Obsccenosque  uluUtus, 
IncuUam  licet  iavenire  ie4«m, 
Nox  ubi  parturiem 
^elotypis  furtim  pi(k>  luperiiicubat  alis 

.  Queriturque  tristis  noctiu, 
Sub  densis  illic  ebeoiis  soopuU^que  cavatip, 

Vestri  rugosis  more  superciUi) 
JEteroiim  maneas  CiauDeri&  in  domo. 

Sed  hue  propinqaet  comis  et  pulcherrima, 
Qii9  nympha  divis  audit  Eupbrofyne  Cborit, 
Patiens  tameu  ToCatiir  a  ntprtalibiu 
Medicina  cprdis  hilaritaa,  quam  Candida 
Veaus  duabua  iosuper  cum  Gratiis 
Dias  Lyeo  patri  iu  auras  edidit : 
Sive  ille  ventut  (csteri  ut  Myttai  caount) 
Jocundns  aiird  qui  yer  implet  mellelL. 
Zephynis  puellaoi  amplexus  est  Titbooiam 
QuoDdam  calendis  feriatam  Maiis, 
Tunc  pallidis  genuit  super  violariis, 
Super  et  rqsarum  roscid4  laougine, 
Alacrem,  beatam,  vividamque  filiam. 
Agedum  pueUa,  quia  pari  vadant  gradu 
Jocus  et  JuventaSi  Scommata  et  Protenritas, 
Bolusque  duplex,  nutus  et  uictatio, 
Tenuisque  risus  buc  et  hue  contort! lis ; 
Qualis  venust  pendent  Hebes  in  gen&, 
Amatquc  jungi  Iqsvibus  gelasioitfi 
Cur^B  yequatur  Ludus  in&stivi  uigris,  et 
LatenunCacbinnus  pinguium  fru$tra  tenaz. 
Agite  oatarva  ludat  emiitiui  levis, 
Ped$aqu9  dulcis  sublevet  Uscivia  i 
Dextrumque  claudit  alma  Ubartai  latus, 
'  Oraidum  palantium  suavisMma  i 
Et,  si  tuis  bonoribus  poo  defui, 
Me  Kribe  vestry,  l«u  Virgo,  feoi)Mi» 
Ut  illius  simul  et  tui  consortio 
Liberrimi  juTenemur  inoocenti& ; 
Ut  cum  Tolatus  auspicatur  ooncitos ; 
StupMamoue  alauda  voce  noctem  territat  $ 
Levata  eenestem  in  phaton  dilucul6, 
Priusque  gi^m  quam  rubet  creppscalum. 
Tmie  ad  fenestras  (anxii  nolipt,  veliot) 
Diem  precemur  prosperam  vida'SB, 
Caput  exerentes  e  rosis  sytvestribus, 
Seu  yite,  sive  flcxili  cynosbata 
DmB  Martins  damore  Gallus  viTido 


Hbkcb,  loatbed  M«:la»rboV, 

Of  Cerberus,  and  blackest  Midmgbt  D0rci» 

In  Stygian  cave  forlorn, 
^Mongst  horrid  shapes,  and  8hri9)(^  and  9i|}rta  OH* 
holy, 

l^ind  out  somauneouth  eeU, 
Wha9«  brooding  Darknass  sproMU  laU  jealoot 
iiings, 

And  the  night-niveq  siugs  i 
There  under  ebon  shades,  and  lo«-bl*9W^  Ipcks, 

As  ragged  as  thy  k>cks> 
In  dark  Cimmerian  desert  eir«r  dwalL 

But  come  thou  goddess  fair  and  flpee. 
In  Heav*n  yclep'd  Euphrosyne, 
Apd  by  mw,  be«rt-«aaiDg  Mhrt|i» 
Whom  lovely  Venus  at  a  birth 
With  two  sister  Qraoas  more 
To  ivy-cio«oed  Baix^husborc; 
Or  whether  (as  some  sages  sing) 
The  frolic  wind,  that  breathes  the  spring. 
Zephyr,  with  Aurora  playingt 
As  he  met  her  oooe  a  mayii^. 
There  OB  beds  of  viokts  blue. 
And  fresh  blown  roses  washed  in  dew, 
FilPd  her  with  thee  a  daughter  £ur. 
So  buxom,  Uitht  a»d  deboaaire ; 
Haste  thee,  nymph,  and  biriog  with  thee 
Jest  ai»d  youthful  JuUity, 
Quips  and  Cpanks  and  wanton  Wiles, 
Nods  and  Becks,  and  wreathed  SmJles, 
Such  a3  hang  on  Hebe*s  cheek, 
Aad  lore  to  live  in  dimple  sleek ; 
Sport,  that  wrinkled  Cam  derides, 
Aad  LAQgbtef  holding  both  bb  sidef ; 
Come,  and  trip  it  as  you  go. 
On  the  light  fantastic  toe ; 
And  m  thy  right  hand  load  with  thee 
The  mountain  nymph,  sweet  liberty  j 
And  if  i  give  thee  honour  dne, 
Mirth,  afimit  B»e  of  thy  crew. 
To  live  with  her  and  live  with  tfaee^ 
In  unreproved  pleasures  free ; 
To  hear  the  lark  begin  bis  flight, 
And  singing  startle  the  dull  Night« 
From  his  watch-tow'r  in  the  skies. 
Till  the  dappled  dawu  doth  rise; 
Than  to  come  in  sptght  of  sonrow^ 
And  at  my  window  bii  gpodmurroWy 
Thro*  thu  sweet-briar,  or  the  vinet 
Or  the  twisted  eglantine: 
Wh'de  the  cock  with  lively  dio 
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VeaCHus  ignj,  Incidoqae  succino, 
Fater  nicanti^m  mille  funnas  Dobioai. 
YichiM  agrum  dam  oolonuH  transmeat, 
Atqoe  aemulatur  ore  fistiilain  riidi, 
Mulctramqae  portat  cantitaint  puellula, 
Falcique  cotem  mesMM*  aptat  stridule, 
Soamque pastor  qui^quegarrit  labularo, 
Reclinis  in  convalle,  subtcr  arbuto. 
Mox  iUeoebcasoculiHarripuitiMiTas, 
Dam  kmfa&  undiqnaque  prospectus  patet, 
Canrcn  novale,  et  fu^ca  saliOs  irquura, 
Quk  pecora  gramen  demetant  Tsgantia; 
Soblimiam  sterilia  tcrga  montiiim, 
Qni  poodnxjsa  nepe  torqueni  nubila. 
Maculosa  vemis  preta  f^assim  bdltbiis, 
i^mnes  vadost,  et  latiora  Btimina.      •    [est 
Pinnasqiie  mururum,  atque  turresoemeie 
Cristata  circftm  qonscurouant  robora, 
Vbi  forte  quasdam  nympha  fallit,  cui  decor 
Yiciniam  (cynusura  tanquam)  illiimiuat. 
Juxta  duarum  Kubter  nmbi^  (|uercuain, 
C'ulmis  opertlL  fumus  emicat  cnsa, 
Quk  jam  vocati  Tbynis  et  <;orydon  sedent, 
Famemqiie  cdorc»  coroprioient  cunyivio, 
HerbMi,  cibisi]ue  rusticis,  nittdi9siiii& 
Quse  sufficit  suociocta  Pbillii  dexteri  t 
MozTbestyli  morcm  grrens  jaceniia 
Aureis  cateo's  cogit  in  sasices  sftia : 
Vtmisve  iti  horis,  fol«  tostum  vti-gines 
Fimum  recent!  peilidt  fragranti& ; 
Eit  et  9creuis  qoando  fceta  gandiis 
Excclsiora  peiplaccot  magalia; 
V'tcunq lie  juxta  flumen  in  nunierum  sonant 
Cainpfanas,  et  icta  dulcfe  barbito8  strepit, 
Dum  mulia  nytnpha,  miilta  piib«;8  diiiit^r 
Pellunt  trementes  ad  canorem  ccspites 
Dubias  per  umbras :  qua  labore  liberi 
Jurenesque  ludunt,  et  senes  promiscui, 
MeKuit  DttPDte  sole  propter  ferias ; 
Jam  quando  ye>pera8cit,  oituies  allicit 
Auro  liquenti  Bacchus  hurdiaceus, 
Phyl  isque  narnit  fabulosa  factnora, 
Lamia  ut  paratas  Mabba  consumpsit  dapes, 
Se  Tapulas^e,  et  essa  pref <iam  ab  Incubo, 
Fatuoque  tntk  ab  igne  soductam  vi&; 
Vt  et  laborem  subiit  Idolon  grayem, 
Floremque  lactis  meritus  est  stiiiendiom; 
Unios  (inquit)  ante  Doctis  exitum 
Tut  grana  frugis  fu»ic  trivit  veneficus, 
Quot  cxpediie  rustici  nequeunt  decern, 
Qiio  jam  peracto  plumbeum  nionstrum  cu- 
Fbcnmque  tutum  latere  lungo  meiiens  [bat, 
Crinita.  membra  fessus  igoe  recreat ; 
Deinv  priusquam  gallus,  evocat  diem. 
Tandem  satur  pbantasma  soie  prori|Ht. 
Sic  absolatis  fabulis  iocuot  tvros, 
A.tqoe  ad  susurros  domiiunt  favonii. 
TurritA  deinde  perplacebunt  oppida, 
I5t  gentia  occupats  mixta  mormura, 
Kquitumqueturba.  Dobilesaue  srendidi. 


Pob'd  in  flames,  and  amber  light, 

Tlie  clouds  in  tbousaod  liveries  dight 

While  the  ploughman  near  at  band, 

Whistles  o'er  the  Airrow'd  land. 

And  the  milkmaid  singeth  blithe, 

And  the  mower  whets  his  scythe. 

And  e\-ery  shepherd  tells  his  tale 

Under  the  hawthorn  in  the  dale. 

Straight  mine  eye  hath  caught  new  picasuras, 

Whilst  the  landscape  round  it  measures. 

Russet  lawns,  sind  fallows  grey, 

Where  the  nibbling  flocks  do  stray ; 

Mountains,  on  whose  barren  breast 

The  labouring  clouds  do  often  rest ; 

Meadows  trim  with  daisies  pied. 

Shallow  brooks,  and  riren  wide: 

Tow'rs  and  battlements  It  sees 

Bosom 'd  high  in  tufted  trees, 

Where  perhaps  some  beauty  lies 

Tlie  Cynosui  0  of  neighbouring  eyes, 

Ilard  by,  a  cottage  chimney  smokes, 

From  betwixt  two  aged  oaks. 

Where  Corydon  and  Thyrsis  met, 

Arrat  their  savory  dinner  set 

Of  herbs,  ^d  other  country  messes, 

Uliich  the  neat-handed  Pbillb dresses; 

And  then  in  baste  her  bow'rs  she  leaves. 

With  Thastylis  to  bind  the  sheaves  ; 

Or,  if  the  earlier  seat  m  lead. 

To  the  tann'd  hay-cock  in  the  mead{ 

Sometimes  with  secure  delight  ' 

The  up-land  hamlets  will  mvite. 

When  the  merry  bells  ring  round. 

And  the  jocund  rebecs  sound 

To  many  a  youth  and  many  a  maid ; 

I>ancing  in  the  chequetM  shade ; 

And  young  and  old  oom^  fortli  tu  piny 

On  a  sun-sbine  holy-day. 

Till  the  live-long  day-light  fail : 

Then  to  the  spicy  nut-tmimn  ale. 

With  stories  told  of  many  a  feat. 

How  fiiiry  Mab  the  junkets  eat ; 

She  waspinch'd,  and  pulPd,  shesed. 

And  by  the  friar's  lantbom  led  $ 

Tells  how  the  drudging  goblin  swet, 

To  earn  his  cream-bowl  duly  set. 

When  in  one  night,  ere-glimpK  of  mom. 

His  shadowy  flail  hath  ihresh'd  thet;  m, 

ITiat  ten  day-labourers  could  not  end. 

Then  lies  him  down  the  lubbar  fiend. 

And  stretched  out  all  the  chimney's  lengthy 

Basks  at  tiie  Are  his  hairy  strength  ; 

And  crop- full  out  of  doors  he  flings, 

Ere  the  first  cock  his  mattin  rings. 

Thus  done  the  tales,  to  bed  they  creep. 

By  whispering  winds  soon  luH'd  asleep. 

Tower'd  cities  please  us  then. 

And  the  busy  bum  of  men. 

Where  throngs  of  knights  and  baroni  bold. 

In  weeds  of  ueaee.  hieh  triumnh  hold. 
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Talesque  v'mhs,  qtioi  vident  in  somniis 
Jtiveoeii  poets,  dum  Celebris  rivnli 
Securi  ad  oram  vespere  eestlvo  jaccnt. 
Tunc  ad  theatra  dcinijcrem  freqiwntia 
Jonsone,  b\  to,  d<»cfre  soccuiA  proforas; 
Sive  Ille  I  mass  fiiiu :  fund^t  scnos, 
Quam  dulcd,  quafVn  felicit^r,  tenuTarios ! 
Cuneqne  carmen  semper  antidoto6  modis 
Mentem  relaxet  involutam  Lydiis; 
Oh  !  sim  percnni  emancipatus  earmini, 
QikmI  tcntct  usque  ad  intinium  cor  emicans, 
Auresque  gratis  detinens  ambagibus 
Pedibus  legatis  soariter  recta  t  moras, 
Damliquida  vox,  labyrinthus  ut,  deflectitur 
Bolo  perita  et  negligenti  indust.  iii, 
Vari^ue  ctecos  arte  nodus  cxpiicat, 
Animam  latentem  qui  coercent  musices  ; 
Adeo  ut  quiete  experi?efactu8  aurei 
Toros  relinqnat  ipse  Thrax  amaranthinos, 
Medioquc  tales  captet  Ely^io  sonos, 
Quales  avaram  suadeant  Proserpinam 
Kulliobligatam  lege  sponsam  reddere. 
His  si  redundes  gaudiis,  prudenlis  est, 
l.aetitia,  tecum  velle  vitam  degere. 

'  Shakespeare. 


Such  biitbts  as  youthfiil  poets  dream 
On  sunimer  eves,  by  haunted  stream. 
Then  to  the  welUtroil  stage  auon. 
If  Jonson's  learned  sotk  be  on, 
Orswedest  Shake>peare,  Fancy's  child, 
Wari)le  bis  nat  ve  woocUnote*  *  ild. 
And  ever  against  eating  cares  . 
I^p  me  in  w»fl  Lydi^n  airs  . 
IVlarried  to  immoral  vei>^.,  . 
Such  as  the  meeting  soul  may  pierce, 
lo  notes,  wiih  many  a  winding  bout 
Of  linke<l  swe<'tness  king  drawn  out. 
With  wanton  heed,  and  giddy  cunning. 
The  melting  voice  thro*  mazes  ruoiuDg, 
ITotwisiing  all  the  chains  that  tye 
The  Wdden  soul  of  harmony  : 
That  C  rphcus*  self  may  heave  his  head 
Fi«'m  golden  slumber  on  a  bed 
Of  hi  ap*d  Elysian  flow'rs,  and  hear 
Such  strains  as  would  have  won  the  ear 
Of  Plulo,  16  have  quite  set  free 
His  half-regaind  turydicr. 
These  delighU.  if  thou  t  anst  give, 
Mirth,  with  ihee  1  meaa  lolive. 


DJTUR  MUNDORUM  PLURALITJS, 

UnDB  labor  norus  hie  menti  ?  Quae  cura  quietam 
Sollicitat,  rapiensque  extra  confinia  teiTae, 
Coelestes  sine  morejubet  volitare  per  ignes? 
Scilicet  impatiens  an^usto  hoc  orbe  teueti, 
Fontinelle,  tuos  auda'x  imitarier  ausus 
Gestio,  &  insolitas  spirant  pnccohiia  flammas.. 


Fallor,  an  ipse  venit !    Pelapsus  ab  aethere 
summo 
Pegason  urget  eques.  laterique  flngellifer  instat: 
Mevocat;  &  duris  desiMc  laboribus,  inquit, 
**  Me  duce,  carpe  viam  fhcilem,  tihi  singula  clar6 
Expedtam,  tibi  cemere  erit,  qw-s  sidera  cdnmt, 
Indigenas  cultusque  virum,  moresque  doccbo." 
Kec  mora,pennipedera  conscendoJus8us,ovansque 
(Quanquam  animus  secum  volvens  exempla  prio- 
Bellerophontea?  pallet  dispendia  famae)        [rum 
Post  equitom  scdeo,  liquidumque  per  aera  labor. 
— Mercurium  petimusprimum:  duxtalibusinsit^ 
♦*  Aspicias  vaji»  maksana  negotia  gentis, 
Quam  rocnsdestituit  Titane  exnst  pmpinquo. 
Stramiueis  video'  \  Kic  velatus  tempora  sertis 
Kmicat,  &  solos  rcge s  crepat  atque  tetrarcbas« 
Ille  suam  carbone  Chloen  deuinirit  amator 


'^  A  FOYAGE  TO  THE  PLANETS. 

Tians'atcd  by  the  Her.  Mr.  Pawkes,  A.  M.     . 

Say,  what  uncommon  cares  disturb  my  rest. 
And  kindle  raptures  foreign  to  my  breast  ? 
From  Earth'slow  confines  lif^  my  mind  on  bigb. 
To  trace  new  worlds  revolving  in  the  sky  ? 
Yes — I'm  impatient  of  this  orb  of  clay  j 
And  boldly  dare  to  meditate  my  way, 
\V here  Fontinelle  first  saw  the  planet**  roll, 
And  all  the  God  tumu'tuous  shakes  my  soul, 
lis  he  !  He  comes !  and  thro'  the  suu-brisht 

skies 
Drives  foaming  Pegasus,  and  thus  he  cries : 
"  Cease,  cease,  dear  youth,  too  studiously  em- 
And  wing  with  me  the  unresisting  void  j  [pk»y*€l» 
'Tis  thine  with  me  round  other  worlds  to  soar. 
And  visit  kingdoms  never  known  before : 
While  1  succinctly  show  each  vaiious  race. 
The  manners  and  the  genius  of  the  place.'' 
I  (tho'  my  mind-wlth  lively  honour  fraught. 
Thinks  on  Belleroplton,    and  shudders  at  th« 

thought) 
Mount  quick  the  winged  steed:he  springs,  he  6i«9, 
Shoots  thro*  the  yielding  air,  and  cleaves  the  U-^ 

quid  skies ! 
— First,  swift  Cyllenius,  circling  round  the  Sub, 
We  reach,  when  thus  mvfriendiv  cmide  beirun  : 
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Astrologiu,  nora  qui  Tenatur  ndem,  toUw 
Semper  jn  obacuro  peDetrali ;  muHaque  moros 
Linea  oigrantes,  jt  mnlia  triongula  pingQiit. 
Eecc !  aed  interea  cami  ftamante  propinq^Jat 
TiUn^-ClaiiiOyO  me!  gclidi  sub  nipc,  sobumbf  & 
Sisteprecor:  tanto*  nequco  pcrferre  cater«fc»' 


1*ejrMon  hide  too  giniinsfelidora^tro 
Appolit,  alma  Veaoc.    Sphrant  qtiam  mollHer 

aune! 
Kiitet  a^er,  frogum  iacilis,  lascivaqoe  flonrai 
Katrix ;  non  Euri  rait  hie  per  dulcia  Tempe 
Vis  fera,  non  Boreae ;  aed  Mandior  aura  Favoot, 
Lenis  agfms  tremulo  natantes  verlice  aylvas, 
Vfqtiefbvet  teneros,  quos  usque  rescnscitat,  ignes. 
Hk  Ixtis  animata  sonis  Saltatio  vivit : 
Hie  jam  voce  ciet,  eantnm,  jam  pectine,  dulces 
Musica  docta    mudoa:    pulcbrae   k>ngo   ordine 

nympfae 
Festhras  dacuur  chormus  dilecta  juventus 
Certatim  stipant  comites :  lati  halat  amorao 
Oawe  nemus,  varioque  etemi  veris  odore : 
Cura  procol :    circuravol  tant  risuaqae  jcx^ique : 
Itqoeamor  est,  qtto<lcaiique  videa.  Veims  ipsa 

Toleiiles 
imperio  recit  indigeuas,  hie  innnba  rhtebe, 
Inouba  Palfas  amet,  cupiant  servire  Catones. 


Jamq^ie  datum  moUnmr  iter,  ledeMpie  beatas 
Molta  gemeas  tinquo ;  h,  lugubre  rubentia  Martia 
Arva,  nbi  san^u'mec  dominant  ur  in  omnia  rixse, 
Advehhnnr,  fnro  rigei  horrida  tarba,  geritque 
Spicuiaque,  gladioaqoe,  ferosqiie  in  bella  dolones. 
Pn>chore&,  and dnld modutamine,  Pynhicua illia 
Saltos,  Sc  horribilea  placet  aeie  ciere  sonores.- 
Hic  coc^ux  Tidtiata  viro  longo  ctfem  luetu 
Flet  Doct«*iii,  solornqtietoruifi  aterileaqae  Hyme- 


Deplnrana,  t^berat  crtiies.  &  pectora  plangit : 
Kequiquam — sponsas  ni  fbrt^  appareat,  bospea 
Ueu  !  brevis,  in  aomnis,  &  ludicra  fallat  imago. 
Immesnor  Hie  tori  interea  niit  aoer  in  bostem : 
Horreodam    ttrepit  artnomm   fragor    undique 

campia; 
iy qoe  immcntalea  dunmt  in  sjBcala  piignae. 


Hioc  Jori  j  iiniiienamn  defati  accedimns  orbem. 
liBc  mille  loci«  eaercet  sxva  f  yrannus 
Imperia  in  totidem  senot,  rotidemque  rebeUea : 
SedbreviscxefXM^:  pantHH  Ikuveneno 
Pe^nroa,  pqputo^nepreaiit  Dov'oa  ipae  tyramws. 
«^tee.p««iifiguirtpretioat«oeVefigunt:   . 


m 

Ti 


Lo !  an  astrologer,  with  flitb  besmear'd, 
Rough  and  neglected,  with  a  length  of  beard* 
Pores  round  biacell  for  undiacover'd  atara. 
And  decka  the  walla  with  triangles  and  squares. 
Lo '. — ^But  the  radiant  car  of  Phoabua  nigh 
Glows  with  red  ardour,  and  inflamea  the  aky— • 
Oht  waftme,  hide  me  in  some  060I  retreat } 
I  faint,  I  aicken  with  the  fervent  heat." 

Thence  to  that  milder  orb  we  wing  our  way, 
Where  Venua  governs  with  an  eaay  sway. 
Soft  breaths  the  air ;  fair  Flora  paints  the  gronDd^ 
And  laughing  Ceres  deala  her  gifts  around. 
Thin  bliaafiil  T&mpe  no  rough  blaata  moleat. 
Of  bluat'ring  Boreaa,  or  the  baleful  Eaat ; 
But  gentle  Zephyr*  o'er  thewoodlanda  atray, 
Court  the  tall  treea,  and  round  the  brancbei 
Etherial  galea  diapensing  aa  they  flow,  [play. 
To  hn  th^  pasaions  which  they  teach  to  glow. 
Here  the  gay  youth  m  meaaur'd  steps  advance, 
While  aprigbtly  music  animates  the  dance ; 
There  the  aweet  melody  of  aounda  admire, 
Sigh  with' the  aong^  or  languish  to  the  lyre : 
Fair  nymphs  and  amorous  youths,  a  lovely  band^ 
Blend  in  the   dance,   light-bounding    hand  in 

hand. 
From  ev'ry  grove  the  buxom  Zephjrrs  bring 
The  rich  ambrosia  of  eternal  spring. 
Care  dwella  not  here,  their  pleasures  to  destroy. 
Hut  laughter,  jest,  and  universal  joy : 
All,  all  is  love ;  for  Venus  reigns  confest 
The  ^e  sultana  of  each  captive  breast : 
Cold  Cynthia  here  wou'd  Cupid's  victim  prove. 
Or  the  chaste  daughter  of  imperial  Jove, 
And  Cato*s  virtue  be  the  slave  of  love. 

But  now  through  destin'd  fields  of  air  we  fiy. 
And  leave  those  mansions  not  without  a  sigh  : 
Thence  the  dire  ooast  we  reach,  ihe  dreary  plains. 
Where  Mars,  grim   god,  and    bloody   discord 

reigns. 
The  host  in  arms  embattled  sternly  stands,  * 
The  sword,  the  dart,  the  dagger,  in  their  hands* 
Here  no  fieiir  nymphs  to  silver  sounds  advance. 
But  buskin'd  heroes  form  the  Pyrrhic  danc^  ; 
And  brazen  trumpets,  terrible  firom  far. 
With  martial  music  fire  the  houI  to  war  5 
Here  the  lone  bride  bewails  her  absent  lord. 
The  sterile  nuptials,  the  deserted  board. 
Sighs  the  long  nights,  and  frantic  with  despair. 
Beats  her  bare  breast,  and  rends  her  flowing  hain 
In  vain  she  sighn,  in  vain  dissolves  in  teara— 
In  sleep,  perhaps,  the  warrior  lord  appears* 
A  fleeting  form  that  glides  before  her  sight, 
A  momentary  vision  of  the  night. 
Meanwhile,  regardless  of  her  iinxious  pray'r, 
l*he  hardy  husband  sternly  stalks  to  war  ; 
Our  ears  the  clang  of  rngiog  armOur  rends. 
And  the  immortal  battle  never  ends. 
Hence  through  the  boundless  void  we  nimbly 
move. 
And  reach  the  wide-extended  plains  of  Jove. 
Here  the  stern  tyrant  sways  an  iron  rod; 
A  thousand  vassals  tremble  at  his  nod. 
How  short  the  period  of  a  t3rrant's  date ! 
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Filios  hie  ptttri  meditatnr,  jiponsa  marito, 
Servus  hero  insidias.     Has  leges  scilicet  illis 
Iippo8uit  nature  locis,  qiio  tem|K>re  patrem 
Jupiter  ipse  saam  so!io  detnisit  avito. 
lode  venena  viris,  perjitria,  iminere,  frandet 
Suadet  opum  sitis,  &  regoandi  dlra  cupido. 

Satumi  tandem  oos  iilaetabilis  ora  ^ 

Accipit:  i.iniavum  pecus  hie  per  opaca  locorum 
pinguercunt  de  more,  gravi  torpentque  veteruo. 
Vivituriiispecubus  :  quis  enimtam  sedulus,  arces 
Qui  struat  ingentes,  operonqae  msenia  rondat  ? 
Idem  omues  stppor  alius  babet|  sab  pectore  fixus. 
No'n  Btudia  ambitipsa  Jovis,  variosque  labores 
Mercurii,  noo  Martis  opus,  non  Cyprida  ndriint. 
Post  obitum,  ut  perhibent,  sedes  glomerantur  in 

istas. 
Qui  iongam  nullas  vitam  excolu«re  per  artes ; 
Sed  Oercre  &  Ilaccbo  pleni,  sumnoque  sepuiti 
Cunctarum  dux^re  aterna  oblivia  rerum. 
Non  avium  auditurcantus,  non  murmur  aquarum, 
Mugitusve  boum,  aut  pecorum  balatns  in  agris : 
Kudos  non  decorant  segetcs,  non  ^amina  campoe, 
Syiva,  usquam  si  sylva,  latet  sub  monte  nivali, 
£t  canet  viduata  comis :  hie  noctua  tant  5m 
GlisQue  habitat,  bufoque  &  cum  testudine,  talpa. 
FInmina  dum  tard^  subterlabcntia  terras 
FigramundamvoIvunt,&  sola  papa\ era  pavunt: 
Quorum  lentus  Oflor,  lethsaque  pocula  oomnus 
pu'adeiit  perpetuos,  circumfussque  leuebtae. 


Horrendo  visu  obstupui :  quin  Pegasqn  Ipsum 
Deiec6re  animi :  sensit  dux,  terque  flagello 
Inspnuit  clan!km,  terque  alti  voce  morantem 
Increpuit:  secat  ille  cito  pede  Isvia  caqipi 
£therei,Terrsque  secunU4  allabitur  aui^' 

Cantabr.  in  Comitiis  prioribus,  1740-1. 


With  numerous  fleets  they  croud  the  groanigc 
And  triumph  for  the  victories  they  feign :  [main. 
Again  in  strict  alliances  unite, 
Till  discord  raise  agahi  the  phantom  of  a  fi^ht ; 
Again  they  saH  ;  again  the  troops  prepare 
llieir  fejcbions  for  the  mockery  of  wa^, 
The  son  inhuman  seeks  his  fether*s  life. 
The  slave  his  master's,  and  her  lord's  the  wife. 
With  vengeance  thus  their  kindling  bosoms  fir^, 
Since  Jove  usurp'd  the  sceptre  of  bis  sire 
ITience  poisons,  perjuries,  and^bribes  betray; 
Nor  other  passions  do  their  spuls  obey 
'I'han  thirst  of  guld,  and  avarice  of  sway. 

At  length  we  land,  vast  Oelds  of  ether  crost, 
On  Saturn's  cold  uncomforUble  coast ; 
Here  in  the  gloom  the  pampered  sluggards  lull 
The  lazy  hours,  lethargically  dull. 
In  caves  they  live ;  for  who  was  ever  known 
So  wise,  Eosejdulous  to  build  a  town; 
The  same  stupidity  infects  the  whole, 
Fixd  in  the  breast,' and  centered  in  the  soul. 
These  never  feel  t!»*  ambitious  fires  of  Jove, 
To  industry  nc<t  Mercury  can  move. 
Mars  cannot  spur  to  war,  nor  Venus  woo  to  ki«. 
Here  n>vc  those  souls,  His  s?id,  when  life  depart^ 
Who  never  cultivated  useful  arts  ; 
But  stupify'd  with  plenty  and  repose, 
Dreaipt  owt  long  life  in  one  continual  dose ! 
No   feathered    songsters,    with    sweet-waAW 

strains 
Attnne  to  melting  melody  the  pianos, 
No  flocks  wide  past'riug  bleat,  nor  oxen  low; 
No  fountains  musically  murm'ring  flow ; 
Th'  ungenial  waste  no  tender  herbage  yiekis, 
No  harvests  wave  luxuriant  in  the  fields. 
Low  lie  the  groves,  if  groves  this  land  can  boast, 
Phain'd  in  the  fetters  of  eternal  firoit, 
their  beauty  wither'd,  and  their  verdure  lost. 
Dull  animals  inhabit  this  abode, 
The  owl,  mole,  dormouse,  tortoise,  and  the  toad. 
Dull  rivers  deep  within  their  obaonels  glide, 
And  slow  roll  on  their  tributary  tide : 
Nor  ought  th'  unvegetative  waters  ft»d. 
But  sleepy  poppy  and  the  slimy  reed  ; 
^Vhose  lazy  fogs,  like  Lethe's  oupe,  dispeoie 
Eternal  slumbers  of  dull  indolence. 

Aghast  I  stood,  the  dn.wsy  vapoufB  loll 
My  soul  in  gkxKn,  ev»n  Pegasus  grew  dulL 
My  guide  observ»d,   and  thrice    he  ujg'd  he 

speed, 
Thrice  the  loud  lash  resonndcd  from  the  steed ; 
Fir'd  at  the  stroke,  he  flies  with  slackened  rein 
Swift  o'er  the  level  of  the  liquid  plain. 
Guides  ipe  «ith  gently  gale,  and  lights  on  Caitk 
,  again. 


JjiATERIES  GAUBET  Ff  INERTIJE. 

yiavicuM  inpatpa,qui  lat^  Hlberoica  sfjualeot 
Arva  inarata,  palus  hofrenda  voragine  crebr^ 
Antepculos  jacet ;  baud  illic  impune  viator 
Per  tenebras  iter  inslituat ;  tremijt  undique  tellus 
Sub  pedibus  malefida,  vapores  undique  densos 
iSu^atliumuSynebulisqueamicituir  trisUbus  herba. 


THE  TEMPLE  OF  DULLNESS. 

Translated  by  the  same  Hand, 

In  Ireland's  wild,  «!incultivated  plains. 
Where  torpid  sloth,  and  foggy  duln^sa  reigits. 
Full  many  a  fen  infesU  the  putrid  shore. 
And  many  a  gulph  the  melancholy  mpor. 
Let  pot  the  stranger  in  these  regions  stray. 
Dark  i^  the  sky  and  perilous  the  way  j  [ground. 
Beneath  his   tbot-steps   shakes   tl^e  UemfaAiitf 
Dense  fogs  and  exhalations  hover  roimd. 
And  with  black  cloudl  the  tender  turf  is  ^roiVB^^^ 
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Hoc  fcto  inlHii  li  qoando  agiteris  tniqao, 
Et  tQt6  in  medium  Uceat  penetrare,  Tldebil 
AttOQitas,  Bigri  lie  Dube  emergcte  traiplum, 
Templiim  ingens,  inunaoe,  altum  penctttUb  Stn- 

pons. 
Plmnbea  stat  tunris,  plumbmn  sinoatttr  in  areas, 
Etnlido  lifltoons  tmnentluiidani'tna  pluinbo. 
Hanc,  pin  BSateriea,  divo  axiem  ektrnxit  inerti, 
Stukite  impalsa^qoid  enim }  I^ethargica  sem- 

.per 
SpOQle  SU&  nihil  agfrreditur,  dormitat  in  horas, 
Et  sine  ti,  nulto  faodet  dea  languida  toptu. 


Fic  ea  monatra  habitant,  que  olini  sub  lumi- 
nis  auras 
Materies  peperit  aomno  patre.  lavidtis  iste 
ZoiloB,  &  BaTio  non  impar  MsvUis;  aodax 
Spiooca,  &  Pyrrbo,  camqiie  Hobbesio  Epicunis. 
Att  omnes  valeat  qiue  Mwa  reterre  ?  freqaentes 
Usque  adeo  rideas    bebeles    properare  ?— nee 

Quidqnam  opia  Anglonlin  doctae  vicinia  gentis. 
Be  quondam,  ut  pCTfaibeot,stupuit  Boeoticatellus 
Victni  licet  Antycir&,  nihil  inde  salutis,    [sDqaor 
Nil  tolit  hellebori  Zephynit,   cum  8»pe    per 
Fdicem  ad  Lesbon  leribus  volitaverit  alia, 
lodiganx  meliita  ferans  soapiria  Florse* 


KitiAttnia Tides?  Oothibi^sU^altaoolumDis, 
TeoBpli  aditiw,  q^ilun  laxa  patet  I  custodia  quiUis. 
Ante  fbrea'!  qaatnor  formsB  sua  tullere  mills 
pra  modis !  en  !  tonra  toens  slat  limine  in  ipso 
Personam  Lo^icct  mdota  Sopbistica^denis 
Ciacta  c^teguriis,  matrem  quae  maxima  natu 
Filia  Matenem  agnosdt'-^uantom   instar    in 

ipdHest! 
Gtaode  c^poi,  tisiueft  oenli,  otitis  arida  produnt 
PaUacem :  reie  una  mAnua  tenet,  altera  fustetb. 
Vestis  aradiDeis  aordit  circumdata  telis, 
Qiwk  gaotflei  labyrintbkos  dea  i^llida  nodos. 
Aspicias  jam  fonereo  gradientem  inCessu-' 
Quioi  lent^  taelo  Batumi  Tolvitur  astrum, 
Qnim  lent&  saltaTenint  post  Orphea  montes, 
Qniffl  Icot^  OxoDii,  solemnis  i-ondera  csenss 
tolaal  tergctiliiionimabdDmina  bedelloniBL 


Pnkittui  diBiid*  tena  iocaiioite  insatiii  Mii- 
tftesii^  [pilloa, 

^InAfttMUa.  <*hlftniVilieindiann<-t-j 
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Heie   sbou'dst   tboa  ro^,  by  fate's  ievera 
command, 
And  safely  reach  thfe  Centre  of  the  land ; 
Thine  eyes  shall  view,  with  horror  and  surpriza^ 
The  Aine  of  Dulness,  of  enormous  size, 
Kmerging  from  the  sable  cloud  arise. 
A  leaden  tow'r  upheaTes  its  heavy  b6ad. 
Vast  leaden  arches  press  the  slimy  bed, 
The  soft  M>il  swells  beneath  the  load  of  lead^ 
Old  Matter  here  erected  his  abode, 
Ai  FoUy's  impulse,  to  the  Slothful  god. 
And  here  the  drone  lethargic  loves  to  stray; 
S!umb*iiug  the  dull,  inactive  hours  away ; 
For  still,  unless  by  foreign  force  imprest. 
The  languid  goddess  holds  her  state  of  fest. 

Their  habitation  here  those  monsters  keep; 
Whom  Matter  father'd  on  the  god  of  sleep : 
Here  ZoiltiSj  with  cank'riifg  enVy  pale, 
Here  MaeviuS  bids  his  brother  Bavins,  hail: 
Spinoza,  Epicure,  and  all  thow  m6bs 
Of  wicked  wits,  from  Pyrrbo  d6wn  to  Hobber. 
How  can  the  Muse  recount  the  numeruus  crew 
C)f  fre<^uent  fcxils  that  crowd  upon  the  view? 
Nor  can  leara'd  Albion's  sun  that  bums  so  c!«ar^ 
Disperse  ihe  dulness  tbatinvolves  thfcm  here. 
Bocutia  thus  remained,  in  days  of  yore, 
SenseUss  and  stupid,    though  the   neighboring 
Afibrded  salutary  hellebore*  [short 

No  cure  exhal'd  from  Zephyr's  buxom  breeie. 
That  gently  brush'd  the  bosom  of  tbe  seas. 
As  oft  to  Lesbian  fields  he  wing'd  his  way. 
Fanning  fair  Flora,  and  in  aii-y  pby 
BreathM  balmy  sighs  that  melt  the  soul  away. 

Behold  that  portico  1  how  vast.  Low  wide  ! 
The  pillars  Gothic,  wrought  with  barbarous  pride  i 
Four  monstrbus  shapes  before  the  poi^  wait. 
Of  horrid  aspect,  centry  to  the  gate; 
Lu  I  in  the  entrance,  with  disdainful  eye. 
In  Logic *9  dark  disguise,  stands  Sophistry : 
Her  very  front  would  common  sense  confound. 
Encompassed  i^ith  ten  categories  round : 
She  from  old  Matter,  thfe  great  mother,  came. 
By  birth  the  eldest^-and  how  like  the  dame  f 
Her  shrivei'd  Skin,  small  eyes,  prodigious  pate> 
Denote  her  shrewd  and  subtle  in  debate  *. 
This  hand  a  net,  and  that  sustains  a  clob^ 
T' entangle  hei^  Antagonist,  or  drub. 
Ilie  spider's  toils,  all  o'er  her  garment  spread. 
Imply  the  mazy  erroursof  her  head. 
Behold  her  marching  with  funeral  pace, 
Slow  as  old  Sntum  rolls  thro'  boundless  space. 
Slow  as  the  mighty  mountains  mov'd  along. 
When  Orpheus  rais'd  the  lyfe-attending  song : 
Or,  as  at  Oxford,  on  some  gatidyda^. 
Fat  beadles,  in  niagnificeht  array, 
With  big  round  bellies  bear  the  pond*ibuS  treaty 
And,heavi1y  lag  on,  with  the  vast  load  of  meat. 

The  next,  mad  Mathesls ;  her  feet  all  bare^ 
Ungirt,  untrimm'd,  with  dissoliited  hair: 
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Tuilia  matbemftticiim  retrahit,  pcBoasque  repo- 

scens 
I>etii]et  in  terns,  cagisqae  ezercet  ineptis. 

Tertia  MicrophUe,  proles  fiirtiva  parentis 
Dirinse ;  produxit  entm  oommixta  furenti 
Diva  viro  Phjraice — muscas  &  papiliones 
Lustrat  inexpletum,  collumque  &  teropora  rideot 
FK>ribus,  &  ftingis,  tot&que  propagine  veris. 
Kara  ocalis  nugarum  avid  is  animal  ia  qusrit 
Omne  genw,  seu  serpitbnmi,  selulndit  in  undis, 
Sen  volitans  trcmulis  liquidum  secat  aera  pennis. 
O!  ul^littoribusnostrisfj^Iicioraura     «. 
Poljrpon  appulerit,  quanto  cava  tenipla  Stuporis 
Mugitu  concussa  trement,  reboabit  &  ingens 
PqIm  pal  us!  Plausu  excipiet  dea  blanda  secuodo 
Microphile  ante  omnes;  jamnon  crooodi  Ion  adorat; 
^on  bombyXfConchaeve  juvant:  sed  polypnn  ardet, 
Solam  pol3rpon  ardet, — &  ecce !  faceta  feraci 
Falce  novos  creat  assidue,  pascitqne  creatos, 
Ah  I  mododilectiBpaKitDOvagaudianiuscis. 


Qoartam  Bfateries  t>cperit  oonjnncta  Stupori, 
|(omen  Atbeia  iUj,  monstrum  cui  lumen  ademp- 

tum, 
Atqne  aures^  cui  sensus  abest;  sedmille  trisulcs 
Ore  micant  linguae,  refugas  quibusinficit  auras. 
Hanc  Stupor  ipse  parens  odit,  vicina  nelandos 
Horret  sylva  9onos,neqae  surda  repercntit  Echo. 
Mendacem  natura  r^rguit  ipsa,  Deumque 
£t  ccdum,  6t  terrs,  veraciaque  astra  €&tentnr. 
Se  sittiul  agglomeraQS  surgit  chorus  omnis  aqua- 
rum, 
Et  poio  sublimit  sonat  grave  fulmen  Olympo. 


Fonte  ortus  Lethsiro,  ipsius  ad  ostia  templi, 
Ire  soporifero  tendit  cum  murmure  rivus, 
Hue  potum  Stolidos  Deus  evocat  agmine  magno: 
Crebri  adsunt,largisque  sitim  reSlingueregaudent 
llaustibufl,  aique  iterant calices,  certantque  stu- 


In  vain — the  matbematic  mtch  restnuM 
Her  flight,  indignant,  and  on  Earth  detainn ; 
E'er  since  the  captive  wretoh  her  brains  emplojt 
On  trifling  trinkets,  and  on  gewgaw  tojri. 

Microphile  is  station^  next  in  place, 
The  spurious  issue  of  celestial  race; 
From  heavenly  Physice  she  took  her  birth. 
Her  sire  a  roadman  of  the  sons  of  Farth ; 
On  flies  she  pores  with  keen  unvaried  sight, 
And  moths  and  butterflies,  her  dear  deligh^ : 
Mushrooms  afid  flow'rs,  collected  on  a  string, 
Around  her  neck,  around  her  temples  dinsr, 
With  all  the  strange  production  of  the  spring. 
With  greedy  eyes  she'll  search  the  world  to  find 
Rare  uncouth  animals  of  every  kind  4 
Whether  along  the  humble  ground  they  stray, 
Or  nimbly  sportive  in  the  waters  play, 
Or  through  the  light  expanse  of  ether  fly. 
And  with  fleet  pmions  cleave  the  liquid  sky. 
Ye  gales,  that  gently  breathe  upon  our  shoie, 
O!  let  the  polypus  be  wafted  o'er; 
How  will  the  holtow  dome  of  duhiess  ring. 
With  what  loud  joy  receive  the  wond'roos  thing! 
Applause  will  rend  the  skies,  and  an  around 
The  quivering  quagmires  bellow  back  the  scmnd^ 
How  will  Microphile  her  joy  attest. 
And  gk)w  with  wanner  raptures  than  the  rest? 
lliis  will  the  curk)us  crocodile  excel. 
The  weaving  worm,  and  silver-shining  sbeR, 
No  object  e'er  will  wake  her  wonder  thus 
As  polypus,  her  darling  poTypus: 
I/)  I  by  the  wounds  of  her  creating  knife 
New  polypusses  wriggle  into  life. 
Fast  as  they  rise,  she  feeds  with  ample  aloro 
Of  once  rare  flies,  but  now  esteem'd  00  more. 

The  fourth  dire  shape  ftom  mother  Matter 
Dullness  her  sire,  and  Atheism  her  name,  [cam^ 
In  her  no  glimpse  6f  sacred  sense  appears. 
Deprived  of  eyes,  and  destitute  of  eara  ; 
And  yet  she  brandishes  a  thousand  tongues. 
And  blasts  theworid  with  air-hifecting  lungs. 
Curs'd  by  her  sire,  her  very  words  are  woonds. 
No  grove  re-echoes  the  detested  sounds. 
Whatever  she  speaks  all  natnie  proves  a  lye, 
The  Eaith,  the  Heav'os,  the  starry  qMogkd  iky. 
Proclaim  the  wise,  eternal  Deity: 
The  congregated  waves  in  mountains  driven 
Roar  in  grand  chorus  to  Ithe  Lord  of  Haaven ; 
Thro'  skies  serene  tbe  srlorious  thunders  roll. 
Loudly  pijbnounce  the  God,  and  snake  the  sound* 
ingpole. 

A  river,  murmuring  firom  Lethean  source. 
Full  to  the  fane  directs  its  sleepy  course ; 
The  pow»r  of  Dulness,  leaning  on  the  brink. 
Here  calls  the  multitude  of  fools  to  drink. 
Swarming  they  crowd  to  stupify  the  skull. 
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MtTTUA  OSCrTATlONUM  PROPJ- 

GATIO  SOiri  WTEST 

MECBANICE. 


Mom cs,  scnrra,  procax  tuperdm,   quo  tempore 

Pallas 
ftihiH  certbro  J  ovJs,  est  pro  more  jocato^ 
Keacio  quid  vtuhum  de  partu :  excanduit  'wk 
Jupiter^  asper,  acerba  tuensj    "  ct  tu  quoquCi 

d^xit,  • 
Oimile,  coBcipies,  fistnmque  ex  ore  profun'lcs:  •• 
Hand  mora,  jamque  gupinus  in  aali  extendjtur 
Derisor ;  dabi&  Telantar  lumina  n.ictp ;  [  innens 
Steitithiansiiiimane; — e  naw  Gallica  cian-^un? 
Qasdica,  Germanique  simal  sermooiK  ainaror  : 


£dita  Tix  taudem  est  monstnim  Polychasmia 
proles 
Tantodlgna  parente,  ariteque  simillima  Nucti. 
Ifla  oculos  tentat  nequicqMam  aperirc,  veterno 
Torpida,  %t  borrendo  valtum  distorta  cachinno. 
^ninlus  baocJovlsa^piciens,  quiajtile  val)<us 
Fecerat  iuTelU,  imitarier  arte  Prometheui 
Aodet-— nee  flammis  opus  est  coelestibus :  aure 
Tres  Stjrgic  flatus,  nigne  tria  pocala  I^tbes 
Miscet,  &  innuptae  suspiiia  loogfi  puello! ; 
Uts  adipem  suis  h,  gattur  coqjungit  aseiti, 
Tensaqoecom  gemitu  somoisque  sequacihus  era. 
Sicetiam  hi  terns  Dea,  que  mortalibos  cgris 
FeiTetopem,mqaebebetesdominarierapta»  are- 
ata est. 

Nonoa  ^d€>s,  ui  pracipiti  petit  oppida  cursa 
Rostiea  plebs,  stipalque  fomm  ?  sublime  tribunal 
Armigeriqae  eqniiesqne  premuot,  de  mure  parati 
Jostitiae  lances  proferre  fideliter  a^qtias, 
Grande  capilli^um  indutj,  frontemque  roinacem. 
KoD  temer^  attooiti  caupoaes,  turbaque  furum 
Anfugitint,  gmyidaeque  timent  triicia  ora  puella). 
At  mos  Ada  comes  Polycbasaia,  matutinis 
Qoc  se  DHscnerat  poo'lis  CereiUibus,  ipstim 
Jodicts  in  cerebmiD  scaBdit— jamque  unus&  alter 
Coperont  kxigas  to  hiatum  ducere  voces : . 
Booec  per  cooctot  dea  jam  soteime,  profundum 
Spareerit  hum — notat  taciti,  turn  brachia  magoo 
FjrtendtiBt  piau,  pattiKs  k.  fiiucibas  hiscuat 
Interei  legum  caupooes  jurgia  miscent, 
Qoeis  nil  rhetorice  est,  nisi  copia  major  biandi : 
V'ocibos  an^guis  certant,  iiugasqoe  Ktropbasque 
Aherois jaealantor,  &  irascuntor  amic^, 
Booantque  accipiiintqae  stuporis  missile  plum- 
bum. 

VoK,  lanatica  inrba,  neqnitpia  Musa  tacere. 
M^^omMie  aliunde  potett  diduoere  rictom? 
Aseeodit  gravis  orator,  miserAque  loqiielA^ 
fTpromitthesin;  in  partes  quam  deinde  minutas 
Distrabitt  nt  connectaty  k.  explicat  obscnrando : 
^^MTgitar  bea!  pigns  Terbornm  somnus  ab  alis, 
Grex  circiim  gemity  k  plausum  declarat  biaodo. 


^Nec  Tos,  qui  (als6  miitrem  JActatiS  Hygeian 
'^^        ne    Hippoeratem,   taceam — Polycbas* 


A  MECHANICAL  SOLUTION 

rr  THi 

PROPAGATION  OF  YAWNING. 

1'ranslated  by  the  same  band. 

»»  HEN  Pallas  issued  fr«>m  the  brain  of  Jove^ 
Momus,  the  mimic  of  ihf  gods  abore, 
In  bis  mock  moo;l  impertinently  spoke 
About  the  hir  b,  some  low,  rid icMous  joke: 
••ovc,  sternly  frowning,  glow'd  whh  rengeful  rrc, 
Aoil  thus  indignant  said  tb'  almighty  sire; 
'*  LoquaciiUJ  slave,  that  laugh'st  without  a  cinse^ 
Thou  shall  conceive,  and  tning  forth  at  thy  jaws.»* 
lie  spoke — stretch'd  in  the  hall  the  mimic  lies, 
Supinely  du\l,  thick  rapoin^  dim  his  eyes : 
.^nd  as  his  jaws  a  horrid  chasm  disclose, 
It  seeurd  he  made  a  trumpet  of  his  nose; 
Tho'  harsh  the  strain,  and  horrible  to  bear. 
Like  Geiman  jargon  grating  on  the  ear. 

Al  length  was  Polychasmia  brought  toJight, 
Worthy  her  sire,  a  monster  of  a  sight, 
Kesembling  her  great  grandmother,  Old  Night. 
Her  eyes  to  open  oft  in  vain  she  try*d, 
Ix>ckM  were  the  lids,  her  mouth  distended  wide. 
Her  when  Pi-ometheus  happrn'd  to  survey 
(Kival  of  Jove,  that  made  mankind  of  clay) 
lie  form'd  without  the  aid  of  heav'niy  ray. 
To  three  I^ethman  cups  he  Icamt  to  mix 
Deep  sighs  of  virgins^  with  three  biasts  from  Styx,' 
The  bray  of  asses,  with  the  fat  of  brawn, 
The  sleep-preceding  groan,  and  hideoos  yawn. 
Thus  Polychasmia  took  her  wond*rous  birtK, 
A  goddefts  helpful  to  the  ^ons  of  Earlb. 

Lo!  bow  the  rustic  multitude  fmm  far 
Haste  to  the  town,  and  crowd  the  cii^n^rous  bar» 
The  prest  bench  groans  with  many  a  squire  and 

knight. 
Who  weigh  out  justice,  and  distribute  right: 
Severe  they  seem,  and  formidably  big, 
Wiih  front  important  and  Imgo  i)criwig. 
The  little  v-illains  skulk  aloof  disniay'd. 
And  panic  terrours  seize  the  pregnant  muid. 
But  soon  friend  Polychasm*,  wlio  always  near; 
Herself  had  mingled  with  their  morning  beer. 
Steals  to  the  judges  brain,  and  centers  there ; 
Then  in  the  court  the  horrid  yawn  began,  [man : 
And  hum  profound  an  1  solemn  went  from  man  U^ 
Silent  they  nod,  and  with  prodigious  strain 
Stretch  out  their  arms,  then  listless  yawn  again  : 
For  all  the  K  )w*A  of  rhetoric  they  can  boast 
Amidst  their  wranglingsis  to  gape  the  most : 
Ambiguous  quirks,  and  friendiy  wrath  they  vent^ 
Aud  give  and  take  the  leaden  argumebt. 

Ye  too,  fanatics,  never  shall  escape 
The  faithful  Muse;  for  who  so  greatly  gape? 
Mounted  on  high,  with  serious  care  peiplext, 
The  m'se:  aWle  preaciier  takes  his  text ; 
Tlien  into  parts  mmute,  with  wondVous  pain, 
Divides,  connects,  and  then  divides  again. 
And  does  with  grave  obscurity  explaui : 
While  from  his  lips  lean  periods  ling'ring  creep, 
And  not  one  meaning  interrupts  their  sleep. 
The  drowsy  hearers  stretch  their  weary  jaws 
With  lamentable  groan,  and  yawning  gape  ap^ 
p'ause. 

TliG  quacks  of  physic  next  provoke  my  ire. 
Who  falsely  boast  Uippucraies  their  sire: 
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AgDOBOonatos:  tumidu  tine  ponclere  Toces 
'In  rulgiim  eroctant;  emuncto  qaisqoe  badnum 
Applicatmuratnm  naso,  frmviterquefaoetus 
Totum  se  invulcumcog^itmedicaminapaiideDST— 
Bosticus  haurit  Aman,  atque  tnsanabile  donnit; 
Nee  sensus  revocare  queant  fomenta,  nee  herto, 
'Non  an,  non  mirs  magicus  sonus  Abracadabne. 


Ante  alios  SQinma  es,  Polyehasmia,  cura  So- 

phinUe: 
Ille  tai  cacas  vires,  caasamqne  latentem 
SeJolus  exquirit-— quo  scilicet  impete  fauces 
Invite  di^ungantur ;  qao  vortice  aquosse 
Particuls  fl  aitent,  comitesqQe,nt  fiilroinis  imbres, 
Cum  strepitu  erumpant;     nt  ddnde  vaporet 
Materies  subtilis;  at  in  cusinininuet  se  [obellos. 
Retia ;  turn,  si  forte  datnr  contingere  nervns 
Concordes,  cnnctoramora  expand  untur  biutca. 
Sic  ubi,   Phcebe  pater,  sumis  chelyn,  bannoni- 

amque 
Abstnisam  in  chordis  simn]  elicis,  altera,  siqaam 
iEqualis  tenor  aptavit,  tremit  «mala  cant^K, 
Memnoniamqae  imitata  lyram  sine  poHicis  ictn 
Divinum  resonat  proprio  modulamine  carmen. 
Me  quoque,    mene  tbum    tetigisti,  ingrata, 

Poetam? 
Hei  mibi !  totus  hio  tibijamstupefactus ;  in  ipso 
Pamasso  captus  long%  long^que  renootas 
Prospecto  Musas,  sitioque,  ut  IViutalus  alter, 
Castalias  situs  inter  aquas,  intriantis  ab  ore 
Nectarei  fuginnt  latices — hos  PopiiisumA 
Eicipit  undanti,  d(  (bntem  sibi  vendicat  omnem. 


Hand  aliter  socivm  etariens  Sizator  edacem 
Dum  videt,appositusqaecibus  fnisiratur  biantem, 
Dentibus  infrendens  nequicquaro  lumine  torvo 
Soepius  exprobrat ;  nequicquam  bracbia  tendit 
Sedulns  officiosa,  dapes  removere  paratns.    [ma 
Olli  nunquam  exempta  fiimes,  quin  fimsta  supre- 
Bevoret,  it  peritura  immaniingurgitetore: 
Turn  demum  jnbet  auferri ;  nudata  capaci 
Otsa  sonant,  lugubre  sonant,  aUisa  catino. 


Goddess  I  thy  sons  t  ken— ^reitese  and  krn^ 
They  puflf  their  windy  bubble  on  the  crovd ; 
With  look  impoitant,  cqtical,  and  vain. 
Each  to  his  nose  applies  the  gikied  came  ; 
And  as  he  nods  and  ponders  o*er  the  case. 
Gravely  collects  himself  into  his  face. 
Explain  his  med'cines — «hich  the  rustic  buys. 
Drinks  the  dire  draught,  and  of  the  doctor  dies; 
No  pills ,  no  potions  can  to  life  restore  ; 
Abracadabra,  necromantic  po«*r. 
Can  charm  and  conjure  up  firom  death  no  more. 

But  more  than  aught  that's  marvellousand  rare, 
The  studious  Soph  makes  Polychasm'  his  carc| 
Explores  «  hat  secret  spring,  what  hidden  cause 
Distends  with  hideous  chasm'  the  unwilling- javs. 
What  latent  ducts  the  dewy  moisture  pour 
With  sound  tremendous,  like  a  thunder-sbow*r : 
How  subtle  matter,  eyqttisitely  thin. 
Pervades  tlie  curious  net-work  of  the  skin. 
Affects  th*  accordant  ne^-re — all  eyes  aredrowoM 
In  drowsy  vapours,  and  the  yawn  goes  rouod. 
When  Phoebus  thus  his  flying  fingers  flings 
Across  the  chords,   and  sweeps  the  trembling 
If  e*er  a  lyre  at  unison  there  be,  [strings ; 

It  swells  w^th  emulating  liarmony. 
Like  Memnon*5  harp,  in  ancient  times  renowned. 
Breathing,  untouch 'd,  sweet  modulated  sound. 

But  oh  I  ungrateful  to  thy  own  true  bard, 
,  Oh !    Polychasm',  is  this  my  just  reward ! 
Thy  drowsy  dews  upoti  my  head  distill. 
Just  at  the  entrance  of  th*  Aonian  hill ; 
listless  I  gape,  unactive,  and  supine. 
And  at  vast  distance  view  the  sacred  Nine : 
Wistful  I  view — ^the  streams  increase  my  thint» 
In  vain— like  Tantalus,  with  plenty  curat  j 
No  drauglits  nectareoiis  to  my  portion  fall. 
These  godlike  Pope  exhausts,  aud  greatly  daims 
them  all. 

Thus  the  lean  Sizar  views,  with  gaze  agast. 
The  hungry  tator  at  his  noon's  repast ; 
In  vain  he  grinds  his  teeth — his  grudging  eye 
And  visage  sharp,  keen  appetite  imply  ; 
Oft  he  attempts,  officious,  to  convey 
The  lessening  relics  of  the  meal  away — 
In  vain — no  morsel  's9apes  the  greedy  jaw. 
All,  all  is  gorged  in  magisterial  maw ; 
Till  at  the  last,  observant  of  his  word, 
The  lamentable  waiter  clears  the  board. 
And  inly-murmuring  miserably  groans, 
To  see  the  empty  diih,and  hear  the  soundingbones. 


TBE  HORATIJN  CJNONS  OF 
FRIENDSHIP. 

Nay*,  'tis  the  same  with  all  th'  affected  crew 
Of  singing  men  and  singing  women  too  : 
Do  they  not  set  their  catcalls  up  of  course  ? 
The  king  himself  may  ask  them  till  he's  hoarse ; 

<  Omnibus  hoc  vitium  est  cantoribu8»  mter 
amicos 
Ut  nunquam  indndant  animum  cantare  rogati : 
Injussi  nunquam  desistant    Sardus  habebat 
Ille  Tigellius  hoc    Cesar,  qui  cogere  posset, 
Si  peteret  per  amicitiam  patris  atque  suam,  non 
Quidqnam  proficeret :   si  collibuisset,  ab  ovo 
Usque  ad  mala  iteraret,Io  Baccbe  1  modo  summa 
Voce,  modo  bac  resooat  qua  chordis  quatoor 


But  wou'd  yon  crack  tbehr  windpipes  and  their 

longs. 
The  certain  way's  to  bid  thara  hold  their  tongues. 
Twasthus  with  Minom — Minum  one  wou'd  think. 
My  lord  mayor  might  have  govem'd  with  a  wink. 
Yet  did  the  magistrate  e'er  condescend 
1*0  ask  a  song,  as  kinsman  or  as  friend. 
The  urchin  coin'd  excuses  to  get  of^ 
'Twas — ^hem — the  devil  take  this  whoresoQ  eoogh* 
But  wait  awhile,  and  catch  him  in  the  glee. 
He'd  roar  the  Lion*  in  the  lowest  key, 
Or  strain  the  Mommg  Lark  f  quite  up  to  O. 

^  The  Lion's  song,  in  Pyramus  and  Thiabe. 
f  A  song  in  one  af  Mr.  fiaadel's  Ontorioik 
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Ad  Bnid,  or  Love,  mod  tbow  hit  tanefnl  art 
Fivm  the  piumb-pwIdiDg  down  to  the  detert. 
'  Nerer  oa  Earth  was  Mich  a  Tarious  elf. 
He  every  day  posaett'd  a  diiCercnt  lelf ; 
Sometiines  he'd  •oow'r  aloof  the   streeti  like 

wind. 
Am  if  MMDe  fifty  bailiffs  were  behind : 
At  other  tiroes  be*d  sailly  saaolVing  crawl, 
Aa  tho^  be  l<4  the  hearse,  cr  held  the  sable  pall. 
•  Now  ibr  promotion  he  was  all  on  flame. 
And  ev'ry  sentence  from  Sr.  James's  came. 
He'd  brag  bow  Sir  John*  *  •  ♦  met  him  in  the 

Strand,  [band; 

And  bow  his  Grace  of^^  *  »  «  »  took  him  by  the 
How  the  prince  saw  htm  at  the  last  review, 
And  ask'd  who  was  that  pretty  youth  in  blue  ? 
Kow  arou'd  he  praise  the  peaceful  sylvan  scene. 
The  healthful  cottage,  and  the  golden  mean. 
Kow  wou'd  be  cry,  "  contented  let  me  dwell 
Safe  in  the  harbour  of  my  college  cell ;  * 
Ko  foreign  cooks,  nor  livery'd  servants  nigh. 
Let  ne  with  oora&irt  eat  my  muttun  pye; 
While  my  pint  bottle,  op^d  by  help  of  fork, 
^With  wine  enough  to  navigate  a  cork. 
My  sober  solitary  OMal  shall  crown,    «    [down." 
To  study  edge  the  mind,  and  drive  the  vapours 
Yet,  strange  to  teU  !  this  woo<i'rous  stiideot  lay 
Snoring  in  bed  for  all  the  livelong  day ; 
Night  was  his  time  for  laboop— in  a  word, 
Nev«r  waa  man  so  cleverly  absurd. 
4  Bat  bare  a  friend  of  mine  turns  up  his  note, 
**  And  you*'  (be  cries)  **are  perfect,  I  suppose  :** 
**  Perfect  I  not  I  (pray,  grntle  sir,  forbear} 
In  this  good  age,  when  vices  are  so  rare, 
1  plead  humanity,  and  daioi  my  share. 
Who  has  not  ^ulu  ?  great  Marlborough  had  one, 
Nor  Cbeiteifield  is  spotless,  nor  the  Sun.*' 
,  Grubworra  was  railing  at  his  friend  Tom  Queer, 
When  Witwoud  Ihusrepraach'd  bim  with  a  sneer, 
"  Have  you  no  flaws,  who  are  so  prone  to  snub  ?" 
''I  haT^^but  I luigive  myself,"  quoth Gnibi 


*  Nil  ssqoale  homiai  fuit  illi :  s«pe  velut  qui 
Cmrrebat  fugiens  bostem :  persaspe  veliitqui 
Junonts  sacra  ferreu     Habebat  ssspe  ducentos, 
£cpe  decern  servos :  modo  reges,  atque  tetrar- 

cbas. 
s  Onnia  magna  kiqnens.      Modo,  Sit  mihi 

mensa  tripes,  di 
CoDCha  salis  purl,  it  toga,  Qus  defondere  frigns, 
Qnamvis  crassa,  queat,  deciescentcna  dedisses 
Huic  pasoo  paucis  oonteoto :  quioque  diebus 
Nil  erst  in  loculit.    Noctes  vigilabat  ad  ipsum 
Mane :  diem  totom  stertebat:  nil  fuit  u*iquam 
Sic  Impar  sibL  Nunc  aliquis  dicat  mihi :  Quid  tu? 
4  Nnllane  babes  vitia  ?  ioimo  alia,  &  &>rlasse 

minora. 
>lBiios  absentem  Noviom  cumcarperet:  hens  tu, 
Qaidam  ait.  ignoras  te  ?  an  ut  igiMriUim  dare 

nobis 
Verba  putas }  egomet  mi  ifnosoo,MsBnius  inquit 
Stnltns,  fc  impcobos  hie  amor  est,  dignusque 

notan. 
Osm  toa  perv^deat  oculis  mala  lippus  immctls, 
Cnr  in  amioorum  vitiis  tam  cemis  acutum. 
Qoaa  aut  aquila,  aut  serpent  £pidauriu8  ?  at 

tjbi  contra 
Eveait,  htquiraBt  vitin  at  tut  mrsus  it  illi. 


This  is  a  servile  selAshnesi,  a  fault 

Which  J  ustice  scM«e  can  punish  as  she  ongM*    . 

Blind  as  a  poking,  dirt-compelliug  mole. 

To  all  thtt  stains  thy  own  polluted  soal, 

Yet  each  small  failing  ^y'st  in  other  men, 

Spy'rit  with  the  quickm-ss  of  an  eagle's  ken. 

11k>'  strong  resentment  rarely  lag  behind. 

And  all  thy  virulence  be  paid  iu  kind. 

'  Philaoder'tf  temper's  violent,  nor  fits 

The  wond'rous  waggishness  of  mtxleni  witi ; 

[lis  cap's  awry,  ail  ragged  is  bis  gown. 

And  (wicked  rojj^ue !)   he   wears  his  stockiofs 

down; 
But  h'as  a  soul  ingenuous  as  h's  face, 
To  you  a  friend,  and  all  the  human  race ; 
Gpnius,  that  all  the  depths  of  learning  sonnd% 
And  genenisity,  that  knows  no  bounds. 
In  fruifs  like  these  if  the  gotid  youth  excel, 
Ut  thctn  compensate  for  the  awkward  shell. 
Sift  then  younjelf,  t  say,  and  sift  agahi. 
Glean  the  pernicious  tares  from  out  the  fftki; 
And  ask  thy  heart,  if  custom,  Natnre*s  heir. 
Hath  sown  no  undiscover'd  ftsm-seed  there  ; 
lliis  be  our  standard  then,  on  this  we  rest. 
Nor  search  the  casuis  s  for  another  test 
•  Let's  be  like  lovers  gloriously  deceived. 
And  each  good  man  a  better  still  believ'd  4 
F/en  Celia's  wart  Strepbon  will  not  negtoet. 
But  praise**,  ki«ses.  k>ves  the  dear  defect. 
Oh  !  that  iu  friendship  we  were  thus  to  blarney 
And  ermio'd  candour,  tender  of  our  fhme, 
Wou'd  clothe  the  honest  errour  with  an  hoMtt 

n.in}e ! 
Be  we  then  still  to  those  we  hold  mott  dear, 
Fatlierly  food,  ami  tenderly  severe, 
rhe  sire,  whose  son  squints  forty  thousand  wayt. 
Finds  in  his  features  mighty  room  for  praise: 
'*  Ah  !  bom"  (he  cries)  '*to  moke  the  ladies  sigh, 
Jacky,  thou  hast  aii  amorous  cast  o^  th'  eye." 

s  Iracnndior  est  paollo  >  minns  aptus  acntit 
Naribns  horum  hominum  ?  rideri  possit,  eo  quod 
Rusticiustonso  toga  defluit,  and  male  Inxuj 
In  pedo  calceus  bseret.  At  est  bonus,  ut  melior 
vir  [ingena 

Non  alius  quisquamf  at  tibi  amicus :  at  in^entuoi 
Inculto  latet  hoc  Kub  rorpOre.    J)eniqne  teipsum 
Concote,  num  qua  tibi  vitiorunvinseverit  olim 
Natura,  aut  etiam  oonsnefido  ma!a.  Namque 
Neglectis  urcnda  tilix  innaicitur  agris. 

'  llluc  prarertamur :   nmatprem  quod  amirv 
Turpia  decipiunt  oscum  vitia,  aut  etiam' ipaa 

bSBC 

Oelectant:  veluti  Balbiuom  poljrpns  Hagn»  r .  . 
Vellem  in  amicitia  sic  erraremus ;  k  Isti 
Enori  nomen  virtus  (iotuistet  honettum. 
At,  pater  ut  nati,  sic  noc  debcmus  amici. 
Si  quod  sit  vitium,  non  fastidire.  Strabonem 
Appellat  pcetum  pater :  it  pullum,  male  parvna 
$i  cui  Alius  est:  utabortivus  fuit  olim 
Sisyphus,  hunc  varum,  distortis  truribut,  illuA 
Balautit  scaurum,  pravis  foltum  male  talis. 
Parcius  hie  vivit  ?  frug)  dicatur.  loeptus, 
Ktjaotantiorhicpaulloest?  conoimius  amicia.   • 
Postulat  ut  videatur.  At  est  turculeutior,  alqua  < 
Pius  (Bquo  liber  ?  simplex,  fortitiquc  hab<  atuc 
Caldiorett^  acres  inter  numeielur.  Upiao^  •   j 
Hflcc  res  k  jungit,  junctos  k,  servataiucbii. 
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Another  cfaild*fl  n^rtr 

Katutv  moit  perfect  in  dhnhintires ; 

And  men  of  ev'ry  nutk  with  one  accord 

Salute  each  crooked  rascal  whh  my  lord. 

(For  bandy  Utgn  harop-back,  and  knocking  knee, 

Are  all  txeeiahre  signs  of  q ty.) 

Thus  let  nt  jadge  our  {riewls — if  Scrub  subsist 
Teo  meanly,  Scrub  is  an  economist ; 
And  if  Tom  Tinkle  is  full  loud  and  perti 
lie  aims  at  wit,  and  does  it  to  divert 
Ixrgus  is  apt  to  Muster,  but  youMl  find 
'Tis  owing  to  his  magnitude  of  mind : 
IxkUins  is  passi  mate,  and  loves  a  whore, 
Spirit  and  coiistitutioit! — nothing  more — 
Ked  to  a  bullying  peer  is  ty'd  for  life, 
ApA  in  commendam  holds  a  scolding  wife ; 
Slave  to  a  fool's  caprice,  acd  woman's  will ; 
But  patience,  patience,  is  a  virtue  still ! 
Ask  of  Chamont  a  kingdom  for  a  fish, 
He'll  give  you  three  ratlier  than  spoil  a  dish; 
Nor  pride,  nor  luxury  is  in  the  case, 
But  hospitality— -au*t  please  your  grace.       ^ 
Should  a  great  gen'ral  give  a  drab  a  pension—^ 
Jdeanness! — thedevil--His  perfect  condescension. 
Such  ways  make  many  fHends,  and  make  friends 

long, 
Or  el^  my  good  fKend  Horace  reasons  wrong. 
^  But  we  alas !  e'en  virtuous  deeds  invert. 
And  into  vice  misoonstrue  alt  desert. 
See  wea  man  of  modesty  and  merit. 
Sober  and  meek — ^we  swear  he  has  no  spirit ; 
We  call  him  stupid,  who  with  caution  breaks 
His  silence,  and  will  think  before  he  speaks. 
Fidelio  treads  the  path  of  life  with  care. 
And  eyes  his  footsteps ;  for  he  fears  a  snare. 
Hk  wary  way  stifl  scandal  misapplies. 
And  calls  him  subtle,  who's  no  more  than  wise. 
If  any  man  is  unoonstrain'd  and  free. 
As  oft,  my  Lselins,  1  have  been  to  thee. 
When  rudely  to  thy  room  I  chance  to  soouri 
And  interrupt  thee  in  the  studious  hour, 
From  Coke  and  Ljrttleton  thy  mind  unbend. 
With  more  familiar  nobsense  of  a  friend  | 
Talk  of  my  friendship,  and  of  thy  deaert. 
Show  thee  my  works,  and  candidly  impart 
At  once  tbe  prodoct  of  my  bead  and  heart, 
Kaautus  calls  <me  fool,  and  ckiwnisb  bear. 
Nor  (but  for  perfect  candour)  stops  be  there. 
*  Ah  1    what  unthinking,  heedless  things  are 

men, 

f  At  not  virtntes  ip»f  ipvqHiwas,  atqoe 
Sincerura  cupimus  vas  incrustare.  Probns  quis 
Kobiscum  vivit?    maknin  est  demissns  homo 

ille. 
Tjvdn.  tf^nmnnMon  ninral  Smmttm.  Hie  fbflrit  amn«s 


T*  enact  such  laws  as  must  themselves  ooodemn) 

In  every  human  soul  some  vices  spring  / 

(Pur  fair  perfiection  is  no  mortal  thing) 

Whoe'er  is  with  the  fewest  fsults  endu'd. 

Is  but  the  best  of  what  cannot  be  good. 

Then  view  me,  friend,  in  an  impartial  light. 

Survey  the  good  and  bad,  the  black  and  white; 

And  if  you  find  me,  shr,  upon  the  whole. 

To  be  an  honest  and  ingenuous  soul. 

By  the  same  rule  I'll  measure  you  agahi. 

And  give  you  your  allowance  to  a  graiiv 

'Tis  friendly  and  'tis  fair,  on  either  hand. 

To  grant  th'  indulgence  we  ourselves  demand. 

If  on  your  hump  we  cast  a  fav'ring  eye. 

You  must  excuse  all  those  who  are  awry. 

In  short,  since  vice  or  folly,  great  or  small. 

Is  more  or  less  inherent  in  us  all. 

Whoe'er  offends,  our  censure  let  us  guide. 

With  a  strong  bias  to  the  candid  side ; 

Nor  (as  the  stoics  did  in  ancient  times) 

Rank  little  foibles  with  enormous  crimes. 

9  If,  when  your  butler,  e'er  he  brings  a  dish, 

Shou'd  lick  his  fingers,  or  shou'd  drop  a  fish. 

Or  from  the  side-board  filch  a  cup  of  ale, 

Enrag'd  yon  send  the  pony  thief  to  gaol ; 

You'd  be  (meihink)  as  in^moos  an  oaf. 

As  that  immense  portentous  scwindrel— ♦. 

Yet  worse  by  far  (if  worse  at  all  can  be) 

In  folly,  and  iniquity  is  he, 

Wlo,  for  some  irinal,  social,  well-DMant  joke, 

Whidi  candour  shon'd  forget  as  soon  as  spoke,    ~ 

Wcu'd  shun  his  friend,  neglectful  and  nnkind,  ' 

As  if  old  parson  Packthread  was  behind. 

Who  drags  up  all  his  visitors  by  force. 

And  without  mercy  reads  them  his  diseovne. 

'^  If  sick  at  heart,  and  lieavy  at  the  liead. 

My  drunken  friend  should  reel  betimes  lo  bed. 

And  in  the  mom,  with  ftffluent  discharge. 

Should  sign  and  seal  his  rendence  at  large  | 

Si  modoplura  mihi  bona  snnt,  hidinet  ^  amari 
Si  volet  hac  lege,  in  trutina  ponetur  eadem. 
Qui  ne  tnberibus  propriis  ofTendat  amictm 
Postulat ;  ignoepan  verrucis  illitis.  ^<quam  est, 
Peccatis  veniam  poscentem  rcddere  nirsos. 
Denique,  quatenus  exeidt  pemtus  vitium  ira, 
Caetera  item  nequeunt  stultis  bserentia ;  cur  non 
Ponderibus,  mciiulisque  snis  ratio  ntitur  ?  ac  res 
Ut  qnax)ue  est,  ita  suppliciis  delicta  coereet  ? 
^  Si  quis  eum   servum,  patinam  qui  toilers 
jussus, 
Semesos  pisoes,  tepidumqne  ligurierit  jus, 
In  cruoe  suffigat ;  labeooe  insanior  inter 
Sauos  dicatur.    Quanto  hoc  furiosius  atque 
Majus  peccatum  est  ^  paullum  deliquit  amicns, 
rOiiod  nisi  conondas.  habeare  insuavis.  neerbus  :  i 
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Or  sIwqW  he  in  some  passionate  debate, 
Br  war  of  Histance,  break  aii  earthen  plate  j 
Wou'd  I  fi'r^ke  him  for  a  piece  of  delph  ? 
No — not  for  China's  wide  domain  itself. 
If  toys  like  those  wen*  canseofreal  grief. 
What  slKw'd  I  do,  or  whither  seek  relief, 
•'  Suppose  bim  porjar'd  faithle«,  pimp,  or  thief?" 
Awaf — a  foolish  knarish  tribe  you  arc, 
Who  felsely  put  all  vires  on  a  par. 
From  tbiH  fair  reason  her  Assent  withdraws, 
E*en  imrdid  hater'^  gives  up  the  cause, ' 
lliat  mother  o*  onr  customs  and  our  laws. 
liHien  first  yon  golden  Sun  array*dthe  east. 
Small  was  the  difFen»nce  *twtxt  man  and  beast ; 
With  handr:,  wirh  n^ils,  with  teeth,  with  clubs 
they  fought,  [wrougrht 

THI  malice  tras  itriprov'd,  and  deadlier  weapons 
language  at  length,  and  words  experience  found, 
And  sense  obtain'd  a  vehicle  in  sound,  [built. 
Then  wholesome  laws  were  fram'd,aiKl  towns  were 
And  justice  seiz'd  the  lawless  ragranVs  guilt ; 
And  theft,  adnltery,  and  fornication,  [fashion: 
Were  punish*d  much,  forsooth,  tho'  much  in 
"  For  long  before  fair  f  lelen^s  fatal  charms 
Had  many  a- ---- 


>  Hiatus  magnus  lacrymabilis 


.set  the  world  in  arms. 
Bat  kindly  kept  by  no  historian's  care, 
They  all,  goodlnck,  have  perishM  to  an  bmir. 
But  be  that  as  it  may,  yet  in  all  climes, 
TTiere's  difPrent  punishment  for  difPrent  crimes. 
•*HoId,b!ockhead,  hold — ^this  sure  is  not  the  way, 
For  an  alike  Pd  lash,  and  all  J'd  slay,** 
Cries  W»«»»»»»,  "if  I'd  sovereign  sway.'* 
Have  sovereign  sway,  and  an  imperial  robe, 
With  fmry  sultanate*  o'er  half  the  globe. 
Meanwhile,  if  I  from  each  indulgent  friend. 
Obtain  remission,  when  I  chance  t'  offend, 
Why,  in  return,  Pll  make  the  balance  even, 
Anc^  for  forgiving,  they  shall  be  forgiven. 

I^rodideriteommissa  fide  ?  sponsumve  negarit? 
Queis  paria  esse  fere  placuit  peccata,  laborant, 
Cam  ventum  ad  verum  est ;  senaus,  moresque 

reptignant 
Atque  Ipsa  utilitas,  justi  prope  mater,  it  squi. 
Cum  prorepsernnt  primis  animalia  terns, 
Mtitum  di  tnrpe  pccus,  glandem  atque  cubilia 

propter, 
tTnguibiis,&  pugnis,  dein  fustibns,  atque  Ita  porro 
Fagnabant  armis,  qnie  post  fiibricaverat  usus : 
Donee  verba,  quibus  voces,  sensnsque  notarent, 
Nominaque  invenere ;  dehinc  absistere  bello, 
Oppida  coeperunt  mnnii:^ ,  &  ponere  leges ; 
Ne  qnis  fur  ewet,  ncu  latro,  neu  qnis  adulter.. 
■*  Mam  fuit  ante  Helenam  cunnus  teterrima 

beili 
CaoM :  sed  ignotis  perierunt  mortibus  illi, 
QuosVenerem  incertam  ranientes  mure  ferarum 
Viribus  editior  csedebat,  ut  in  grege  taurus. 

dum  tu  quadrante  lavatum 

Res  ibis,  neoue  te  quisquam  stipator,  ineptum 
FlraeterCritpmum,  sectaUtur:  &  mihi  dulces     ^ 
Ignoacent,  si  quid  peccavero  stultus,  amici : 

*  A  word  QoJbed  in  the  Bunaer  of  Mr.  War^ 
koitoo. 


»  With  zeal  Til  love7  be  conrteom  e'en  to  flrii% 
More  blest  than  emperors  in  private  Kfe» 


AK     OCCASIOMAL     HlOLOCSUB      AMD      BPtLOGOS   .<» 
OTUBLLO,    AS   IT   WAS    ACTED  AT  THE  THBATai* 

aovAL    iM    Dai'aY-LA5«,    ON    trursdaY   TB» 

7rH     OP     MARCH,    1751,     BY     PBR10NS   Of   DNp 

TiNCTiON,  poa  THSiR  DtvaasioK. 

Wii ILK  mercenary  actors  tread  the  stage. 
And  hireling  scribblers  lash  or  lull  the  a^, 
OnHs  be  the  task  t'  instruct,  and  entertain. 
Without  one  thought  of  glory  or  of  gain. 
Virtue's  her  own — ^from  no  external  cause  ■- 
She  gives,  and  she  demands  the  self-applause: 
I^mie  to  her  breast  she  brings  the  heart-fidt 

bays, 
Heedless  alike  of  profit,  and  of  praise. 
This  now  perhaps  is  wrong — yet  this  we  knov^ 
Twas  sense  and  truth  a  century  ago : 
Whan  Britain,  with  transcendant  glory  crowa!^ 
For  high  achievements,  as  for  wit  renowned, 
Cuird  from  each  growing  grace  the  purest  par^ 
And  cropt  the  flowers  from  every  blooming  act, 
(hir  noblest  youths  would  then  emhrace  the  task 
Of  comic  humour,  or  the  mystic  masque. 
Twas  theirs  t'  enco'-rage  worth,and  g've  to  baidll 
What  now  is  spent  in  boxing  and  in  cards  s 
Good   sense  their  pleasure — virtue   still  tWr 

guide, 
And  English  magnanimity — their  pffde. 
Methinks  I  see  with  Fancy's  magic  eye^ 
The  shade  of  Shakespeare,  in  yon  azure  sky. 
On  yoQ  high  ck>ud  behold  the  bard  advance^ 
Piercing  all  Nature  with  a  single  glance: 
.  In  various  attitudes  around  Mm  stand 
The  Passions,  waiting  for  his  dread  command. 
First  kneeling  Love  before  his  feet  appears, 
And  musically  s'glimg  melt<;  in  tears. 
Near  him  fell  Jeakmsy  with  fury  hamt. 
And  into  storms  the  amorous  breathings  taim; 
Then  Hope  with  heavenward  k»k,  and  Joy  dmwB. 


White  palsied  Tcrromr  trembles  in  the  repr. 
'  Such  Shakespeare^s  train  of  horronr  and  de« 
And  such  we  hope  to  introduce  to-night.    [iigbl» 
Bui  if,  though  just  in  thought,  we  fail  infhct. 
And  good  intention  ripens  not  to  act. 
Weigh  our  design,  your  censure  still  defer. 
When  truth's  in  view  'tis  gioriaos  e'e»  toen^ 


EPILOGUE. 

SP0KB1I  BY  DBSDBMOKA. 

TftC7B  woman  to  the  last-nny  petoratioiik 
I  come  to  speak  in  spite  of  suffocation ; 
To  show  tike  present  and  the  age  to  comr. 
We  may  be  chok'd,  but  never  can  be  dumb.. 
Well  now  methinks,  I  see  you  all  run  out. 
And  baste  away  to  lady  BragwelPs  ront; 
£^h  modish  sentiment  tu  beac  and  nwigb, 
Of  those  who  nothing  think,  and  all  things  taj. 

'*  Inquc  vicem  illorum  patiar  de'icta  Itbevtert 
Privatusque  magis  vivam  te  rege  btatus* 
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SHARPS  POEMSi 


Pradetla  firti  in  parody  begins^ 
<Polriioii9eDte  and  bufiboaery  are  twins) 
*'  Can  beaux  the  court  for  theatres  exchange? 
I  swear  by  Heaven   'tis  strange,    'tis  passing 

•strange; 
>nd  very  whimsical,  and  mighty  ddll, 
And  pitiful^  and  wond'rous  pitiful : 
I  wish  I  had  no«  heard  iir'— blessed  dame ! 
Whene'er  she  speaks  her  audience  wish  the  same. 
Next  Neddy  Nicely— **  Fye,  O  fye,  good  lack, 
A  nasty  man  to  make  his  face  all  black." 
Then  lady  Stifl&ieck  shows  her  pious  ra^. 
And  wonders  we  shouM  act — upon  a  stage. 
**  Why,  ma'am,"  «ays  Coquetilla,  '*  a  disgrace? 
Merit  in  any  form  may  show  her  face: 
In  this  dull  age  the  male  things  onght  to  play. 
To  teach  them  what  to  do,  and  what  to  say." 
In  short,  they  all  with  different  cavils  cram  us. 
And  only  are  unanimous  to  damn  us: 
"But  still  there  are  a  fiiir  judicious  few. 
Who  judge  unbiassed,  and  with  candour  view; 
Who  value  honesty,  though  clad  in  buff. 
And  wit,  though  dressM  in  an  old  English  ru£ 
Behold  them  here — I  beaming  sense  descty, 
Shot  from  the  living  lustre  of  each  eye. 
Such  meaning  smiles  each  blooming  face  adorn, 
As  deck  the  p1easure*painted  brow  of  morn ; 
And  show  the  person  of  each  matchless  fair. 
Though  rich  to  rapture,  and  above  compare, 
li,  ev'n  with  all  the  skill  of  Heav'n  designed. 
But  an  imperfect  image  of  their  mind ; 
While  chastity  unblemisbM  and  unbril/d 
Adds  a  majestic  mien  that  scorns  to  ha  described: 
Such  we  will  vaunt,  and  only  such  as  these, 
*Tis  onr  ambition,  and  our  fame  to  pl< 


EPILOGUE  TO  THE  APPRENTICE. 

(Enters  rtadinf  a  Play  Bill,  J 

A  Tiar  pretty  bill— as  I'm  alive  1 

The  part  of— nobody — by  Mrs.  Clive  I 

A  paltry  scribbUng  fbol — to  leave  me  oat — 

He'll  say,  perhaps-— be  thought  I  coii'd  not  spout 

Malice  and  envy  to  the  last  degree! 

And  why  ? — ^1  wrote  a  fiunce  as  well  as  he. 

And  fairiy  ventur'd  it — without  the  aid 

Of  pnAogue  dressed  in  black,  and  face  in  mas- 

qnenMle; 
Oh !  Pit — have  pity— «ee  how  Pm  dismay'd ! 
Poor  soul !  this  canting  stuff  will  neVer  do. 
Unlen  like  Bayes  he  bring  his  hangman  too. 
But  granting  that  from  these  same  obsequies. 
Some  pickings  to  our  bard  in  black  arise ; 


She  has  a  daughter  too  that  deals  in  lao^ 
And  sings — O  ponder  wtll — and  Chevy  Chase; 
And  fain  wouM  fill  the  fair  Ophelia's  place. 
And  in  her  cock *d  up  hat,  and  gown  ef  camblet^ 
Presumes  on    something — touching    the    lord- 
Hamlet. 
A  cousin  too  she  has  with  squinting  eyes. 
With  waddling  gait,and  voice  like  London  Crie^ 
Who  for  the  stage  too  short  by  half  a  story. 
Acts  LadyTowoly— thu&-^nall  her  glory. 
And  while  she's  traversing  her  sc&nty  room. 
Cries — *<  Lord!  my  lonl.what  can  I  do  at  home!*^ 
In  short,  we've  girls  enough  for  all  the  fellows. 
The  ranting,  whining,  starting,  and  the  jealous. 
The  Hotspurs,  Ronieos,  Hamlets,  ^nd  Othelk)s« 
Oh  1  little  do  these  silly  people  know, 
Uliat  dreadful  trials — actors  undergo. 
M3rself — who  most  in  harmony  delight. 
Am  scolding  here  from  morning  until  night. 
Then  take  advice  from  me,  ye  giddy  things. 
Ye  royal  miiliners,  ye apron'd  kings; 
Young  men  beware,  and  shun  our  slippery  ways^ 
Study  arithmetic,  and  shun  our  plays; 
And  you,  ye  girls,  let  not  our  tinlel  train 
Enchant  your  eyes,  and  turn  your  maddening 

brain; 
Be  timely  wise,  for  oh  I  be  sure  of  this ; 
A  shop,  with  virtue,  is  the  height  of  bliaa. 


EPILOGUE 

SPOKEN  ST  int.  SnUTBn,  AT  COVINT-OAIDCH,  AFTBa 
TRC  PLAY  OF  THE  CONSCIOUS  LOVEES,  ACTED  FOR 
THE  BENBFn-  OF  THE  MIDDLESEX  U08PI PAL  FOa 
LYIWO-IN  WOMEN,  1755,  IN  THE  CHAEACXaa  Ot 
A  MAN-MIDWIFB. 

(Enters  with  a  child.) 

Whoe'er  hegot  thee,  has  no  cause  to  bludi : 
Thou'rt  a  brave  chopping  boy,  (child  cries  J  nay^ 

hu<h!  hush  I  hush! 
A  workman,  foith !  a  man  of  rare  discretion, 
A  friend  to  Britain,  and  to  our  profession : 
With  face  so  chubby,  and  with  look^  so  glad, 
O  rare  roast  beef  of  England — 4iere's  a  lad ! 

(Shotii  him  to  the  Coa^Muijf  f 
(Child  makes  a  noise  again.  J 
Nay  if  you  once  U'gin  to  puke  and  cough, 
Go  to  the  nurse.     Within ! — here  take  him  offl 
Well,  Heav'n  be  prais'd,  it  is  a  pe()pling  age. 
Thanks  to  the  bar,  the  pulpit,  and  the  stage  ; 
But  not  to  th'  army — that's  not  worth  a  farthhig^ 
The  captains  go  too  much  to  Covent  Garden, 
ipoil  many  a  girl, — Imt  seldom  make  a  mother; 
Tliey  foil  us  one  way — but  we  have  them  t'other^ 


Digitized  by 


Google 


POPE'S  ESSAY  ON  CRITICISM  IN  LATIN. 


Oi 


This  day  eomes  honest  Taffy  to  my  bouse,  I 

''  Cotplenher,  her  hassay*d  herpoy  and  spouse; 
Her  aaT»d  her  Owinnifrid,  or  death  had  swalloWd 

her,  [Cadwallader.'*  i 

Tho*  craat  crand  creat  cnind  crand  child  o^ 
Cries  Patrick  Touzl'em, ««  I  am  bound  to  pray, 
YonNe  sav'd  my  Sue  in  jrour  same  physic  way, 
And  further  shall  I  thank  you  yesterday.*' 
Tbo)  Sawney  came  and  thank'd  me  for  my  love, 
(I  very  readily  excused  his  glove) 
He  blessed  the  mon,  e'en  by  St  Andrew's  cross, 
fWbo  cor'd  his  bunny  beam  and  bUthsome  lass.** 


But  merriment  and  mimicry  apaft. 
Thanks  to  each  boitnteoas  hand  and  geil*fO«t 

heart 
Of  those,  who  tenderly  take  pity's  part^ 
Who  in  good-natur'dacts  can  sweeitly  grieve^ 
Swift  to  lament,  but  swifter  to  relieve. 
Thanks  to  the  lovely  fair  ones,  t]rpes  of  Heavei^ 
Who  raise  and  beautify  the  bounty  given ; 
But  chief  to '  him  in  whom  distress  oonfldet, 
Wlio  o'er  this  noble  plan  so  gkMriously  presides. 

*  The  earl,  afterwards  di»kd»  of  ^lorthumUPt 
land* 


DE    ARTE    CRITICA, 

A  LATIN  VERSION  OF 

MR.  POPRS  ESSAY  ON  CRITICISM, 

Ner  me  animi  fallit 

PifBcileillustrarc  Latinis  versibus  esse 
(MultanovisvpiVsprassertim  cum  sit  agendum) 
Propter  egestatem  linguse,  &  rerum  novitatem. 

Lucarr. 


DE  ARTE  CRITICA. 

picnr  dtfiicile  est,  an  sit  dementia  major 
^sse  invitA  vatem  criticumne  Minerv4; 
llle  tamen  certe  renia  iibi  dignior  errat 
Qjn  las^t,  qiiam  qui  seducit  in  avia,  sensus. 
Sunt,  qui  absurda  canunt ;  sed  enim  stultissima 

siultns 
<team  kmge  exuperat  criticorum  nntlo  rates ; 
Se  solum  exhibnit  quondam,  roelioribus  annis 
l^atusbebes,  ridendum;  at  nunc  musa  improba 

■    prolem 
J^ameram  gignit,  qos  mox  sermone  soluto 
JEquiparet  stolidos  velrsus,  certetque  stupenrlo. 

Nobis  judldum,  veluti  qtrs  dividit  boras 
Machine,  construitur,  motus  non  omifibiis  idem, 
Non  pietium,  regit  usque  tamen  sua  quemque. 

Poetas 
Divite  perpaucos  ven4  donavit  Apollo, 
El  criticis  fecte  sapere  est  rarissima  virtus ; 
^rte  in  atraque  nitent  felices  indole  soli, 
Musaqae  qnos  placido  nascentes  lumine  vidit. 
llle  alios  melius,  qui  inclaruit  ipse,  docebit, 
Jorpqae  quam  meruit,  poterit  tribuisse  corunam. 
Scriptores  (fiiteor)  fidunt  proprias  nimis  orti, 
Noaroe  autcm  criticos  pravu&  favor  urget  ibidem? 
At  veio  propius  si  stemus,  coique  fetendnm  est, 
judicium  qooddam  Natura  iwcverit  dim  : 
Bm  diem  certe  diiK:.«i  ri:flri.«wi«M  ^an^^*- 


AN  ESSAY  ON  CRITICISM, 

'Tis  hard  to  say,  if  greater  watat  of  skill 
Appear  in  writing  or  in  judging  ill ; 
But  of  the  two,  lets  dang'rous  is  th*  odfenc* 
To  tire  our  patience,  than  mislead  our  sense. 
Some  few  iii  that,  but  numbers  err  in  this,    - 
Ten  censure  wrong,  for  one  who  wsites  amiss* 
A  fbol  might  once  himself  ak»e  expose. 
Now  one  in  verse  makes  many  more  in  proie. 


'TIS  with  our  judgments  as  our  wmtchei,  i 
Go  just  alike,  yet  each  believes  bis  own. 
In  poets  as  true  genius  is  but  rare, 
True  taste  as  seldom  is  the  critic's  share; 
Both  must  alike  from  Heaven  derive  their  Itgh(« 
These  bom  to  judge,  as  well  as  those  to  write. 
'  Let' such  teach  othets  who  themielves  exoel. 
And  censure  freely  who  have  written  welL 
Authors  are  partial  to  their  wit,  'tis  true; 
But  are  not  critics  to  their  judgment  too? 

Yetif  we  look  more  closely,  we  shall  find, 
*  Most  have  the  seeds  of  judgment  in  their  minds 
Nature  affords  at  least  a  glimm'ring  light ; 
The  lines,  though  touch'd  but  faintiiy,  aredrawm 


Digitized  by 


Google 


M 


SMARTS  POEIIS* 


Anibagw  emit,  ttolidisqiie  sopeirenit  iliis 
(Diit  mliter  risum  est)  petulantia.     Perdere  sen- 
sum  [Pindum 
Commnnem  hi  todant,  dum  frnstra  ascendere 
Cooantnr,  nox,  Qt  se  defensorlbus  ip^is 
Utantur,  critici  quoque  flunt :  omnibus  idem 
Avdur  scribondi,  studio  hi  rivalis  aguntur, 
mis  iirralida  eoonchi  ▼iolentia  gliscit. 
Kideodiproprinm  est  faiais  cacoethes,  amantqne 
Turine  perpetuo  sese  immi»cere  jocose. 
9<f«vias  iDTitodumsudat  Apolline,  multi 
Pin^pe  oposexuperant  (si  dtis  placet)  emendando. 


Sant  qui  belli  homines  primo,    tom  deinde 

poctas, 
lIoK  critici  erasure,  men  turn  deniqne  stulti. 
Est,  qui  nee  criticum  nee  vatero  reddit,  inersque 
Ut  biqIus  medium   quoddam  est  a^um  inter 

equumque.  [entum 

Bellula  seroi-hominum  rix  poene  eleroenta  sci- 
Primnla^gens  horumest,  preiniturquibus  Aoglia, 

quantum 
Impeffccta  scatcnt  ripis  animalcula  Nili, 
FutHe,  abortirum  genus,  &  prope  nominisexpers, 
fJsque  adeo  cquivoca  est,  e  qui   generantur, 

origo. 
Hos  centum  nequeunt  lingnse  nuroerare,  nee  una 
Vnias  ex  ipsis,  quie  centum  sola  fatiget. 

At  tu  qui  famam  simul  exigi^  atque  redonas 
Pro  mentis,  criticique  affertas  nobile  nomen. 
Metitorte  ipsum,  pnidensque  expenditi  qua:  sit 
Jndicii,  ingenii  tibi,  doctrinseque  facultas ; 
Si  qua  profunda  nimis,  cauto  vitentor,  &  ista 
Jinea,  qu4  coeunt  stupor  iogeniumque,  notator. 
Qui  iiuem  imposoit  le&us  Deus  omnibus  aptum, 
numani  %'aoum  ingenii  restrinxit  acumen. 
Qualis  ubi  oceani  vis  nostra  imimpit  in  arva, 
1  unc  desolatas  alibi  denudat  arenas ; 
Sic  aninuB  reminisoendi  dum  copia  restat, 
Ciniilii  gravioris  abest  plerumque  potestas ; 
,Ast  ubi  Pbantasiae  fulgent  radiantia  tela, 
Mnemos3me  teueris  cum  formis  victa  liquescit. 
Ingenio  tantum  Musa  uni  sufficit  una, 
Tanta  ars  est,  tantiUa  scientia  nostra  videtnr : 
Ken  solum  ad  certas  artes  astricta  seqnendas, 
bo^pe  has  non  nisi  quidam  in  simplice  parte  se- 

quatur. 
Beperdas  parios  utcnnque  labore  triumpbos, 
Damplures,rcgum  iustar,  aves  acquirere  lauros; 
8ed  sua  tractatu  facilis  provincia  cuique  est, 
Si  non,  que  pulchre  sciat,  ut  rulgaria,  tenmat. 

Natnram  sequere  imprimis,  atque  illiussequi 
Judicium  ex  noim4  fingas,  quas  nescia  flecti : 
lila  eteoim,  sine  labe  micans,  ab  origine  djy^, 
Clari,  oonsUnti,  lastiantique  omnia  luce, 
Vitainque,  specii'roqne,  k  vires  omnibus  addat, 
ft  ibns,  k  finis  simul,  atque  criterion  artis.  • 
Oosrit-opes  ex  hoc  tbosauro  ars,  tf,  sine  pompi 
Prxsidet,  &  nuUas  turbas  focit  inter  agendum. 
Talis  vivida  vis  formoso  in  corpora  mentis, 
La;titiam  toti  insp'.rans  &  robora  massas, 
Ordinal  fc  motns,  &  nervos  sn»tinetomnes, 
Inter  opus  variumiamen  ipsa  abscondiu  fallit. 
^pe  is,  cui  fiULgnum  iugenium  Dcusaddidit, 

idem 
Indigus  est  majoris,  nt  hoc  ben^  caHeat  nti ; 
|i^ciuttU|  nam  judicio  Tdut  uxor  habenduqa  est 


But  as  the  slightest  sketch,  if  justly  trae'd. 
Is  by  ill-colooringbut  tlic  more  disprac'd. 
So  by  fiilse  learning  is  good  seme  defuc*d. 
Some  are  bewildcr'd  in  the  maze  of  schools. 
And  some  made  coxcombs,  Nature  meant  hot 

fools. 
In  search  of  wit,  those  Joifie  their  common  seose^ 
And  then  turn  critics  in  their  own  defence. 
Each  bums  alike,  who  can,  or  ranuot. write. 
Or  with  a  rival's,  or  an  cunurh*«  spile. 
All  fools  have  still  an  itching  to  dei  ide. 
And  fam  would  be  upon  the  lan]{:hing  side : 
If  Msevius  scribble  in  Apollo's  spite. 
There  are,  who  judge  still  worse  than  he  cam 

write. 
Some  have  at  first  for  wits,  then  poets  past,* 
Tum'd  critics  next:  and  provM  plain  fools  at  lasL 
Some  neither  can  for  wits  or  critics  pass. 
As  heavy  mules  are  neither  horse,  nor  ass. 
Those  half-learn'd  witlin^snum'rousin  our  isle. 
As  half.formM  insects  on  the  bnnks  of  Nile, 
UnfinishM  things  otic  knows  not  what  to  call. 
Their  generation's  so  equivocal ; 
To  tell  'em,  wou*d  a  hundred  tongiics  require. 
Or  one  vain  wit^s,  that  might  a  buiidred  tire. 


But  3rou  who  seek  to  give  and  merit  fiame. 
And  justly  bear  a  critic's  noble  name. 
Be  sure  yourself  and  your  own  reach  to  know. 
How  for  your  genius,  taste,  and  learning  go. 
Lanch  not  beyond  your  depth,  but  be  discreet 
And  mark  that  point  where  sense  and  dulnesB 

meet. 
Nature  to  all  things  fix'd  the  limits  At, 
And  wisely  curbM  proud  man's  pretending  wit. 
As  on  the  land  while  here  the  ocean  gains. 
In  other  parts  it  leaves  wide  sandy  plains. 
Tbusiu  the  soul,  while  memory  prevails, 
'the  solid  powV  of  understanding  foils ; 
Where  beams  of  warm  ima<;inatioo  play. 
The  memory's  soft  figures  melt  away. 
One  science  ouly  will  one  geiiiui»  fit : 
So  vast  is  art,  so  narrow  human  wit : 
Not  only  bounded  to  pcoiiliar  arts. 
But  oft  in  those  con  Cm 'd  tu  single  parts. 
Like  kings  we  lose  thecos.qucsts  gain'd  before. 
By  vain  ambition  still  to  make  them  moic. 
Each  might  his  several  province  well  command. 
Would  all  but  stoop  tu  what  they  understand. 

Firsl  follow  Nature,  and  youi  judgment  frame 
By  her  just  standard,  which  is  still  the  same. 
Unerring  Nature,  s.ill  divinely  bright, 
One  clear,  unchaiig'd,  and  uni%'ersal  light. 
Life,  force,  and  bt  auty,  must  to  all  impart. 
At  once  the  ^urce,  and  end,  and  test  of  art. 
Art  from  that  fund  each  just  snpply  provides. 
Works  without  show,  and  without  pomp  presides: 
In  some  fair  body  thus  th*  informing  soul 
With  spirits  feeds,  with  vigour  fills  Hie  whole. 
Each  motion  guides,  and  every  nen'e  sustaius  j 
luelf  unseen,  but  in  th»  eflect,  remains. 
There  are  whom  Heav'n  has  blest  with  store  of 
Yet  want  as  much  again  to  manage  it ;  [wit. 

For  wit  and  judgment  ever  are  at  strife,        [wife. 
Though  meant  cacii  othe^^s  aid,  lij^9  m^  aA4 
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lAtqpe  Tiro,  cui  fas  at  parest,  usque  repugoat. 
Mut3B  qoadnipedem  tobor  est  inhibere  capiftro, 
Pnrcipites  regere,  at  oon  Uritaic  Tolatui. 
Pegasus,  iusUr  equi  generosi,  gmudior  ardet 
Com  seutit  retinacula,  nobiliorque  toctur. 

Rpgula  qusoque  Tetus  tahtum  obsenrata  peritii 
Fon  ioTonta  fuit  criticisi  debetqwc  profecto 
Natarse  aacribi,  sed  enim  quam  lima  polmt| 
Nul'as  nature  dirina  monarcliia  l^es, 
£xceptis  sohim  ques  sanx^t  ipsa,  verelur. 

Qualibus,  audistin*  resonat  cel«berruiia  norniis 
Graecia.  sea  doctum  premtt,  indulgetTe  furorem  ? 
IIU  sihM  ststit  Parnassi  in  veitice  natod, 
Et,  qnibus  asceod^re  docet,  salebnea  viarnro, 
SoMimique  manu  dcna  iminortaHa  moostrat, 
ilque  spqais  reliquos  prooedere  passibiis  urget. 
Sic  magnis  doctrin&  ex  exeroplaribus  hausti, 
Sumit  ab  hisce,  quod   b»c  duxeront  ab  Jove 

sammo. 
IngeoQQs  judex  nrasarum  reutilat  igoes, 
£t  fretus  ratione  docet  pnecepta  placendt. 
An  critica  officiosa  Caincense  sefvit,  fc  omat 
J^regias  veneres,  plaresque  irretit  amautes. 
Nmc  %ero  docti  loogfe  dWersa  scquenteti, 
Ccmtempti  domins,  vilem  petierd  mint^tram  ; 
Prnpriaque  in  miseros  verteniitt  tela  poeias, 
Biscipulique  suos  pro  more  od£re  magittios. 
Haud  afiter  san^  nosttates  pharmacopolsB 
£x  medic4m  crevit  quibus  ars  plagiaria  chartis, 
Aotiaces  ermrum  adbibent  sine  mente  medelas, 
£t  vene  Hippociatis  jactant  oonvicia  proli. 
Ui  veterum  auihorum  scnptis  vescuntur,  &  ipsos 
Vermicnlos,  &  tempus  edax  ricdre  vorando. 
StoXitid  simplex  ille,  &  siae  divite  vcn4, 
Cannina  quo  tiant  pacto  miserabile  narrat 
Doctrinam   osCeotans,  naentem   alter   peididtt 


Atque  ahcr  nodis  vafer  implicat  enodando. 

Tu  quicuhque  cupis  judex  proeedere  recti, 
Fac  veteris  cujiisque  stylus  discatur  ad  ungtiem  j 
Fabola,  materies,  quo  temlat  pagina  qusBvis  j 
Patna,  religio  qn»  sint,  qneis  moribtis  SBvum  : 
Si  non  intuitu  ciincta  hao  complecteris  uno, 
Scorra,  cavilator— criticns  mihi  non  eris  unquam. 
lias  esio  ttbi  studium,  tibi  sola  voluptas, 
Perque  diem  lege,  per  noctes  meditare  serenas ; 
Mine  tibi  judicium,  bine  ortum  sententia  ducat, 
Muarumqneundas  fontem  bibe  last  us  ad  ipsum. 
Ipse  suorum  openun  sit  commentator,  $(.  author, 
Mxooidisve  legas  interprete  scripiU  Marwne. 

Cum  caneret  pnmum  parvus  Maro  bella  viros- 
que, 
Kee  monitor  Phoebus  tremulasjam  velleret  aures, 
L^gibus  immunem  criticis  se  ibrt6  putabat, 
Kil  nisi  naturam  arcbetypum  dignatus  adire : 
&d  simul  ac  cauti  mentem  per  singula  volvit, 
liaturam  tnvenit,  quacunque  mvenit  Homerum. 
Viclus,  k,  attonitus,  malesaui  desinit  ausi, 
JMMjue  laboratoa  m  numerum  vigil  omnia  cogit, 
Oultaque  Aristotelis  metitur  cannina  normA. 
™c  vetemm  discas  pnecepta  veierier,  illot 
«ct»tor,  sic  Naturam  aecuberjs  insam. 


Tis  more  to  guide,  than  spur,  the  Bf  nfe*»  ileed  ; 
Restrain  his  fury,  than  pivvoke  his  speed; 
The  winged  courser,  like  a  generous  horse. 
Shows  most  true  mettle  when  you  chedt  hit 
course. 
Those  rules  of  old  discovered,  notdevis'dy 
Are  Nature  still,  bat  Nature  methodised  : 
Nature,  like  monarchy,  is  but  restraui*d 
fiy  the  same  laws,  which  Arst  herself  ordain'd* 


Hear  how  leam'd  Greeoe  her  osefiU  roles  ita. 
dites. 
When  to  suppress,  and  when  faidulge  our  flightsi 
High  on  Parnassus*  top  her  sons  she  showed. 
And  pointed  out  those  ardooos  paths  they  trodj. 
Held  from  afar,  aloft,  th*  immortal  prise,  ^ 

And  urged  the  rest  by  equal  steps  to  rise. 
Just  <  precepts  thus  from  great  examples  giv>n. 
She  drew  from  them  what  they  derived  fW>m  Hea- 
The  generous  critic  fann'd  the  poet^s  flr^,      [ v*n. 
And  taught  the  world  with  reason  to  admire, 
I1ien  Criticism  the  Mose^k  handmaid  prov'd. 
To  dress  her  charms,  and  make  her  more  bek>v'dt 
But  following  wits  from  th%t  intentkxi  stray'd : 
Who  could  not  win  the  mistress  woo'd  the  maid  t 
Again^it  the  poets  their  own  charms  they  tum*d. 
Sure  to  hate  most  the  men  from  whom  they  learned* 
So  modem  Apothecaries  taught  the  art, 
By  doctor's  bills  to  play  the  doctors  part. 
Bold  in  the  practice  of  mistaken  rules. 
Prescribe,  apply,  and  call  their  masters  fools. 
Some  on  the  leaves  of  ancient  authors  prey, 
Nor  time,  nor  motbse'er  spoilM  so  much  as  iher. 
Some  dryly  plain,  without  invention's  aid. 
Write  dull  receipts  how  poems  should  be  made  & 
These  lose  the  sense  their  learning  to  display. 
And  thoie  explain  the  meaning  quite  away. 

You  then  whesejudgment  the  right  course  wou*d 
Know  well  each  ancient's  proper  character,[steei^. 
His  fable,  subject,  scope  of  ev^ry  page, 
Religion,  country,  genius  of  his  age  : 
Without  all  these  at  once  before  your  eyes. 
Cavil  you  may,  but  never  criticize. 
Be' Homer's  works  your  study  and  delight. 
Read  them  by  day  and  meditate  by  night  [bring. 
Thence  form  your  judgment,  thence  your  notio» 
And  trace  the  Muses  upward  to  their  spring. 
Still  with  itself  comimed,  his  text  perose ; 
Or  let  your  comment  be  the  Mantuan  muse. 

♦  When  first  young  Mafb  sung  of  kings  and 
wars. 
Ere  warning  Phcebus  touch'd  his  trembling  ears. 
Perhaps  he  seem'd  above  the  critic'^  law. 
And  but  from  Nature's  fountains  scorn'd  to  drawt 
But  when  t»  examiue  every  part  he  came. 
Nature  and  Homer  were,  he  found,  the  same  ; 
Convinc'd,  amaz'd,  he  checks  the  bold  design. 
And  rules  as  strict  his  laboured  work  confine. 
As  if  the  Stagyritef^'erlook'd  each  line. 
Learn  hence  fbr  andt  nt  rules  a  just  esteem. 
To  copy  Nature,  is  to  oopy  them. 

t  Nee  enim  artibus  editis  &ctum  est  ut  argu- 
menta  inveniremus,  sed  dicta  sunt  omnia  ante- 
quam  preciperentur,  ooox  ea  scriptbres  obser- 
vau  &  coUeoU  edidemnt. 

QUINTIL. 

4  Com  ffuierem  reges  ac  prelia,   Cynthiui 
«urei|WT.Vellit, 

Vi«o.  EcL.  & 
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At  Tero  Tirtns  rtttat  jam  plurima,imIlo 
Describenda  modo,  ^lollaque  panibilit  arte, 
Vam  felix  tam  foriuna  est,  quam  cura  canrndL 
Mosicam  in  hoc  reddit  dirina  poesis,  otramque 
MuJte  oniant  veneres,  quas  verbis  pingere  tion 

.       .     «^ 
Qaasqve  atUngere  nil  nisi  summa  pcritia  possit 
Regula  qnaodocuDque  minus  diffusa  videtur, 
(Quum  tantam  ad  propriam  coliinet  singula  oie- 
8i  ntKKio  oonsilils  inserviat  ulla  juvandis        [t&m) 
i4iU  licentia,  lexenim  ista  licentia  6at. 
Atque  ita  quo  citius  procedat,  calle  relicto 
^mmuni  mnsae  sonipes  ben^devius  errec 
iiccidit  interdum,  ut  scriptores  ingenium  imrens 
Kjrebat  ad  cul  pilui  egregia  m,roaculasque  micauteK 
Quas  nemo  criticurum  audet  detergere  6gat ; 
ilocidit  i)t  linquat  vulgaria  clauslra  furore 
Magoanimo,  rapiatque  sol u turn  lege  decnreiti, 
(jui,  quum  judicium  nun  intercedat,  ad  ipsnm 
Qor  properat,  Ane^quc  illic  simni  obtinetomnes. 
Hand  alitor  si  forte  jugo  speculamnr  aprico, 
Lnminibus  res  arrideut,  quas  I)a^a(a  tellus 
Fncior  o«tcntarc  sulet,  velut,  srdua  montis 
jUptntas,  scopulive  cxesi  pendulus  liorror. 
Cora  tamen  semper  magna  est  adbibenda  poesi, 
Atque  bic  cum  ratione  iiitauiat  author,  oportet : 
^  qiuimvis  veteres  pro  tempore  jura  refigunt, 
£t  lege?  viotare  suas  regalit&r  audent, 
l\icavea8,  monep,  quisquisnuncscribis,  k  iptam 
Sk  legem  frangas,  memor  ejus  respice  fioem. 
Bocaemper  tamen  e\'ites,  nisi  te  gravis  urget 
?(odus,  pncmonstrantqne  autho;nm  exempla  pri- 
Ki  facias,  criticustotam  implacabilit  iran>[oram. 
£xercct,  turpiqne  noti  tibi  nomen  innrit. 

Scd  non  me  latu^re,  quibusaua  liberiores 
Itas  vetemm  veneres  vitio  dementia  vcrtit. 
Et  qnscdam  tibi  signa  qufdem  monstrosa  vid^tar, 
1^  l«r  §•  vel  perpeodas,  propriorave  lustres, 
Qu»  rectd  cum  constituas  in  luce  loooqae, 
^ormam  conciliat  distantiii  justa  vemistam. 
KoD  aciem  semper  belli  dux  callidus  artis 
lostmjt  equali  sirie  ordinibusque  deooriSy 
Sed  se  teroporibusque  locoque  acoomodat,  agmen 
Cclandojam,  jamque  fugx  simulacbra  ciendo. 
lleDtitur  speciem  erroris  saepe  astns,  &  ipse 
Spfnniat  emunctus  judex,  non  dormit  Uoroeras. 

Aspice,  laurus  adbuc  antiquis  vemat  in  aris, 
Quas  rabids  vioUre  inanus  non  amplius  audent ; 
Flamroarum  a  ralxe  tytas,  Stygixque  ven^no 
lovidiae,  Martisque  minis  &  morsibus  aevi, 
^>octa  caterva,  viden  !  fert  ut  fragrantia  thura ; 
Andin  oronigenis  resonant  prasconia  Itnguis  ! 
IjBodes  usque  adeo  mcritas  vox  quseque  rependat 
Hnmatiique  simnI  generis  chorus  omnis  adesto. 
Salvete,  O  vates  !  nati  melioribusannis, 
Alnnus  &  immoitale  stxrnx  laudis  aOepti ! 
Queis  juvenescit  honos  longo  matnrior  svo, 
Bitior  ut  difTundit  aquas,  dum  defluit  amnis  ! 
Vos  populi  mundique  canei^t,  sacra  nomina,  quos 

jam 
Inventrix  (sic  diis  vtsnm  est)  non  contigit  setas ! 
Pars  aliqua,  o  ntinam  !  sacro  scintillet  ab  ignc 
'jili ;  qui  vestra,  est  extrema  &  bumillima  proles  I 
(Qni  longe  sequiter  vos  debilioribus  alis 
Jbector  magnanimus,  sedenim,  sed  scriptor  inau- 
iRc  cr.tici  vani,  me  prscipiente,  priores      [dax) 
If  irari,  arbitrioque  suo  diffidere  dibcant* 


Some  beauties  yet,  no  precepts  ean  dedare^ 
For  there's  a  happiness  as  well  as  care. 
Music  resembles  poetry,  in  each 
Are  nameless  graces  which  no  methods  (esch. 
And  which  a  master-hand  alone  ran  reach* 
^  If  where  the  rules  not  far  enoogh  extend, 
(Since  rules  were  made  but  to  promote  their  end) 
Some  lucky  license  answers  to  the  full 
Th'  ratent  proposed,  th»t  licence  is  a  role. 
Thus  Pegasus  a  n-  arer*way  to  take. 
May  boldly  deviate  frum  the  common  trade 
Great  wits  sometimes  may  gloriously  oifeod. 
And  rise  to  faults  true  critics  dare  not  mend  ; 
From  vulgar  Ixmnds  with  brave  disorder  part. 
Anil  snatch  a  grace  beyond  the  reach  of  art, 
\\Tiich,  without  passing  through  the  jodgoient. 
The  heart,  and  all  its  end  at  once  attains,    [g^xu* 
In  proeprcts  thus  some  objects  pleaae  our  cyet, 
Which  out  of  Nature's  common  onler  rise. 
The  shapoless  rock,  or  banging  precipice. 
13ut  care  and  poetry  mui«t  still  be  had. 
It  asks  (IJscrrtion  ev'n  in  rmining  mad. 
And  though  the  ancients  thm  their  roles  mvade, 
(As  kings  ditpmsc  with  law's  themseKca  have 
Moderns  beware*!  or  if  you  mostofiinui    [made) 
Against  the  precept,  ne*er  transgress  its  end. 
TiPt  it  be  seldom,  and  compel  I'd  by  newt. 
And  have,  at  least,  their  precedent  to  plead. 
The  critic  else  proceeds  without  remorw. 
Seizes  your  fame,  and  puts  his  laws  in  force. 

I  know  there  are,   to   whoae    preMmptnooi 
thoughts 
Those  freer  beauties,  ev*n  in  them,  seem  feolts. 
Some  figures  monstrous,  and  mTS-shap*d  appear, 
Considered  singly,  or  bebeld'too  near, 
Which,  but  proportioned  Xq  their  light,  or  plaaOp 
Due  distance  retronciles  to  form  and  grace. 
A  prudent  chief  not  a'ways  must  display. 
His  pow*rs  in  equal  ranks,  and  fait  anay  ; 
But  with  th'  occasion,  and  the  place  comply. 
Conceal  his  force,  nay,  sometimes  seem  to  fly. 
Those  oft  are  stratagems  which  enours  seem. 
Nor  is  it  Homer  nods,  but  we  that  dream. 

Still  green  with  bajrs  each  ancient  altar  stands, 
Above  the  rench  of  sacrilegious  hands ; 
Secure  from  flames,  from  envy's  fiercer  rage. 
Destructive  war,  and  all-devouring  age.      [bring 
See^  from  each  clime  the  leam'd  their  inoeosa 
Hear  in  all  tongues  con^nting  pceans  ring  > 
In  praiiie  so  just  let  ev'ry  voice  be  joinM  ; 
And  fill  the  general  chorus  of  mankind  ! 
Hail,  bards  triumphant  !  bom  in  happier  days. 
Immortal  heirs  of  universal  praise  ! 
WTiose  honours  wiih  increase  of  ages  grow. 
As  streams  roll  down  enlarging  as  they  flow ! 
Ni^tions  unborn  your  mighty  names  »hall  sotnid. 
And  worlds  applaud  that  must  not  yet  be  found  I 
( )h  !  may  some  spark  of  your  celestial  fite  * 
Tlie  last,  the  meanest  of  jroor  sons  inspire, 
( rhat  op  weak  wings  fromfisr  pursues  yourflights, 
Glowii  while  he  roads,  but  trembles  as  he  writes) 
To  teach  v%m  wits  a  science  little  known, 
Padmire  superior  sense,  and  doubt  thehr  own. 

s  Neq*ie  tam  sancta  sunt  ista  prsecepta,  aed 
hoc  quit-quid  est,  utilitas  excogitavit;  noo  ne. 
gabo  auiem,  s»c  utile  est  plemmque ;  verum  si 
eadem  ilia  nobis  aliud  suadebit  utilitns,  banc,  re* 
lictls  magistrorum  autoritatibos,  sequemur. 

Qut.vr.  lib.  3,  cap.  1% 
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OmBlbafl  ex  camis,  que  animimi  ooimmpere 
junctis 
ViiibtB,  bamanumqne  solent  obtandfixft  acumen, 
Pingiiecaiiiitaotita  est  momeoto  impeUere  summo 
Siultitiae  semper  oognata  suporbta ;  quantum 
Mentis  nascent)  &ta  invidere,  profuso 
Tuitimi  snbsklio  fastC^  superaddere  gandent ; 
Nam  veloti  in  membris,  tic  sepe   animabus, 


Exnndant  vice  *  spiritnvm,  Tice  sanguinis  auns 
Soppetias  inopi  Tenitalma  snperbia  menti, 
Atque  per  immensum  capitis  se  esctendit  inane  I 
i)aod  si  recta  Talet  ratio  banc  dispei^gere  nubem 
Hitani  rerique  dies  sincera  refiilget 
Caicnoque  ert  animuspenitus  cognoscere  culpas, 
Nee  sibi,  nee  sociis  credat,  Terum  omnibus  aurem 
ComnMidet,  appooatqoe  inimica  <^>probria  lucro. 

Ne  m«is»inTigilesmediocrit^r,autfugeibotem 
Castaliom  omntno,  ant  baustn  te  prolu^  pleno  : 
Istios  latids  tibi  mess  abstemia  torpet 
Ebria,  sobrietasque  redit  revocata  bibendo. 
intnita  muse  primo,  novitateque  capta 
Aspira^^octrime  ad  cwlmina  summ^  juventits 
Intrepkla,  k  quoniam  tunc  mens  est  arcta»  siio- 
Oomta  metjtur  modulo ,  maid  lippa  labores  [que 
Took  aecutnros  ocutis  non  aspiciteqnis : 
Max  autera  attonitsjam  jamque  scientia  menti 
-Crebrescit  Tariata  mudls  sine  limitemiris  ! 
Sic  nbi  desertis  conseendere  vaJlibus  Alpes 
Aggredimnr,  nubesque  humiies  calcare  videmur, 
Protinos  aeteniassuperAsse  nives,  &  in  ipso 
iofeoisse  rht  Ictamur  limiue  finem  : 
His  fero  exactis  tacito  terrore  stupemus 
Durum  crescentem  magis  &,  magis  usque  laborem, 
Jam  loaguf  tandem  prospectjas  Insa  latigat 
Luminn,  dum  oolles  assurgunt  undique  teti 
CoilibuSy  impositaeque  emergunt  Alpibus  Alpes* 

Ingeniosa  leget  judex  perfectuseidem 
Qua  Tates  scripsit  studiosus  opuscula  curd, 
Totum  perpendetjcensorqne  est  parous,  ubi  ardor 
Cxagitai  naturae  animos  i,  ooncitat  cestram  ; 
Nee  tam  seirili  generosa  libidine  mutet 
fiaudia,  que  bibulx  menti  catus  iagerit  author. 
Verum  stagnantis  mediocriacarmina  muscB, 
Qnse  reptant  sub  lim&  &  ceit4  lege  stupescunt, 
Qn«  torpent  uno  erroris  sccura  tenere, 
Haec  equidemneqneoculpare— A(  dormio  tantum. 
ingenii,  veluti  natune,  non  tibi«constant 
Illecebrae  fonn&,  qus  certis  partibus  insit ; 
Nam  te  non  reddit  labhimTe  ocubisve  venustnm, 
Sed  charitum  eumul v,  collectaque  tela  decoris. 
Sic  nbi  Instramm  perfectam  insignitir  edem, 
{QoB  Romam  splendore,  ipsuwque  ita  peronlit 

orbem) 
Laeta  diu  dob  nll&  in  simplioe  parte  morantur 
Lamina,  sed  sese  per  totum  erraotia  pascunt ; 
Nil  longum  latumve  nimis,  nil  altius  soquo 
Cernitar,  illnstris  nitor  omnibus,  omnibus  ordo. 

Quod  oonsummatum  est  opus  omni  ex  parte, 
necnsquam 
Xmc  exstat,  nee  erat,  nee  ent  labentibus  annis. 
Quas  sibi  pvoponat  metas  adverte,  poeU       [est, 
UHra  aJiquid  sperare,  illas  si  absolvat,  iniquum 

!  AniiBBliaB  idlicet. 


tot,  ZTf • 


Of  all  the  causes  which  conspire  to  Mind 
Man's  erring  judgment,  and  misguide  the  minds 
What  the  wtak  head  with  stroogest  bias  rides. 
Is  pride,  the  never-failing  rice  of  fools. 
Whatever  Nature  has  in  worth  deny*d. 
She  gives,  in  large  recruits  of  needful  pride ; 
For  as  in  bodies,  thus  in  souls  we  find,       [^ind : 
What  wants  in  blood  and  spirits,  swelPd  with 
Pride,  where  wit  fails,  steps  in  to  our  defence. 
And  filb  up  all  the  mighty  voj/1  of  sense ! 
If  onoe  right  reason  drives  that  cloud  awajr. 
Truth  brnks  upon  us  with  rtdstJess  day; 
Trust  not  jrourself  by  your  defects  to  know. 
Make  use  of  ev'ry  inecid— an4  ^v'T  fo^ 


A  little  leammg  is  a  dang'rous  thing. 
Drink  deep,  or  taste  not  the  Pierian  spring ; 
There  shallow  draugbte  intoxicate  the  brain. 
And  drinking  largely  sobers  us  again. 
Fir'd  at  first  sight  with  what  the  Muse  imparts. 
In  fearless  youth  we  tempt  the  heights  of  arts. 
While  from  the  bounded  level  of  our  mind. 
Short  views  we  take,  nor  see  the  lengths  behind ; 
But  more  advanced,  behold  with  strange  surprbd 
New  distant  scenes  of  endless  science  rise  1 
So  pleas'd  at  first  the  towering  Alps  we  try. 
Mount  o'er  the  vales,  and  seem  to  tread  the  sky, 
Th'  eternal  snows  appear  already  past, 
And  the  first  ck)uds  and  mountains  seem  the  last| 
But  those  attain'd,  we  tremble  to  survey 
The  growing  labour  of  the  lengthened  way, 
Th'  increasing  prospect  tires  our  wondering  eyes. 
Hills  peep  o'er  faills,aDd  Alps  on  Alps  i 


*  A  perfect  judge  will  read  each  work  of  wit 
With  the  same  spirit  that  its  author  writ,  ^ 
Survey  the  whdle,  nor  seek  slight  faults  to  find^ 
Where  natura  moves,  and  rapture  warms  th« 

mind; 
Nor  lose,  for  that  malignant,  dull  delight, 
Tlie  gen'ixms  pleasure  to  be  charm  *d  with  wit : 
But  in  sUch  lays  as  neither  ebb  nor  flow, 
Correctly  cold,  and  regularly  low, 
That  shunning  foults,  one  quiet  temper  keep, 
Wc  cannot  blame  indeed— ^ut  we  may  sleep* 
In  wit,  as  nature,  what  affects  our  hearts 
Is  not  th*  exactness  of  peculiar  parts : 
'Tis  not  a  lip,  nor  eye,  we  beauty  call. 
But  the  joint  force,  and  full  result  of  alU 
Thus  when  we  view  some  well-proportionM  dome^ 
(The  world's  just  wonder,  ande*en  thine,  O  Rome ! 
No  single  parts  unequally  surprise, 
All  comes  lurited  to  t h'  admiring  eyet ;     [pear  I 
No  monstrous  height,  or  breadth,  or  length  ap- 
The  whole  at  once  is  bold  and  regiiar. 

Whoever  thinks  a  faultless  piece  to  see, 
Thinks  what  ne'er  was,  nor  is,  nor  e'er  shall  be* 
In  ev'ry  work  regard  the  writer's  end. 
Since  none  can  compass  more  than  they  intend  ; 

*  Dliligenter  legendum  est,  ac  pene  ad  scri- 
bendi  sollicitudinem  $  nee  per  partes  modo  scru* 
tanda  sunt  omnia ;  sed  perlectuf  liber  utlque  ex 
integro  resumendua. 

Qxjixmu 
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Si  reda  ratione  otatnr,  ooBsIUocint 
P«rfecto,  missis  maculis,  vos  plaudite  chano. 
Accidit,  at  vates,  velnti  vafcr  Aulicus,  erret 
Scepius  erroFem,  ut  vltet  gniTiora,  minoraiL 
Keglige,  quas  criticus,  TerixMrum  fdtiUs  auceps, 
leges  edicit:  nugas  nescire  decorum  est. 
ArUs  cqjusdam  tantum  auxitiaris  amantes 
Partem  aliqaam  plerique  ooliuit  vice  totius ;  iUi 
Multa  crepant  dejodicioy  nihilominos  istam 
Btultitiam,  sua  quam  sententia  Uudat,  adorant. 

Quixotos  quondam,  si  vera  est  fabula,  cuidam 
Occurrens  vati,  criticum  certamen  tniyit 
Docta  citaus,  graviterque  tuens,  tanquam  arbiter 

fdter 
Beimisias,  Oraii  moderatus  frsna  theatri ; 
Acriter  id  dein  asseruit,  stultum  esse  hebetonque, 
Quisquis  Aristotelis  posset  contemnere  leges. 
Quid  ? — talem  comitem  nactus  felicitir  author, 
Mox  tragicum,  quod  coroposutt,  proferre  poema 
Incipit,  et  critici  scitari  oracnia  tanti. 
Jam  fbvOov  ra  va&n,  i^v^  vfo^X-nfM,  Xv^ivque  & 
Cscterade  genere  hoc  eqtiiti  describat  hianti, 
Qus  cuncta  ad  norman  quadrarenty  inter  agen- 
dum 
Si  tantum  prudens  certamen  omitteret  author. 
■'  Quid  vero  certamen  omittes  ?"  excipitheros; 
BJc  veneranda  Sophi  suadent  documenta.  <*  Quid 

ergo,  [oportet," 

Armigerumque,eqaitumque,cohors8Cenam  intret, 
Pprsan,  at  ipsa  capax  non  tantse  scena  caterve 

est: 
*'  (Edificave  aliam — ^vel  apeitis  nterecampis.*' 

Sic  ubi  supposito  pnorosa  superbia  regnat 
,  Judido,  criticseque  tenent  fiutidia  cune 
Tana  locum,  curto  modulo  astimat  omnia  censor, 
Atque  modo  perversns  in  artibus  errat  eodem. 
If oribus  ac  miilti,  dum  parte  laborat  in  un&. 
Sunt,  qui  nil  sapSant,  saUbuS  nisi  qucque  re- 

dundet 
I^gina,  perpetuoque  nitet  distincta  lepore, 
l^jl  aptum  soliti  justumTe  requirere,  lat^ 
Si  micet  ingenii  chaos,  indiicretaqne  moles. 
Kudas  nature  veneres,  viromque  deoorem 
Tiogere,  qui  nequeunt,  quorundam  exempla  le- 

cuti  [anri, 

Pictorum,  haud  genmus  parcunt,  baud  snmpiibus 
Ut  sese  abscondat  rutilis  inscitia  velis. 
Vis  i^eri  ingenii,  natura  est  cultior,  id  quod   . 
Benserunt  mulU,  sed  jam  scite  exprimit  unus. 
Quod  primopukhrum  intuitu,  rectumque  videtor 
£t  mentis  menti  simulachra  repercutit  ipsi. 
Haud  secus  ac  lucem  conmiendant  soaTiter  urn* 

bra, 
Ingenio  sic  simplicitas  snperaddit  honorem : 
l^am  fieri  possitmusaingeniosiorvqoo, 
Etpeteant  tumidae  nimiotibi  sanguine  vense* 
Nonnulli  Teroretborum  m  cortice  ludunt. 


Andifthe  means  be  joft,  the  eoaduct  tni# 
Applause,  in  spite  of  trivial  foults,  is  due. 
As  men  of  breeding,  sometimes  men  of  wit» 
Tavoid  great  errours,  must  the  lest  commit* 
Neglect  the  rules  each  verbal  critic  lays. 
For  not  to  know  some  trifles  is  a  praise. 
Most  critics,  fond  of  some  subservient  ait» 
Still  make  the  whole  depend  upon  a  part. 
They  talk  of  principles,  but  notions  prize. 
And  all  to  one  lov*d  folly  sacrifice. 

Once,  on  a  time,  la  Mancha's  knight,  they  nyi 
A  certain  bard  encountering  on  the  way. 
Discourse  in  terms  as  just,  in  looks  as  sage. 
As  e'er  cou'd  Dennis,  of  the  Grecian  stage; 
Conclodhig  all  were desp 'rate  sots  and  fools. 
That  durst  depart  from  Aristotle's  rules. 
Our  author  happy  in  a  judge  so  nice. 
Produced  hi8play,and  begg'dthe  knight's  advice; 
Made  him  observe  the  subject,  and  the  plot, 
The  manners,  passions,  unities,  what  not  ? 
All  which,  exact  to  rule,  were  brought  about. 
Were  but  a  combat  in  the  lists  left  out.  [knight  I 
"  What !  leave  the  combat  out  ?*'  exclaims  the 
Yes,  or  we  must  renounce  the  Stagyrite. 
«*  Not  so,  by  heav*n !"  (he  answers  in  a  rage) 
"  KuighU,  squires,  and  steeds,  must  enter  on  tha 

stoge." 
The  stage  can  ne'er  so  vast  a  throng  oontajo„ 
"  Then  build  a  new,  or  act  it  on  a  plaio." 


Thus  critics  of  less  judgment  than  cafnrka. 
Curious,  not  knowing,  not  exact,  but  nice. 
Form  short  ideas,  and  offend  in  arts 
(As  most  in  manners)  by  a  love  to  partt. 

Some  to  conceit  alone  their  taste  confine^ 
And  glitt'ring  thoughts  struck  out  at  ev'ry  Hue; 
Pleased  with  a  work,  where  nothing's  just  or  fit. 
One  glaring  chaos  and  wild  h^  of  wit- 
Poets  like  painters,  thus  unskilled  to  trace 
The  naked  nature,  and  the  living  grace. 
With  gold  and  jewels  cover  ev»ry  part. 
And  hide  with  ornaments  their  want  of  art* 
True  9  wit  is  nature  to  advantage  dress'd,  I 
What  oft  was  thought,  but  ne'er  so  well  express'd  | 
Something,  whose  truth  oonvinc'd  at  sight  we 

find. 
That  gives  us  back  the  image  of  our  mind. 
As  shades  more  sweetly  reooDimend  the  light. 
So  modest  plainness  sets  off  sprightly  wit : 
Fbr  woiks  may  have  more  wit  than  does  them. 

good. 
As  bodies  perish  through  excess  of  blood. 

Others,  for  language  all  their  care  espfe«» 
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9iHi  tibi  ntm  Hcfetamplint  on  tnerit 
At  DMle  <fi0CMtk  idotiUaDt  oomia  temnus  t 
Bei  oootreTehiti  jubnr  immntuMe  toUs, 
Quicqaid  cootrectat  facundia,  lustrat  et  auget, 
KMnriat,  sed  emieU  ocnlo  sptendoris  inaurat 
]EI6qoiiim  menttSDCMtne  quasi  Tcitit  babenda  est, 
Qnm  a  ait  satU  apta>  deoentior  inde  vidatur  ; 
Soonunata  magnificis  ornata  procaoia  ^rerbis 
ladotoa  refenrat  regalia  synnata  fisimos  ; 
jMrersis  eteniiii  df7ena  Tocabula  rebus 
ApfMDgi  las  est,  aubcTebitaulicavestis, 
Altefaque  agricoUs,  atqiie  akera  oongrnit  nrbi. 
Oaidam  scriptores,  antiqiiis  voctbus  nsi, 
Cloriolaoi    afiectant,    yeierain    Bmola    torba 

sonorom. 
Si  menteM  species  joreneniar  moraTecentilkin. 
Taotula  nugamenta  styloque  opeiosa  retusto, 
Dooti  dericJent  soli  plaeitura  popello. 
Hi  Bihtlo  mag^  fdices  quam  oomicus  iste 
FuDgoso,  ostentat  afasurdo  pepla  tumore, 
Onsdia  nescio  quis  gettarit  nobilis  olim ; 
Alq«e  modo  reteres  doctos  imttantur  eodem, 
Ac  bomioem  veieri  in  tonici  dum  simia  ludit 
Verba,  Tehit  moies,  a  justis  legibus  errant, 
Si  niimiim  antiqus  foarint,  DimiooiTenovataB ; 
Tacare  ne  tentcs  insoeta  vocabula  primus, 
Kec  Vetera  atgicias  postremus  nomiaa  remni. 

Lama  an  asper  eat  yersus  plerique  requinint 
Censores,  sokiaque  sooos  damuaotve  probaatve ; 
MOle  Hoet  veneres  fennosam  Pierin  ornent, 
StnltitiA  TOOL  wrgaik  oelebrabitur  una : 
Qui  juga  Pamassi  uon  uc  mala  oorda  repnrgent, 
Anribns  »t  placeaot,  visunt :  sic  sepe  profunos 
Inpolifc  ad  vesooum  pietas  aurita  sacelhun. 
His  sotmn  critids  semper  par  syllabi  oordi  est, 
Vaato  etsi  usque  omnispateat  vocalia  hiatu  ; 
fscpletivaque  scpe  suas  queque  suppetias  dent, 
Ac  versom  niram  ooeret  levium  beu  !  docas  en ! 

ptgraTocum  i 
Dam  HOD  matato  resonant malfe  cymbalaplanctu, 
Afique  mtgur  miser  usque  scio,   quid  deinde  se- 

quatur. 
Qnacunqueaspiratclemeotior  aura  Favonl, 
Mrx  (nullus  dubito)  graciles  yibraatur  arists, 
Hirulas  ut  molli  terpet  per  laevia  lapsu, 
Lector,  dob  temere  expectes,   post  murmora, 

aamoos.  [ipsa 

INdoi  deroom  qua  lat^  extremnm  ad  disticbon 
MsgnifieuAtiM  mflnttnifcily  seoteDtiaspleDdet, 


The  hoe  of  nature  we  ooiaore  survey. 
All  glares  alike,  without  distinction  gay  ; 
But  true  expression,  like  th'  unchanging  SuO| 
Clears  and  improves  what^^er  it  shines  upon, 
It  gilds  all  olqects,  but  it  alters  none. 
Expression  is  the  dress  of  thought,  and  still 
Appears  more  decent  as  more  suitable ; 
A  vile  conceit  in  pompous  words  expressed, 
Is  Kke  a  clown  in  regal  purple  dressM  ; 
For  different  styles  with  different  subjects  sort, 
As  several  gaibs,  with  country,  town,  and  court* 
Some*  by  old  words  to  fame  have  made  pretence. 
AncicDts  in  phrase,  mere  modems  in  their  seose  ; 
Such  labouf'd  nothings  in  so  strange  a  style. 
Amaze  th'  unleamM,  and  make  the  learned  smile. 
Unlucky,  as  Fungoso  in  the  playv; 
These  sparks  with  awkward  vanity  display 
What  the  fine  gentleman  wore  yesterday  j 
And  but  so  mimic  ancient  wits  at  best. 
As  apes  our  gprandsires  in  their  doubtlets  drest. 
In  words,  as  fashions,  the  same  rule  will  hold^ 
Alike  fantastic,  if  too  new,  or  old ; ' 
Be  not  the  first  by  whom  the  new  are  try*d. 
Nor  yet  the  last  to  lay  the  old  asidOi 


But  mott  by  numbers  judge  a  poet's  song^^, 
Aad  smooth,  or  lOugh,  with  them,  is  right  ot 

wrong; 
In  the  bright  Musetho*  thousand  charms  conspire^ 
Her  voice  is  all  these  tuneful-fools  admire ; 
Who  haunt  Parnassus  but  to  please  the  ear. 
Not  mend  their  minds,  as  some  to  church  ra^ 

pair,     - 
Not  fbr  tiie  doctrine,  but  the  music  there. 
These  equal  syllables  alone  require. 
Though  oft  the  ear  the  open  vowels  tire  *•; 
While  expletives  their  feeble  aid  do  join, 
And  ten  low  words  oft  creep  in  one  dull  line ! 
While  they  ring  round  the  same  nnvary'd  chime% 
With  sure  returns  of  still  expected  rhjrmes. 
Where'er  you  find  the  cooling  western  breeze. 
In  the  next  line  it  whispers  through  the  trees, 
Ifcrystal  streams  with  pleasing  murmurs  creep. 
The  reader's  threat*ned,  not  in  vain,  with  sleep.* 
Then  at  the  last,  and  only  couplet  fraught 
With  some  unmeaning  thing  they  call  a  thought, 

*  Abolita  et  abrogate  retinere,  insolentisd  cu* 
jnsdam  est,  et  frivolse  in  parvis  jactantis. 

QuiNTiL.lib.  Leap.  6. 
Opus  est  ut  verba  a  vetustate  repetita  neque 
crebia  sint,  neque  manifesta  j  quia  nil  est  odio- 
sius  affectatioue,  nee  utique  ab  ultim'is  repetita 
temporibus.  Oratio  cujus  summa  virtus  est 
perspicuitas ;  quam  sit  vitlosa,  si  egeat  inter- 
pifete  ?  Ergo  ut  novorum  opt.\ma  erunt  maxima 
Vetera,  ita  veterum  maxime  nova.  ^^**' 

•  Ben  Jonson»s  Every  Mars  in  his  Humour. 
«•  Quis  populi  sermo  est.  }  quisenim?    n^M 

carmine  molli 
Nunc  demum  numero  fluere  xit  pcrlffve  sevetoa 
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Segnis  Hypermeter,  audin  ?  adest,  et  claudioat, 

mstar 
AngiiissaticiatergatniheDtis,  prorepentiMjae. 
Hi  propria;;  s  upennt  nugas,  in  disTere  trates, 
Qns  teret'  properant  veoA,  vel  amabile  languent. 
Ijitaqtte  fac  landes,  ubi  vivida  Denhamii  rU 
Walleria;  condita  fluit  dulcedine  rauHc. 
Scribendi  namerosa  facnltasproymit  arte, 
Ut  snii  incessn  facWes  flnitare  videntur, 
Plec'ro  morigeroA  qnl  calient  singere  gressus. 
Kon  tolum  aspentsR  tenemscare  verberet  aures, 
Sed  vox  qua*que  expressa  tuc  sit  mentis  imago. 
Len^  edat  Zephynis  suspiria  blanda,  polltit 
Laevius  in  numeric  lahatur  leve  fluentum ; 
At  reboat,  furit,  sstAat  smula  musa,  sonoris 
Litroribuscum  rauca  horrendam  impingitur  unda. 
Quando  est  saxum  Ajax  Tasti  vi  Tolvere  adortus, 
Tardd  incedat  versus,  moltum  perque  laborem. 
Non  ita  sive  Camilla  cito  salis  cqoora  rasit, 
Sive  levb  levit^rqne  tent,  neque  flectit  ariitas. 
Audin  !  Timothei  coelestia  carmina,  menti 
Bulcibus  alloquiis  varios  suadentia  motus ! 
Audin !  dt  altemis  Lybici  JoTis  inclyta  prolet 
Nunc  ardet  famam,  solos  nunc  spiral  amores 
Lamina  nunc  vivis  radiantia  volvere  flammis, 
Mox  fiirtim  suspiria,  mox  effnndcre  fletum  I 
Bum  Persa:,  Gnecique  pares  sentire  tumultus 
Diseant,  victricemque  lyram  rex  orbis  adorat 
Musica  quid  potent  corda  ipsa  fatentur,  et  audi^ 
Timotheus  nostras  merita  cum  laude  Drydenus. 

Tn  «errarp  modum  studeas  ben^  cautus,  et  istos 
Qucis  aut  nil  placuisse  potest,  aut  omnia,  vites 
Exigiias  naso  maculas  suspendere  noli, 
Kamque  patent  nollo   sbipor   atquc  superbia 

mentis 
Claries  ind  icio  {  neque  mens  est  optima  certfe, 
Non  secus  ac  stomachus,  quaecunque  recusat  et 

odit 
Omnia,  difiicilisque  nibil  tibi  concnquit  unquam. 
Kun  tamen  idcirco  vegeti  vis  ulla  leporis 
Te  tibi  surripiat ;  mirari  mentis  ineptae  est, 
Prudentjs  vero  tantum  optima  quaeque  probare. 
Majores  res  apparent  per  nubila  rise, 
Atque  ita  luminibus  stupor  ampliat  omnia  densis. 

His  Galli  minus  arrident,  illisque  poets 
Nostrates,  hodiemi  aliis,  aliisqoe  vetusti. 
Sic  '  fldei  simile,  ingenium  sectas  arrogat  uni 
Quisque  suae ;  solis  pfttet  illis  janua  cceli 
Scilicet,  iiiquemalam  rem  cstera  turba  jubentur. 
Fnistra  autem  immensis  cupiunt  impooere  me- 

taui 
Mnperibas  Din'^m,  atque  illius  tela  coarctant 
Solis,  hyberboreas  etiam  qui  temperat  auras, 
Non  aolum  australes  senios  fnecundat  et  aucet. 


A  needless  AlexandWne  ends  the  song,  f  along. 
That,  like  a  wounded  snake,  drags  its  slow  length 
Leave  such  to  tune  thdr  own  dull  fiiymes,  and 

know 
What's  roundly  smooth,  or  langnishingly  slow, 
And  praise  the  easy  vigour  of  of  a  Ime 
Where  Denham's'stmgth,  and  Waller's  sweet- 
ness join. 
True  ease  in  writing  oontes  from  art,  not  chance. 
As  those  move  easiest  who  have  leam'd  to  danoe. 
'Tis  not  enough  no  harshnesfi  gives oflfence. 
The  sound  must  seem  an  echo  to  the  sense. 
Soft  is  the  strain  when  Zephyr  gently  blows. 
And  the  smooth  stream  in  smoother  nombert 

flows. 
But  when  loud  billows  la^  the  sounding  shore. 
The,  hoarse  rough  verse  should  like  the  torrent 
roar.  [throw. 

When  Ajax  strives,  some  rock's  vast  weight  to 
The  line-  too  labours,  and  the  words  move  slow,    . 
Not  so,  when  swift  Oimilla  scours  tbeplain,[maiiii 
Flies  o'er  th*  unbending  com,  and  skimsalongthe 
Hear  how  Timotheus'"  various  lays  surprise. 
And  bid  alternate  passkms  fairand  rise; 
While  at  each  change  the  son  of  Lybian  Jove, 
Now  bums  with  glory,  and  then  melts  with  love. 
Now  fierce  his  eyes  with  sparkling  fury  glow  I 
Now  sighs  steal  out,  and  tears  begin  to  flow; 
Persians  and  Greeks  like  turns  of  nature  foqnd. 
And  the  workl's  victor  stood  subdu*d  by  aound ! 
The  pow^  of  music  all  our  hearts  allow. 
And  what  Timotheus  was,  is  Dr3rden  now. 

Avoid  extremes,  and  shun  the  Audi  of  socbf 
Who  still  are  pleas'd  too  little,  or  too  much« 
At  ev'ry  trifle  scorn  to  take  offence. 
That  alwa3rs  shows  great  pride  or  little  sense. 
Those  beads,  as  stomachs,  are  not  sure  the  l>est» 
Which  nauseate  all,  and  nothhig  can  digest. 
Yet  let  not  each  gay  tuni  thy  rapture  move  ; 
For  fools  admire,  but  men  of  sense  approve. 
As  things  seem  lai^  which  we  throagfa  mifts 

descry, 
Dulness  is  ever  apt  to  magnify. 


Some  the  French  writer8,someour  own  deipbe  ; 
The  ancients  only,  or  the  modems  prize. 
(Thus  wit,  like  faith,  by  each  man  is  apply'd 
To  one  small  sect,  and  "all  are  damn'd  beside ;) 
Meanly  they  seek  the  blessing  to  ooofine. 
And  force  that  sun  but  on  a  part  to  shine, 
Which  not  alone  the  southern  wit  sublimes. 
But  ripens  spirits  in  cold  northern  climes ; 
Which  from  the  first  has  shone  on  ages  past* 
Enlights  the  present,  and  shall  warm  the  laiU 
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ToRttiitque  ^xposttat  lat^  per  oompita  iragat. 
TuHmi  atia  mutbomm  titolos  et  nooiina  diacit 
Seriptor  que  ipfos,  doq  scripUi  examinaU    U6- 

rum 
PeMimosiste  duet,  si  qoem  lerTiliUr  ipfof 
Vnere  mafimtet  stupor  ambitiosas  adegit. 
Qoi  critioe  ad  meosam  domino ancUlator  inq>to, 
Fatilis  arddio,  semper  refereDsque  fcrensque 
Kmitiai  ongarum.  Quam  pingoia,  quam  male 
nata  [uUus 

Cann'm  ceosentor,  qosscmKiue  ego  ibrt^  tgI 
Tuogere  ApoUinee  teotat  faber  improbus  aitjs ! 
At  siqius  Tero,  siquis  vir  magnos  adoptet 
Feiiean  mosam,  quantus  nitor  eooe  !  venosque 
Ingeoio  aocedunt!  qoam  prodigialiUr  acer 
Pit  stobito  stylas  \  omnigenam  venerabile  nomen 
Pnetexit  sacris  culpam  radiis»  9c  abique 
Gmnina  coha  nitent,  A(  pagimi  paitoritomnis. 
Stultola  plebs  doctoe  studiosa  imitarier  errat, 
Ut  deed  nallos  imitando  septus  ipsi  ; 
Qui,  ai  forte  unquam  plebs  rectum  Tiderit,  (illb 
Taoto  tmrba  odio  est)  oonsoltb  lumina  daudont. 
Talis  adilsmaticus  Christi,  grege  scpe  relioto, 
Coeloa  tngenii  pro  laude  padsdtur  ipsos. 

Noin  desont  quibus  inoertum  mutatur  in  boras 
Judidom,  sed  semper  eos  seotentia  dudt 
Ultima  palantes.    lIUs  miseranda  cam«na 
More  meretriois  tractatiir,  none  Dea  certi , 
Hone  audit  yibt  lupa :  dum  prspingue  cerebrum, 
Bebilis  3c  male  mmuts  statioois  ad  instar» 
Jam  TOCti,  jam  stultitix  pro  partibus  astat. 
ficmiMmrogites,aliqnistibi  dicateundo 
Qoiaqoe  dies  teners  prsbet  nora  pabuJa  menti, 
fit  a^Nmmi  magis  atque  magis.    Nos  docta  pro- 

pago 
Scilioetct  sapiens  pvoafos  oontemnimus  omnes, 
Hea!  pariteroostristemnendanepotibusolim. 
<toandam  per  nostras  dum  turba  scbolastica  fines 
BiegnaTit,  si  cni  quam  plurima  dansula  semper 
In  prompto,  ille  inter  doctissimus  andiit  oqiiies  j 
Bdigioaa  fides  simd  ac  sacra  omnia  nasoi 
SontTiaa  in  litem:  sapnit  sat  nemo  refelli ' 
Ut  se  sit  passus.    Jam  gens  insolsa  Scotistie, 
btnctiqiie  aliad  TbSmista  paoe  fruentes 
Inter  araneolos  pandont  sua  retira  fratres, 
IpUL  fides  igitnr  com  nt  Tariataf  quid  ergo, 
<Md  minim  ingeniumquoqiiesi  rariainduatora? 
Katorm  ^verlqne  relictit  finibus  aroens 
Aepina  insanirepant  pqpularitfer  antbor, 
Siq>ectntqiie  sibi  vitalon  boc  nomine  f3unam» 
Soppetit  usque  sunt  plebi  auia  risus  inepts. 
Hie  solitQS  proprii  metiner  omnia  norm&, 
9olom,  qoi  aecom  sunt  mente  ei  partibos  iisdem 
Appiobnt,  ac  TanosTirtuti  reddit  booores, 
Cni  tnntnm  abi  nc  larvata  sapeibia  plaudit. 
PniClum  in  ingeoio  ftodium  quoqiie  regnatut 
Seditioqae  augetpriwitaipoblica  rixai .       [auU, 
DrydCTOobatabantodium^  atque  superbia  nuper 
JSt  rtopor  omnigenslttrtaoa  sub  imagine  fomue, 
Kniac  cn^cu^nuoc  bellim  homo,  mox  deiiide  sa- 


Some  judge  of  autbors*  names,  not  woiis,   and 

tben 
Nor  praise  nor  blame  tbe  writings,  but  tbe  men. 
Of  all  tbis  servile  berd,  tbe  worrt,  is  he 
Who  in  proud- dulness  joins  with  quality, 
A  constant  critic  at  the  f^reat  man's  boar4^ 
To  fetch  and  carry  nonsense  for  my  lord. 
What  woeful  stuff  this  madrigal  wou*d  be. 
In  some stanr'd  hackney  sonneteer,  or  me? 
Bnt  let  a  lord  once  own  the  happy  lines, 
How  the  wit  brightens,  how  the  style  refines ! 
Before  bis  sacred  name  flies  ev'ry  fault, 
And  each  exalted  stanza  teems  with  thought  1 


Tbe  vulgar  thus  through  imitation  err. 
As  oft  the  leam'd  by  bdog  smgular ; 
So  much  they  scorn  the  ciowd,  that  if  the  throng 
By  chance  go  right,  they  purposely  go  wrong: 
So  Schismatics  the  plain  believers  quit. 
And  are  but  danm'd  for  having  too  much  wit 

Some  blame  at  morning  what  they  praise  at 
night  J 
Bnt  always  think  the  last  opbiion  right 
A  muse  by  these  is  like  a  mistress  us'd,. 
This  hour  she's  iddiz'd,  the  next  abus*d ; 
While  their  weak  heads  like  towns  unfortify*d 
*Twixt  sense  and  nonsense  daily  change  their  side. 
Ask  them  the  cause,  they're  wiser  still  they  say  i 
And  still  to  morrow's  wiser  than  to  day. 
We  think  our  fothers  fools,  so  wise  we  grow; 
Our  wiser  sons  no  doubt  will  think  us  so. 
Onoe  sdiod-divines  this  zeak>iis  isle  o'erspread ; 
Who  knew  most  sentences,  were  deepest  read  ; 
Faitb,  gospel,  all,seem'd  made  to  be  disputed. 
And  uone  bad  sense  enough  to  be  confuted : 
ScotisU  and  Thomists  now  in  peace  remain. 
Amidst  thdr  kindred  cobwebs  in  Duck-lane. 
If  faith  itself  has  difiT-rent  dresses  worn. 
What  wonder  modes  in  wit  should  take  thdr  tura  } 
Oft  leaving  what  b  natural  and  fit, 
Tbe  current  folly  proves  the  ready  wit ; 
And  authors  think  their  reputation  safe. 
Which  lives  as  long  as  fools  are  pleM*d  to  laugh. 


Some  valuing  those  of  thdr  own  side  or  mind  J 
Still  make  themsdves  the  measure  of  mankind; 
Fondly  we  think  we  honour  merit  then. 
When  we  but  praise  ouwdves  in  other  men. 
Parties  in  wit  attend  dn  those  of  state. 
And  public  fiiction  doubles  private  hate. 
Pride,  malice,  foUy.  agdnst  Dryden  rose. 
In  vsriom  shapes  of  parsons,  critics,  beaus  j 
But  •ensejurviv'd  when  merry  jests  were  past ; 
•».     -•-• ...i^t-  will  \m»tvr  tto  at  last. 
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Ipiie  etmn  trigeretTtiltos  fti  forte  Terendot 
Zoilus  ex  orco  gressus  revocaret     Ubique 
Vmuti  malas,  umbra  Tdut  nigra,  livor.adhieret, 
Sed  verum  ex  vandux>rpus  cognoscitor  umbriL 
Inirenium,  solisjam  deficieotiv  ad  instar 
Invisuro,  oppostti  teoebras  tantum  arguit  orbis,  ■ 
Pum  ciaro  intemerata  manent  sua  lamioa  divo. 
Sol  prodit  cum  primum«  atqoe  intolerabile  fulget 
Attrahit  obecuros  flanunft  magoete  raporet ; 
Mox  vero  pingunt  etiam  inTida  nubila  callem 
lAntta.  caloratumi  &  cresceotia  oubila  spargunt 
tJberiiis,  gemmoque  die  Tiridaria  donaoL 

Tu  primus  mentis  plaudas  nihil  ipse  meretur 
Qui  senis  laudator  adest.    Breris,  heii !  brevis 

evi 
Participes  uostri  vates  celebrantur,  et  asquum  est 
Angustamquam  primum  assuescantdegere  vitam. 
Aurea  nimirumjaoijudum  evanuit  setas. 
Cum  vates  patriarcbsB  extabmt  milleper  an- 
Jam  spes  deperiit,  nobis  vita  altera,  fams,    [nos : 
Koetraqne  marcescit  sexagenaria  laums ! 
Aspicimus  n^ti  patrisB  dispendia  linguae, 
£t  vestris  Cbauceri  olim  gestanda  Drydeno  est 
Sic  ubi  partumit  mens  dives  imagine  multi 
Pictori,  calamoque  tnterprete  coepit  acuti 
Concilium  cerebri  narrare  coloribus  aptis, 
Piptinus  ad  nutum  novus  emicatorbisy  et  ipM 
Evoivit  nmnui  sese  natura  disertSB  ; 
pulcia  cum  mollescoeuut  infoederafoci 
Tandem  marnri,  liquidamqne  deoentir   obin»- 
Admistis  locem  tenebris,  et  euniibna  aonis  [brant 
ii^u^do  opus  ad  summoiii  perdoctum  est  cul- 

men,  At  andent 
£  virft  forms  extantes  ^nure  tabell^  : 
Perfidus  hen !  pulchram  color  sbto  prodidit  artem, 
Sgregiusque  decor  jam  nunc  fruit  omnis,    et 

firbes, 
£t  fluTii,  pictique  bomipes,  terreque  fiienmt ; 
Heu  !  dos  ingenii,  veluti  quodcunqae  fdrore 
Ceco  prosequimur,  nihil  nnqoam  muneris  adfert. 
Quod  rediniat  comitem  invidiam  I  jvvenitibas  an- 

Kil  nisi  inane  sophoe  jactamnt,  et  istm  voi^ptas 
Vana,  brevis,  momento  evanuit  alitis  bans  1 
Flos  vf  lull  veris  peperit  quem  prima  jnventut, 
^lle  viret,  periitque  virens  sme  false  caducos. 
Quid  verb  ingeniom  est  qnaesb  ?  Quid  ut  iUios 

ergo 
Tat.  turn  insudemns  ?  nonne  ^tibi  perfida  conjux 
Quam  dominus  vestis.  vicinia  tot  a  potita  est ; 
Quo  placuisse  magis  nobis  fors  obtigit,  inde 
Kata  magis  cura  est.     Quid  enim  ?  cresoeDtibns 
Huss  muneribus  populi  spes  crescit  avari.  [ahm? 
Laus  ipsa  acquiri  est  operosa,  et  lubrioa  labi  | 
|2nioquosdam  irritareneeesseest ;  omoubnsautem 
Kequaquam  focisse  satis  datnr ;  ingeniamqoe 
Ijqpailet  vitium,  devitat  oonscia  virtus, 
Stuiti  omnes  oderfi,  scelesti  perdere  gaodeat, 

Quando  adeo  infestam  sese  ignorantia  prscstet, 
Absit,  ut  ingenium  bello  doctrina  lapessat ! 
Prssmia  proposuit  mentis  olim  sequa  vctostai^ 
]^t  sua  laus  etiam  conatos  magna  secnta  est ; 


For  envy*d  wit,  Hke  Sol  eeBpa'd,  mak«a  1 
Th*  oppos'mg  bodjT^  gnMneiB,  not  its  own. 
When  first  the  Sun  too  powerful  beams  displaf^ 
It  draws  up  vapours  which  obscure  the  rays  ^ 
But  ev'n  those  clouds  at  last  adom  iU  wny. 
Reflect  new  glories  and  angmeat  the  4mf* 


Be  thou  the  first  true  aerittobefrieBd* 
His  praise  is  lost  who  stays  till  all  oommend» 
Short  is  the  date,  alas  1  of  modem  fi»ymes» 
And  'tis  but  just  to  let  them  livebetkMik 
No  longer  How  that  golden  age  appeats. 
When  patriarcfa-wHs  sorri  v'd  a  thomumd  yean  | 
Now  length  of  feme  (oar  secoad  Hfe)  blost* 
And  bare  three«core  is  all  ei'n  that  can  boasl|. 
Our  sons  then-  fathers'  failmg  taagoage  aee^ 
And  soch  as  Cfaauoer  is,  shall  Dryden  be» 
So  when  the  faithful  peBoH  has  designed 
Some  bright  idea  of  the  masted  Buod, 
Where  a  new  world  leaps  out  at  his  oonaymd^ 
And  ready  Nature  waits  oponUa  faaod ; 
When  the  ripe  ooloms  soften  and  umte. 
And  «weet!y  melt  into  just  shade  and  lig^ 
W  ben  meUowing  years  their  fiill  perfeetioa  §!?% 
And  each  bold  figare  just  begias  to  live* 
llie  treach'roiis  ooloun  the  fav  art  betray^ 
And  Ml  fhe  hr%ht  creatmiM^  A«»|V 


tJahappy  Wit,  Bke  soft  austakMi  thia«i%i 
Atones  not  ibr  the  envy  which  it  brings. 
In  youth  alone  itsenpty  praise  we  boatt» 
But  aoon  the  8boft>Kv'd  vanity  is  loit ! 
Like  some  fair  fiow*r  the  eari^  spring  s«ppliii« 
That  gaily  blooms,  buter'inh  blooo^dies. 
What  is  this  wit  which  most  onr  cares  eaiploy  I 
The  owner's  wife  that  other  mene^joy ; 
9tai  most  onr  trouble,  when  the  most  admirM  ; 
The  more  we  give,  the  more  is  still  required : 
The  fame  with  paint  we  gahi,  tmt  lose  with  aai^ 
Sure  some  to  vex,  but  never  all  to  please ; 
'Tis  what  the  vioioae  fear,  the  virtuous  sfaoob 
By  fools 'ii  1MA0A,  and  by  knaTM  iiadeae  t 


If  wit  to  ttack  from  ignorance  ondet:^ 
Ah»  let  not  learning  too  commence  its  foe ! 
Of  old,  those  met  rewards  who  cou'd  excel, 
.^id  snoh  were  praia'd  who  but  endeavoured  w^  ; 
Though  triumphs  ware  to  gen'rals  only  due. 
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Zdul^  j«Bi,  taiUiuwieertAndiim  inatiui  vstet, 
£t  SMe  altenii  stoltis  hidibria  prabent 
Pert^ttgr^  mtterim,  qoi  p^aiimas  «udit  honores, 
Impfobas  hnproUdi  vice  firogitnr  author  aanid  : 
£n  tedifl  qamm  feda  yiia  mortalia  corda 
Cogit  penequier  imm»  maleraada  libido ! 
Ai>!  Of  SlonolA  vtqoe  ftdeo  sHis  tmpia  rogD^ 
Nee  critica  afiectans,  bonunis  aimul  exne  nomen : 
Std  eaador  c«n  jadicio  ooi^iiret  amic^, 
Veccare  est  hoouDiiiii,  peocanti  igvoaoere,  diT^m. 

At  ▼ero  81  cai  tDgeano  pnBCotdia  Ulis 
Koa  deqjfmnatg  satis  acri  iieoe  laborant, 
!■  acelera  acceosas  p^ora  eseroeat  iras. 
Nil  dabiCet,  aegetem  pnebent  hsec  tempore  lar- 
ObKBOodetnr  nulla  nkkdgtntiavati,         [paau 
Ars  licet  ii^;eoio  sapeaddtta  cerea  flecti 
I'^n^ora  pelfticiBt.  Veniai^berciileyjiiiictastopori 
Soipta  inpora  pari  Taoo  molimine  prorsos 
Invalidam  aM)iiiparaiit  eanudu  turpis  amoranu 
Time  abi  regnaYit  dives  earn  pace  Toluptas 
In  Dostris  ilos  iste  malas  caput  extulit  oris. 
Ttmc  vhi  rex  fiwilis  Tigait,  qui  semper  amore^ 
Consiiiis  rarb,  muqaam  se  exerooit  armis : 
Knri|Mui  uut  minos  proccres,  meretricibas  aulsB 
Saooeant  regimen  ;  nee  oon  magoatibtts  ipsis 
Affuit  jngpiiam,  stipendiaqueingeniefis. 
Pfttricis  in  sceais  spectarit  opuscnla  mus« 
Mnlte  noras,  Uncira  tnens,  atqne  auribos  hansit 
Omnia  tarratasecora  modestia  Tukn. 
M^eiapm,  Tirgiailmsipne  ventilat  ore,  pndicam 
BeMkit  clansa  offiosum,  ad  ludicre  cacbinnus 
loerepoit,  rabnr  ingeaaus  nihil  ampiius  arsiu 
Dmde  ex  exterDO<tredaeta  Kcentia  regno 
Audacis  fieces  Sociai  absorbott  imas, 
Sacril^ique  saoerdotes  tarn  quemqae  docebant 
Cooati  efficere,  ut  gratis  paradison  adiiet ; 
Vt  popvlns  patri4  cum  libertate  sacratts 
AsaerareBt  sua  jure  locis,  ne  scHicet  unqnam 
(Credidcvim)  OmnipoteDS  foret  ipse  potentior 

squa 
Templa  sacram  satiram  jam  tum  violata  silebant: 
"Et  laudes  vitii,  vitio  mirante,  sonabaot ! 
Accenm  bine  moae  Titanes  ad  astre  ruerunt, 

Legeqoe  sancitam  quassit  blasphemia  praelum. 

Hmc  moDtora,  O  critici^  centre  bsBcoonvertite  tc- 
Hoc  fulmen,  tonttniqnestyU  torquetesereri,  [lum, 
Et  penitns  totum  obnbci  exonerate  ibrorem  1 
Attato  higmB,  qui,  wm  sine  freude  se^eri, 
■crip**  °"*^  ***  partem,  livore  interprete,  ver- 


PraTTSOBHda  prava  Tidentor,  nt  omnia  passim 
Ictericus  propriA  ferragine  tingit  ocellus. 

Jam  motes  critici  proprios,  adrerte,  docebo : 
JHaudiata  ctenim  eit  tibi  sola  scieotia  virtus. 
^oo  satis  est  ars,  ingeoiom,  doctrinaque  Vires 
iitaeque  soas  jungant,  si  non  quoque  candor  ho- 

nestis, 
».  VOT  siooerus  tanor  scrmonibus  insint 

^  f j:.?^Vr?*^'»  P«*«t  exoptabit  amicnm. 


But  still  the  worst  with  most  ragret  conittwnd. 
For  eaeh  ill  author  is  as  bad  a  frioid. 
To  what  base  end,  and  by  what  abject  ways. 
Are  mortals  urg'd  through  sacred  lust  of  praise  I 
Ah,  ne'er  so  dire  a  thini  of  glory  boast. 
Nor  in  the  critic  let  the  man  be  lost  : 
Good  nature  aad  good  sense  must  ever  join  j 
To  erris  human,  to  forgive  divine. 


But  if  in  mltAe  minds  some  dregs  remain. 
Not  yet  porg'd  off,  of  spleen  and  sour  disdain  {    ■ 
Discharge  that  rage  on  more  provoking  crime$| 
Nor  fear  a  dearth  in  these  flagitious  times. 
No  pardon  vile  obscenity  diou*d  find. 
Though  wit  and  artoonspire  to  move  your  mind  | 
But  duhiess  with  obscenity  must  prove. 
As  shamcAil  sure  as  Iqtpotence  in  love. 
In  the  fat  age  of  pleasure,  wealth  and  ease. 
Sprang  the  rank  weed,  and  tfariv'd  with  large  in* 


When  love  was  all  an  easy  monarch's  Care,  , 

Seldom  at  council,  never  in  a  war : 

Jilts  ruPd  the  state,  and  statesmen  farces  writ ; 

Nay  wits  had  pensions,  and  young  lords  had  wit  i 

The  ikirsate  panting  at  a  courtier's  play. 

And  not  a  mask  went  ummpiov'd  away : 

The  modest  fan  was  lifted  up  no  more. 

And  virgins  smil'd  at  what  they  blosh'd  befbre-y 

The  following  license  of  a  fbreign  reign 

Did  all  the  dregs  of  bold  Sociaos  drain ; 

Then  unbelieving  priests  reformed  the  natiooi^ 

And  taught  more  pleasant  methods  of  salvation ; 

Where  Heaven's  free  subjects  might  their  righjf 

dispute 
Lest  God  himself  should  seem  too  absolute* 
Pulpits  their  sacred  satire  leam'd  to  spare. 
And  vice  admir'd  to  find  a  flatterer  there ! 
Enoourag*d  thus,  wit's  Titans  brav'd  the  skies. 
And  the  press groan'd  with  licensed  blasphemies—-^ 
These  monsters,  critics,  with  your  darts  engage. 
Here  point  your  thunder,  and  exhaust  your  rage  I 
Yet  shun  their  fonlt,  who  scandakMisly  nice, 
WHl  needs  mistake  an  author  into  vice  ; 
All  seems  infected  that  th'  infected  spy. 
As  aU  ]KHikM  yellow  to  the  jaundic'd  eye* 


Learn  then  whst  morals  critics  ought  to  sho«^ 
For  'tis  but  half  a  judge's  task  to  know : 
'Tis  not  enough,  wit,  art,  and  learning  jqin, 
In  all  you  speaik,  let  troth  and  candour  shine  : 
That  not  alone  what  to  your  judgment's  due 
All  may  allow ;  but  seek  your  friendship  too. 
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Anribos,  ingemitm  qaam  ▼terba  ferentia  fraudem ; 
Non  ut  prasceptor,  cave  des  praecepta,  reiqne 
Ignaros,  taoquam  immeoiores,  catus   instrue: 

verax 
Ipse  placet,  si  non  careat  candore,  nee  ullos 
Judicium,  urbanis  quod  fulget  moribuB,  arit« 
Ta  Dulli  invideas  menitus,  rationis  avarns 
Si  sis,  pns  reliquis  sordes  miserandus  avaris. 
Ne  vili  obsequio  criticorum  jura  refigas, 
Nee  fer  judicium  nimisofficiosus  iniquum  ; 
Prudentem  baud  irritabis  (ne  finge)  monendoy 
Qui  laude  est  digaus  patieos  cnlpabitur  idem. 

CoBSultum  melius  criticis  foret,  ilia  maneret 
Si  nunc  culpandi  libertas.    Appius  autem, 
Ecce  !  rubet,  quUies  loqucris,  torroque  tremen- 
Intuitu,  reddit  sasri  trucia  era  gigantis  [dus 

Jam  picta  in  veteri  mag^  fonnidaAida  tapete. 
Fac  mittas  tumidum  tituloqae  et  stemmate  stul- 
tum,  [di ; 

Cui  quaedam  est  data  jure  lioentia  sepe  stupen- 
Tales  et  libitum  rates  absque  indole,  eidem, 
Qak  sine  doctrini  doctores  lege  creantur. 
Contemptis  prudens  satins  res  linque  tacendas, 
Assentatommque  infamem  exerceat  artem, 
Kominibus  libros  magnis  gensignara  dicandi ; 
Qu(B  cum  mendad  laudes effutiat  ore,         (olim 
Kon  magne  credenda  est,  quam  quando  pejerat 
Kon  iterum  pingues  unquam  conscribere  versus, 
Kon  raro  est  satius  bilem  cohibere  suescas,  [dens 
Htimanusqne  sinas  hebetem  sibi  plaadere :  pru- 
Hie  taceaji  moneo,  nibiJ  indignatio  prodest, 
Pcssus  eris  culpando,  ea  gens  baud  fessa  canendo: 
Kam  temnens  stimulos,  tardum  cupi  murmure 

cursum 
Continaat,  donee  jam  tandem,  torbinis  instar 
Vapulet  in  torporem,&  semper  eundo  quiesoat 
Talibus  ex  lapsu  vis  est  reparata  frequent!, 
Ut  tardi  titubata  urgent  vestigia  manni. 
Horum  plentqne  pars,  cui  nulla  amentia  defii^ 
Tinnitu  numerorum  et  amore  senescit  inani, 
Perstat  difficili  carmen  deducere  ven&. 
Donee  inexhausto  restatfex  ulla  cerebro, 
Kelliquias  stUlat  vix  expressae  mal^  mentis, 
£t  miseram  tnvalidft  exercet  prurigine  musam. 

Sunt  nobis  vates  hocde  grege,  sed  tamen  idem 
AffirraO,  criticorum  ejusdem  sortis  abunde  est. 
Helluo  librorum,  qui  siidat,  hebetque  legendo, 
Cui  mens  nugarum  doct&  farragine  turget 
Attentas  propriae  yoci  male  recreat  anres; 
Auditorque  sibi  solus  misf  r  ipse  videtur. 
Ille  omnes  legit  autbores,  omnesque  lacessit 
Durfeio  infcstos  pariter  magnoque  Drydena 
Judic^  sub  tali  semper  furatur,  emitve         [(illi 
Quisquc  suum  bonus  author  opus:  non  Oartbius 
Si  credas)  proprium  contexuit  ipse  poema. 
In  scvnis  nova  si  comcediaagatur,  **  amicus 
Hujus  scriptor  (ait)  meus  est,  cui  non  ego  paucas 
0«tendi  maculas;  sed  mens  est  nulla  poetis." 
Non  IpCQS  est  tarn  sanctus,  ot  hone  expellere 
possit,  [petesacras 

Kec  tcmplum  in  tuto  est,  plusquam  via;  quin 
Aufagit  ns  aras,  &,  ad  aras  iste  seqtietur 
Occidetque  Ipquendo ;  elenim  stultus  ruet  ultro 


Men  must  be  taught,  as  if  ymi  fon^C  'emooly 
And  things  unknown  propos'd  as  things  forgot.  , 
Without  good4)reeding,  truth  is  disapproved  i 
That  only  makes  superior  smse  beknr^d« 


Be  niggards  of  advice  on  no  pretence  ; 
For  the  worst  avarice  is  that  of  sense. 
With  mean  complacence  ne'er  betray  your  trust,^ 
Nor  be  so  civil  as  to  prove  unjust ; 
Fear  most  the  anger  of  the  wise  to  raise. 
Those  best  can  b«ir  reproof  who  merit  praise. 

'Twere  well,  might  critics  still  this 
take. 
But  Appius  reddens  at  each  word  yen  speak. 
And  stares,  tremendous  with  a  threat'niDg  eye, 
Like  some  fierce  tyrant  in  dd  tapestry  I 
Fear  most  to  tax  an  honourable  fool, 
Wbose  right  it  is  uncensur'd  to  be  dull ; 
Such  without  wit,  are  poets  when  they  please. 
As  without  learning  they  can  take  degrees. 
Leave  dangerous  truths  to  unsuccessfol  satires. 
And  flattery  to  fulsome  dedicatora,  [more. 

Whom,  when  they  praise,  the  worid  believes  no 
Than  when  they  promise  to  give  scribbling  o^er. 
Tis  best  sometimes  your  censure  to  restrain 
And  charitably  let  the  dull  be  vain. 
Your  silence  tiiere  is  better  than  your  spite. 
For  who  can  rail  so  long  as  they  can  write  ? 
Still  humming  on,  their  drowsy  course  tbeykeep» 
And  lash'd  so  long,  like  tops,  are  laih*d  asle^ 
Fal^e  steps  bnt  help  them  to  renew  the  race. 
As  after  stumbling,  jades  will  mend  their  pace : 
What  crowds  of  these,  impertinently  bold. 
In  sounds,  and  jingTing  syllables  grown  old. 
Still  ruQ  on  poets  in  a  raging  vein, 
Ev^n  to  the  dregs  and  squeezings  of  the  brain; 
Strain  out  the  last  dull  droppings  of  their  i 
4i|d  rhyme  with  all  tho  rage  of  iippoteiioe. 


Such  shameless  bards  we  have,,  fo^  yet  ti& 
true. 
There  are  as  mad  abandoned  critics  too^ 
The  bouk-full  blockhead,  igODrantly  read. 
With  loads  of  learned  lumber  in  his  head. 
With  his  own  tongue  still  edifies  hb  ears. 
And  always  listening  to  hmnself  appear»— 
AH  books  be  reads,  and  all  he  reads  assails. 
From  Dryden's  fables,  down  to  Darfy^s  talea. 
With  him  most  authors  steal  their  works,  or  buy  ; 
Garth  did  not  write  his  own  Dispensary. 
Nam^  a  new  play,  and  he's  the  poet's  ftiend,    . 
Nay,  show'd  his  faults— 4>nt  when  wou'd  poets 

mend  ^ 
Np  place  so  sacred  from  such  fops  is  barr'd. 
Nor  is  PauPs-church    more  safe    than  PauTt 

Church-yard ; 
Nay  fly  to  altars  j;  there  he'll  Ulk  you  dead^ 
1  For  fools  rush  in  where  ansels  fear  to  tread. 
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TiBfeio  qmiMm  tM.  moDita  imtUbure  peritot, 
Qui,  quod  scbybBtos  mooitrM,  neque  icire  super- 
Koo  odio  doctas  pvmvove  fuTore,  nee  nlli  >  [bit, 
Addictui  sectas,  at  peccet^neqneccecuSiUt  erret ; 
Boctui,  at  urbanns,  sincerus,  al  aniicus  idem. 
Aadat^rqoe  pudem  mediiquehamaous  in  iri. 
Qai  nnnqiiam  dobites  Tel  amiooottendereculpas, 
£t  celebref  inimicam  hand  parca  taude  meren- 
PuTgato  tngenio  fdix,  ted  h,  inBnito.  [tern. 

Et  qood  Ubronunqoe  hominaniquescientia  ditat; 
CoUoqaiomctti  oome,  animus  somnuasut  &  in- 

gena, 
Lradandiqae  omnet,  ratio  aum  pnecipit,  ardor ! 
Tales  eartitenttitcntici,  qaos  Grscia quondam 
Romaqoe  mirata  est  natos  melioribos  annis. 
Primus  Aristotelcs  est  ansus  solvere  narem, 
Alquedatis  Talis  vastum  explorara  profiindum. 
Tutos  lit,  long^oe  ignotas  attigit  oras 
Lamina  MsBoniss  obserrans  radiantia  stells. 
Jsm  vates,  gens  ilia,  diu  quss  lege  soluta  est, 
Et  mifm  captm  est  malft  libertatis  amore, 
Tjrtaates  dominum  accipinnt,atqae  omnis  eodem 
Qai  dcmoit  naturam,  exnltat  pneside  ransa. 

Nttsqaam  non  grata  est  inouria  comis  Horatt, 
Qui  nee  opinantes  nos  erudit  absque  magistro. 
nie  taas  leges,  affi^Hlis  instar  amid 
Qosm  Teraa  siroul  k.  quam  claro  more  proftradit! 
Ille  licet  tam  jndicto  quam  divite  venk     [audax 
Haiimus,    audaoem  criticum,  non  scriptor  in- 
Pnestaretse  jure,  umen  sedatus  ibidem 
Censor,  ubi  ceeinit  divino  coooitns  aestro, 
Cuminibasqae  eadem  inspirat,   qus9  tradidlt 

Arte. 
Kostrates  homines  plan^  in  contraria  currant, 
Turba,  styloTehemenacritico,sed  frigida  Pboebo : 
Kec  mal^  vertendo  Flaocum  torsere  poetss 
Abswdi,  magd  qnam  critici  sine  mente  citando. 
Aspice,  ut  expoliat  nomeros  Dion3rsias  ipsi 
MaonidB,  Taneresqne  accersat  ubiqne  reeentes ! 
Conditam  ingenio  jactat  Petronios  artem, 
Cui  dootriwi  scbolas  reddet  simnl  h,  sapit  aiilam. 

Cum  docti  Fabii  cumulata  volumina  versas, 
Optima  perspicoA  in  serie  documenta  Tidere  est, 
Hand  secus  utilia  ac  apotbecis  condimus  arma, 
Online  perpetno  sita  jnnctnrftqne  deoorA, 
1^  modo  at  obtineat  qoo  sese  oblectet  ocellns, 
Vemm  atiam  in  promptn^  quaodo  venit  usns, 


But  where*s  the  man  who  counsel  can  bestow* 
Still  pleas*d  to  teach,  and  yet  not  proud  to  knov  \ 
Unbiass'd,  or  by  favour;  or  by  spite ; 
Not  dully  prepossess'd,  or  blindly  right. 
Though  leam'd,  weU-bredj  and  though  waU-bi«d» 

sincere  i 
Modestly  bold,  and  humanely  severe? 
Who  to  a  friend  his  iauhs  can  freely  shov« 
And  gladly  praise  the  merit  of  a  foe  ? 
Blest  with  a  taste  exact  and  unconfln*d  ; 
A  knowledge  both  of  books  and  human  kind ; 
Qen*rous  converse;  a  soul  exempt  from  pride. 
And  love  to  praise,  with  reason  on  his  side } 

Such  once  were  critics ;  such  the  happy  few, 
Athens  and  Rome  in  better  ages  knew. 
The  mighty  Stagyrite  first  left  the  shore. 
Spread  all  his  sails,  and  durst  the  deep  exptore  ; 
He  steered  securely,  and  discover'd  Ht^ 
Led  b]p  the  light  of  the  M«onian  star. 
Poets,  a  race  long  unconfiu'd  and  free. 
Still  fond  and  proud  of  savage  liberty. 
Received  his  laws,  and  stood  Goovincf*d  'twas  fit. 
Who  conquer'd  nature,  should  preside  <^^  wit. 
Horace  still  charms  with  graceful  negligence^ 
And  without  method  talks  us  into  sense  ; 
Will  like  a  friend,  familiariy  convey 
The  truest  notions  in  the  easiest  way ; 
He,  who  supreme  in  judgment,  as  in  wit. 
Might  boldly  censure,  as  he  boldly  writ ; 
Yetjudg*d  with  coolness,  though  he  tungwHh 

Are, 
His  precepts  teach  but  what  his  works  inspire. 
Our  critics  take  a  contrary  extreme. 
They  judge  with  fiiry.but  they  write  wHh  phlegm; 
Nor  suffers  Horace  more  in  wrong  translatbns 
By  wits,  than  critics  in  as  wrong  quotations. 
See  Dionysius  *'  Homer*s  thoughts  refine. 
And  call  new  beauties  forth  fiom  ev*ry  line. 
Fancy  and  art  in  gay  Petronius  please, 
The  scholar^  learning,  with  the  courtier's  ease. 

In  grave  Qnintilian's  copious  work  we  find 
The  justest  rules,  and  clearest  method  juin'd ; 
Thus  usefiil  arms  in  magazines  we  place. 
All  rang'd  in  order,  and  dispos'd  with  grace; 
Nor  thus  alone  the  curious  eye  to  please. 
But  to  be  found,  when  need  requires,  with  ealb. 


Te  solum  omnigenss  Inspirant,  Longine,  Ca- 

manue,  [dederunt ; 

Et  propriam  penitos  tibi  mentem  animumque 

£o  1  tibi  propositi  criticum  fideique  tenacem,  ^ 

Qui  vehemens  sua  jura,  sed  omnibus  squa  mi- 

nistrat; 
Quo  probat  exempio,  qoas  tradit  ncomine  leges. 
Semper  suUimi  sublimior  argumento  ! 

tecoessere  diu  sibi  tales,  pulsaque  fugit 
Barbara  prssscriptasexosa  licentia  leges. 
RomA  perpetno  cn*8cente  scientia  crevit. 
Atone  artes  aquilarum  equit  Are  audacibus  alls ; 
Bed  tandem  superala  lisdem  victoribus  uno 
Roma  triumphata  est  musbcomitantibus  sbvo. 
Dira  superstitio  k.  comes  est  bacchau  t]rrannis, 
Et  simul  ilia  animos,  hec  corpora  sub  juga  misit, 
Credita  ah  omnibus  omnia  sunt,sed  cugnita  nuUis, 
£t  stupor  est  aosus  tituk>  pietatis  abuti  I 
Obrutadiluvio  sic  est  doctrina  secundo, 
^  Monachifl  ^nita  Gothorum  cxorsa  fueipunt. 


Thee,  bold  Longinns !  all  the  Nroe  inspire^ 
And  bless  their  critic  with  a  poet's  fire ; 
An  ardent  judge,  who  zealous  in  his  tnist. 
With  warmth  gives  sentence,  yet  is  always  just; 
Whose  own  example  strengthens  all  his  laws. 
And  is  himself  that  great  sublime  he  draws* 


Thus  long  succeeding  critics  justly  relgpM, 
Licence  supress'd,  and  useful  lawsordain\l« 
Learning  and  Rome  alike  in  empire  grew. 
And  arts  still  folkm'd  where  her  eagles  flew  ; 
From  the  same  foes,  at  last,  both  felt  their  doom. 
And  the  same  age  saw  learning  fall  and  Rome. 
With  tyranny  then  superstition  joined, 
'  As  that  the  body,  this  enslaved  tHe  mind  ; 
Much  was  believ'd,  but  little  understood. 
And  to  be  dull  was  constnied  to  be  good;. 
A  second  dvluge  learning  thus  o*er-run. 
And  the  Monks  finish'd  what  the  Oolhs  b^gmw 

1^  Dionysius  ofHnlicamnwHfc 
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At  Tsro  tandem  memorabne  Mmen  ErasoMii, 
(Caique  sacerdotijactandni,  cuiqne  pudendua) 
Jlarbarue  oboixus  torreotia  tempom  Tincitf 
Atque  Gotbot  propriis  sacros  de  finibus  aroat. 

At  Leo  jam  nirsus  video*  anrea  secula  coodit, 
Sertaque  oeglectis  rerirescirat  laorea  mtisis ! 
Antiquiis  Rome  Geaina  de  puWcre  sacio 
Attollit  sublime  caput.    Tunc  ccepit  amari 
Sculptora  atqne  artes  todse,  cslaiaque  rapes 
Vrrere,  et  in  pulchras  lapidei  mollescere  lunBas; 
Divinam  bannoniam  sargentia  templa  mnabant, 
Atque  stylo  &  calamo  Raphael  &  Vida  vigebant; 
lllostris  rates  I  cui  laurea  serta  poets 
Intertexta  hederis  criUci  geminata  refulgent : 
Jamque  squat  daram  tibi,  Mantua,  VidaCre- 

monam^ 
Utqtie  loci,  sic  semper  eritvicinia  funs. 

Mox  autem  profrigaB  metnentes  improba  mnsse 
>rma,  Italos  fines  iioquunt,  inqtie  Arctica  mi- 
grant 
Littora;  sed  eriticam  sibi  Gallia  rendicat  aitca. 
<3ens  nllas  leges,  docilis  servire,  capessit, 
IBoilovinsque  vices  domini  gerit  acer  Horatt. 
At  fortes  spemunt  prsDcepta  externa  Britanni, 
3(foribns  indomiti  quoque ;  nam  pro  jure  furendi 
.Angliaccis  pugnat  genius,  Romamque  magistram, 
Bomannmque  jugum  semper  contemnere  peiigit. 
'At  Teiojam  turn  non  defuit  unus  4t  alter 
Corda,  ficet  tumefacta  min(ks;  magb  alta  geren* 
^■gmii  partes  veri  stndiosa  fovendi  [tea, 

Inque  basi  antiqu&  leges  &  jura  locandi. 
Talis,  qui  oecioit  doctrinae  exemplar  &  author, 
^'Ars  bene  scribendi  naturae  est  summapotcstas.'' 
Talis  Rosoommon — bonus  3c  doctisbimus  idem, 
tNobilis  ingenio  mag^  nobilitatus  hooesto ; 
'<tui  Graios  Latioaque  authores  novit  ad  ungnem, 
J>um  veneres  texit  podibunda  indnstria  priira& 
Talis  Walsbius  Ule  fuit— judex  k  amicus 
Jtfusarum,  censune  sqnas  laudieque  minister^ 
lirlitis  precantiimcensoryrehejnensque  merentdm 
Laudator,  cerebrum  sine  mendo,  &  cor  sine  fiico! 
Kaec  saltern  aocipias,lacrymabilis  umbra,licebit, 
Haec  debet  mea  musa  tue  munuscula  £une. 
'Ilia  eadem,  infiBintem  a\ja9  tu  fingere  vocem, 
Tu  moastrare  viam;  horridulas  compooere  phi- 

mas 
Ta  ssepe  es  solitns— doce  jam  miseraoda  rsmoto 
ilia  breves  humili  excursus  molimine  tentat, 
Ifec  jam  quid  sublime,  quid  ingens  amplius  cu- 
det.  [cetmv 

Inic  hoc  jam  satis  est — si  binctnrba  indoota  do* 
'Bocta  recognosclt  stodii  vestigia  pdsci : 
Censuram  hand  curat,  fiamam  mediocrit^r  ardet, 
Culpare  intrepida,  at  laudis  tamen  aequa  mi« 

nistra; 
>Iand  'nlli  prudens  assentaturve  notetve ; 


At  length  Eraimitf,  that  great  iijar'd  I 

(The  glory  of  the  priest-hood,  and  the  shame) 
StemmM  the  wild  torrent  of  a  barbarous  age. 
And  drove  those  holy  Vandals  off  the  stage. 
But  see  each  muse  in  Leo's  golden  days. 
Starts  from  her  trance,  and  trims  her  wither'd 

bays! 
Rome's  ancient  genius,  o'er  its  ruin  spread. 
Shakes  off  the  dust,  and  rears  bis  rev'rend  bead ! 
Then  Sculpture  and  her  sister  arts  revive, 
Stones  leaped  to  form,  and  roeks  began  to  Tive  ; 
With  sweeter  notes  each  rising  temple  rung) 
A  Raphael  painted,  and  a  Vida  U  sung ! 
Immortal  Vida !  on  whose  bonoor'd  broir 
The  poet's  bays  and  critic's  ivy  grow : 
Cremona  now  shall  ever  boast  thy  name. 
As  next  in  place  to  Mantua,  next  in  fiune ! 

But  soon  by  impious  arms  from  Latium  chas'd. 
Their  ancient  bounds  the  banish'd  moses  past ; 
Thence  arts  o'er  all  the  northern  world  advano^ 
But  critic  learning  flouriah'd  moat  in  Frances 
The  rules  a  nation  bom  to  serve  obeys; 
And  Boileau  still  in  right  of  Horace  swaya  ; 
But  we,  brave  Britons,  foreign  lawsdespia>d^ 
And  kept  unconquer'd,  and  uncivittz'd. 
Fierce  for  the  liberties  of  wit,  and  boW, 
WestHl  defy'd  the  Romans,  as  of  old. 
Yet  some  there  were  among  the  sonnder  feir> 
Of  those  who  less  presum'd,  and  better  kneir^ 
Who  durst  assert  the  juster  aucient  cause. 
And  here  restored  wit's  fundamental  lawa. 
Such  was  the  mpse,  whose  rules  and  practice  teV^ 
Nature's  's  chief  master-piece  is  writing  well. 
Such  was  Roaoommon— 4iot  DKure  leanu'd  thai 

good. 
With  manners  gen'roQS  as  his  noble  blood  ; 
To  him  the  witof  Greeee  and  Rome  was  kiio«% 
And  ev'ry  author's  merit  but  his  owUi 
Such  late  was  Walsh— the  mate's  jnd^e  moi 

friend; 
Who  justly  know  to  blame,  or  to  commend  ; 
To  failings  mild,  but  zealous  for  desert. 
The  clearest  head,  and  the  sinceiest  heart. 
This  humble  praise,  lamented  shade !  reeeive^ 
This  praise  at  least  a  grateful  muse  may  give! 
The  muse,  whose  early  voice  yod  taught  lo  sing, 
Prescrib'd  her  heights,  andpran'd  her  teodet 

wing; 
(Her  guide  now  kwt)  no  more  pretends  to  rise. 
But  in  low  numbers  short  excursions  tries ; 
Content,  if  hence  th'  unleam'd  their  waaU  maf 

view; 
The  lean'd  reflect  on  what  before  they  knew: 
Careless  of  censure,  not  too  fond  of  fame, 
Still  pleas'd  to  praise,  yet  not  afraid  to  blame: 
Averse  alike  to  ^Uer  or  ofiend. 

Not  freft  fmm  fault*     tw^r  VAt  *eu\  vain  t4\  i 
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BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


William  WILRIE  wu  bom  in  the  p«rbh  of  Ddmeny,  b  the  eomij  of  Weit 
Lothian,  on  the  5th  of  October,  1731.  His  father,  although  a  small  farmer,  and 
poor  and  unfortunate,  endearonred  to  giro  him  a  liberal  education,  which  he  ap- 
pears to  hare  improTed  by  diligence.  In  the  ninth  rolume  of  Sir  John  Sinclair's 
Statistical  Account  of  Scotland,  are  some  rerses  said  to  hare  been  written  by  him 
in  bis  tenth  year.  Dr.  Gleig,  whahas  inserted  a  rery  candid  life  of  Wilkie  in 
the  Supplement  io  the  Encyclopedia  Britannica,  doubts  the  probability  of  this 
report,  as  the  Terses  contain  more  knowledge  of  electricity  than  had  then  been 
acquired  either  by  boys  or  men.  A  reiy  few  of  these  rerses  wHl,  howerer,  con* 
iince  the  reader^  that  Wilkie  is  not  to  be  ranked  among  kt  er\fan$  cekhret. 

What  penetratfaig  mind  caa  rightly  form 

A  fiiint  idea  of  a  mginf  ctom  ? 

Who  cm  expreii  of  elements  the  war» 

And  Doi^  thunder  roerinf  from  a&r  \ 

TUU  tubjeet  Is  tuperior  to  my  ikiU : 

Yet  ril  begin,  to  ibow  I  want  not  will,  &c.    . 

At  the  ageof  thirteen,  he  was  sent  io  the  unirersity  of  Edinburgh,  where  he 
was  soon  distinguished  for  originality  of  thought,  and  rapid  progress  in  leamhig. 
AmoDg  hb  associates  here,  we  hare  the  names  of  Robertson,  Home  (the  dramatic 
poet),  Home,  Fer|(oson,  and  Adam  Smith*  With  these  he  continued  in  habits  of 
friendship  and  correspondence  for  many  year$ ;  but  I  know  not  whether,  it  will  bo  \ 
accounted  a  proof  of  his  judgment,  that  he  considered  Adam  Smith  as  exeelllng  Hume ' 
and  Robertson  in  the  powers  of  iuTention* 

Before  he  completed  his  education,  his  father  died,  lea? inghim  no  other  bherit* 
lace  than  his  pnuU  farm,  and  the  care  of  three  sisters.    Necessity  thus  turned  his 
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littention  to  (he  t tndj  of  agriculture,  which  he  cultiTated  with  so  much  succeMi 
ulthough  upon  a  confined  scale,  that  he  acquired  a  solid  reputation  as  a  practical 
fimner,  and  was  enabled  to  provide  for  himself  and  his  sisters.  He  still,  howerer, 
prosecuted  hb  studies,  and  at  the  accustomed  period  was  admitted  a  preacher  in 
the  church  of  Scotland. 

For  some  years  this  made  no  alteration  in  his  mode  of  life.  Being  admitted  a 
preacher  not  implying,  as  in  England,  the  cure  of  souls,  he  had  only  to  exercise 
Us  ministerial  office  occasionally  for  the  clergymen  in  his  neighbourhood,  and  could 
'employ  the  principal  part  of  his  time  on  his  fitrm  and  his  studies.  He  appears  to  hare 
been  early  ambltieui  of  the  character  of  a  pott,  and  ha? log  rea4  Homer,  as  Don 
Quixote  read  romances,  he  determined  to  sally  forth  as  his  rlTal,  or  continoator ; 
und  this  enthusiasm  produced  the  Epigoniad,  published  in  1753.  On  this  poem  he 
is  said  to  haye  employed  fourteen  years,  which  ill  agrees  with  what  his  biographers 
tell  us  of  his  propensity  to  poetry,  and  the  original  tigour  of  his  mind,  for  it 
appeared  with  all  the  imperfections  of  a  rough  sketch.  It  is  more  probable  that  he 
wrote  by  snatches  as  he  found  time  and  inclination,  and  had  perhaps  long  finished 
the  work  before  he  Tentured  t»  pMkkiL  Its  jreception  by  the  English  public 
was  not  Tery  flattering,  but  in  his  own  country  the  Epigoniad  succeeded  so  well, 
that  a  second  edition  was  called  for  in  1759,  to  which  he  added  a  dream  in  the 
.  manner  of  Spenser* 

A  few  years  befote  this,  he  was  ordained  minister  of  R4itho,in  consequence  of  % 
presentation  from  the  late  earl  of  Lauderdale,  who  knew  his  worth,  and  admired  his 
genius.  By  an  assiduous  attention  to  the  public  and  prirate  duties  of  hb  sacred 
function,  we  are  told,  he  became  popular  and  useful.  Yet  it  is  difficult  to  conceire 
]iow  a  clergyman  could  preserve  the  reverence  due  to  hb  character  or  office, 
^  who  generally  preached  with  hb  hat  on  hb  head,  and  often  forgot  to  pronounce 
the  blessing  after  public  service :  and  who  has  been  seen  to  dispense  the  sacrament 
Without  consecrating  the  elements."  Such  Indecent  negligence  cannot  surely  be 
excused  on  the  plea  of  absence  of  mind,  allowable  enough  in  the  common  intercoursa 
of  life,  but  which  in  the  present  case  implies  a  careless  abstraction  of  mind  from 
that  which  ought  to  have  oeeapied  it  eathely* 

In  1769,  he  was  chosen  professor  of  natural  philosophy  in  the  nniverrity  of  St. 
Andrews,  a  proof  that  he  had  acquired  a  character  for  higher  attainments  than  are 
^scoverable  in  the  Epigoniad.  When  he  removed  to  St.  Andrews,  hb  whole  for- 
tune did  not  exceed  two  hundred  pounds,  with  which  he  .purchased  a  few  acres  of 
land  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  city,  and  cultivated  them  with  his  usual  judgment, 
a^  continuing  to  maintain  his  sbters,  whom  he  brought  from  Ratho  to  reside  with 
lilm.  As  a  teacher,  he  is  said  to  have  dbplayed  great  knowledge  of  science, 
with  an  easy  and  familbr  mode  of  demonstration  which  fixed  the  regard  as  well* 
at  the  attention  of  hb  scholars^.  In  1766,  the  university  conferred  upon  him  the 
degree  of  Doctor  in  Divinity. 

In  1768,  he  publbhed  his  Fables,  which  had  less  success  than  even  his  Epigo* 
niad,  although  they  are  rather  happy  imitations  of  the  manner  of  Gay,  and  the 

f  TkavtbinSooOaiid^byihe  lUv.  Janet  HaO»  vol.  I  p.  1S1<  «t  ieq.--a 
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ttoQghts,  if  not  abrajrt  qri|iii«l»  are  jret  sprigbtlj  and  just    After  a  lingeriDg  ilU 
liess,  lie  died  Oct.  10,  1772. 

The  character  of  Dr,  Wilkie  appears  to  haye  been  distiaguished  for  thoM  sin- 
gularities which  are  sometimes  found  in  men  of  genius,  either  from  early  indul« 
genoe  or  affectation.  His  biographers  have  multiplied  instances  of  his  disgusting 
manners,  which  it  would  haye  been  more  prudent  to  bury  in  obllTion,  as  the  rea<* 
der  of  such  tales  is  too  apt  to  imagine  that  what  was  only  occasional  must  ha? 9 
been  uniform. 

He  is  said  to  hare  died  worth  ^3000,  accumulated  by  penurious  living ;  but  thosf 
who  knew  him  more  intimately  have  yindicated  his  character  in  thb  respect* 
Much  of  hii  life  was  spent  in  poverty,  and  a  strong  sense  of  the  ralife  of  independ- 
enoe  Induced  him  to  become  saving,  as  soon  as  he  could  spare  any  thing  from  his 
immediate  wants  and  the  necessity  of  his  sisters,  for  whom  he  appears  to  hava  pro« 
vided  with  all  the  affectionate  concern  of  a  parent.  By  avoiding  the  expenses  of 
iMMpitality,  in  a  hospitable  country,  he  incurred  the  suspicion  of  avarice  ;  but  he 
was  known  to  be  liberal  to  the  poor,  and  ought  no t  to  be  blamed  if  he  preferred  th« 
^ent  dictates  of  his  heart  to  the  ostentatious  fashion  of  society. 

His  learning,  according  to  every  account,  was  extensive,  and  much  of  it  acquired 
at  a  very  early  age.  His  conversation  was  enriched  by  original  sentimeatS|  deliver* 
ed  in  a  bold,  and  sometimes  coarse  manner :  and  there  were  few  good  judges  who 
did  not  leave  hb  company  impressed  with  a  high  opinion  of  his  talents.  He  must 
have  been  indeed  an  extraordinary  man,  who  could  preserve  the  respect  of  his  con« 
temporaries  and  of  his  scholars,  notwithstanding  such  indelicate  and  disgnstinf 
habits,  as  we  read  of  in  the  life  of  no  other  man.  Some  men  have  beei^  slovenly 
from  negligence,  but  Wilkie,  where  he  had  a  choice,  is  said  to  have  given  a  decided 
preference  to  what  was  dirty. 

When  theEpigoniad  made  its  appearance,  it  was  attacked  by  the  Monthly  and 
Critical  Reviewers  with  apparent  severity  ;  but  the  extracts  and  specimens  by 
which  they  confirmed  their  opinions,  satisfied  the  public  that  they  had  examined  tha 
poem  with  impartiality,  and  decided  with  justice.  It  would,  therefore,  have  pro- 
bably sunk  into  oblivion,  had  not  the  sale  In  Scotland  exhausted  the  first  edition, 
and  encouraged  the  author  to  publish  a  second,  in  which  he  made  a  few  alterations,, 
diiefljin  theversification.  Tet  asthe  principal  objections  remained  in  full  force,  thia 
%ronld  have  contributed  little  to  extend  our  author's  £une ;  and  the  new  edition  waa 
but  slowly  called  for,  when  an  extraordinary  appeal  from  the  general  opinion 
waa  preferred  by  tha  celebrated  Mr.  Hume,  who  wrote  a  very  long  encomium  oa 
theEpigoniad,  addressed  to  the  editor  of  the  Critical  Review,  and  published  in  tha . 
aerenth  volume  of  that  journal.    As  I  have  nothing  to  oppose  to  the  neglect  witli 
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<^  TO  tB£  AUTHORS  OF  THE  CRITICAL  RBTIEtT. 

«  GcnUcmcD,  '  «  AprtI,  1759* 

^^  The  great  adraiitages  which  result  from  litenuy  journals  haTc  recommended 
the  use  of  them  all  over  Europe ;  but  as  nothing  is  free  from  abuse,  it  must  be  con* 
fessed  that  some  inconyenienccs  hare  also  attended  these  undertakings.  -The  works 
of  the  learned  multiply  in  such  a  surprising  manner,  that  a  journalist,  in  order  to 
gi?e  an  account  to  the  public  of  all  new  performances,  is  obliged  to  peruse  a 
small  library  every  month,  and  as  it  is  impossible  for  him  to  bestow  equal  attention 
on  every  piece  which  he  criticises,  he  may  readily  be  surprised  into  mistakes,  and 
give  to  a  book  such  a  character  as,  on  a  more  careful  perusal,  he  would  willingly  re* 
f  tract  Even  performances  of  the  greatest  merit  are  not  secure  against  this  injury.; 
and,  perhaps,  arc  sometimes  the  most  exposed  to  it.  An  author  of  genius  scorns  the 
vulgar  arts  of  catching  applause :  he  pays  no  court  to  the  great :  gives  no  adula.* 
tion  to  those  celebrated  for  learning :  t^es  no  care  to  profide  himself  of  partisans^ 
or  pronettrij  as  the  French  call  them :  and  by  that  means  hb  work  steals  nnob. 
served  into  the  world:  and  it  is  some  time  before  the  public,  and  even  men  of  pe- 
netration, are  sensible  of  its  merit.  We  take  up  the  book  with  prepossession,  pe* 
ruse  it  carelessly,  are  feebly  affected  by  its  beauties,  and  lay  it  down  with  neglec^ 
perbi^ps  with  dbapprobation. 

*^  The  public  has  done  so  much  justice  to  the  gentlemen  engaged  in  the  Critical 

Review,  as  to  acknowledge  that  no  literary  journal  was  ever  carried  on  in  this 

country  with  equal  spirit  and  impartiality :  yet,  i  must  confess  that  an  article  pab- 

Kshed  in  your  Review  of  1757,  gave  me  great  surprise,  and  pot  a  little  uneasiness* 

It  regarded  a  book  called  the  Epigoniad,  a  poem  of  the  epic  kind,  which  was  at 

that  time  published  with  great  applause  at  Edinburgh,  and  of  which  a  few  copies 

bad  been  sent  up  to  London.    The  author  of  that  article  had  surely  been  lying  nn« 

der  strong  prepossessions,  when  he  spoke  so  negligently  of  a  work  which  abomnds 

in  such  sublime  beauties,  and  could  endeavour  to  discredit  a  poem,  consisting  of 

near  six  thousand  lines,  on  account  of  a  few  mistakes  in  expression  and  prosody, 

proceeding  entirely  from  the  author's  being  a  Scotchman,  who  had  never  been  out 

of  his  own  country.     As  there  is  a  new  edition  published  of  this  poem,  wherein  all 

or  most  of  these  trivial  mistakes  are  corrected,   I  flatter  myself  that  you  will  gladly 

lay  hold  of  this  opportunity  of  retracting  your  oversight,  and  doing  justice  to  a 

.  performance,  which  may,  perhaps,  be  regarded  as  one  of  the  ornaments  of  our 

language.     I  appeal  from  your  sentence,  as  an  old  woman  did  from  a  sentence  pro* 

nounced  by  Philip  of  Macedon :— I  appeal  from  Philip,  ill-counselled  and  in  a 

liurry,  to  Philip,  welUadfised,  and  judging  with  deliberation.  The  authority  which 

yon  possess  with  the  public  makes  your  censure  fall  with  weight :    and  I  question 

not  but  yon  will  be  the  more  ready,  on  that  account,  to  redress  any  injury  into 

which  either  negligence,  prejudice,  or  mbtake,  may  ha? e  betrayed  yon.     As  I 
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Stlieoelus  ^tQ8  Agamemnon  a  shxitt  aeciMinC  of  Uba  sackhif  of  Thebes.  After  the 
ikll  of  those  heroes,  celebrated  by  StaOnsj  their  sons,  and  among  the  rest  Diomede, 
undertook  the  siege  of  that  dty^  and  were  so  fortunate  as  to  succeed  in  their  en« 
terprize,  and  to  rerenge  on  the  Thebans  and  the  tyrant  Creon  the  death  of 
their  fathers.  These  young  haioes  were  known  to  the  Greeks  under  the  title 
of  the  Epigoni,  or  the  descendants ;  and  for  this  iisason  the  author  has  gi? en  to 
his  poem  the  title  of  £plgoniad,  a  name,  it  must  be  confessed  somewhat  unfortu« 
natelj  ckosen,  for  as  this  particular  was  known  only  to  a  rery  few  of  the  learn« 
ed,  the  pnUic  were  not  able  to  conjecture  what  could  be  the  subject  of  the  poem^ 
and  were  apt  to  neglect  what  it  was  impossible  for  them  to  understand. 

^^  There  remained  a  tradidon^aroong  the  Greeks,' tliat  Homer  had  taken  the  siege 
d  Tkebes  for  the  subject  of  a  poem j  which  is  lost ;  and  our  author  seems  to 
hafe  pleased  himself  with  the  thought  of  rcvlying  the  work,  as  well  as  of  treading 
m  the  footsteps  of  his  faf<^rite  author.  The  actors  are  mostly  the  same  with  those 
of  the  Iliad  i  Diomede  is  the  hero :  U]3F6ses,  Agamemnon,  Menelaus,  Nestor^ 
IdomeneuS)  Merion,  eren  Thersites,  all  appear  in  different  passages  of  the  poero| 
and  act  parts  suitable  to  the  liTdy  characters  drawn  of  them  by  that  great  master. 
The  whole  turn  of  this  new  poem  would  almost  lead  us  to  imagine  tiiat  the  Scot* 
ttshbard  had  found  the  lost  manuscript  of  that  &ther  of  poetry,  and  had  made  a 
faithful  translation  of  it  into  Englbh.  Longinus  imagines  that  the  Odyssey  was  ex* 
ecttted  by  Homer  in  his  old  age;  we  shall  allow  the  Iliad  to.be  the  work  of  his 
middle  age  ;  and  we  shall  suppose  that  the  Epigoniad  was  the  essay  of  his  youth, 
where  his  noble  and  sublime  genius  breaks  forth  by  frequent  intervals^  and  gi? er 
stnuig  symptoms  of  that  constant  flame  which  dbtingubbed  its  meridian. 

«Xiio  poem  consists  of  nine  books.    We  shall  open  the  subject  of  it  in  the 
anthor^a  own  words  t 

Ye)pov^ts  of  aoitg !  with  whose  immoitil  ^ 
Yoitr  btad  etn^Xm^d  waaag  PelMes*  ire^ 
To  Greece  10  filial,  when  hi  evil  boor. 
Be  bmv'd  in  stern  debate,  the  sof  reign  pow^r^ 
By  like  example  teach  me  now  to  show 
From  love,  no  less,  what  dire  disasters  flow* 
Tot  when  the  youth  of  Greece,  by  Theseus  ledi 
RetnmM  to  ooaqner  where  their  lathers  bled. 
And  punish  guilty  Thebes,  by  Heaven  ordain*d 
fot  perfidy  to  fait,  and  oaths  profanM ; 
Venos,  still  partial  to  the  Theban  arms, 
Tydeus*  son  sedne'd  by  female  charms  ; 
Who,  from  bis  plighted  faith  by  passion  sway'd. 
The  chiefs,  the  army,  and  himself  betray'd. 
This  theme  did  once  your fa^'rite  bard  employe 
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By  this  attempt  to  merit  equal  praise 
With  worth  heroic,  bom  in  happier  days* 
Sooner  the  weed,  that  with  the  Spring  appears. 
And  in  the  Sammer's  heat  itt  blossom liears. 
But,  shrivMing  at  the  touch  of  Winter  hoar. 
Sinks  to  its  native  earth,  and  is  no  more ; 
Might  match  the  lofty  oak,  which  long  hath  stood. 
From  age  to  age,  the  monarch  of  the  wood. 
But  love  excites  me,  and  desire  to  trace 
His  glorious  steps,  tho'  with  unequal  pace. 
Before  me  still  I  see  his  awibl  shade. 
With  garlands  cTOwn'd  of  leaves  which  never  fade  ; 
He  points  the  path  to  fame,  and  bids  me  scale 
Parnassus^  slipp'ry  height,  where  tl^ousands  fail : 
I  follow  trembling  ;  for  the  diffis  are  high. 
And  hov'ring  round  them  watchful  harpies  fly. 
To  snatch  the  poet's  wreath  with  envious  clawS/ 
And  hiss  contempt  for  merited  applause. 

<<The  poet  supposes  that  Cassandra,  the  daughter  of  the  king  of  Peligniam  ill 
Italy,  was  pursued  by  the  lore  of  Echetus,  a  barbarous  tyrant  in  the  neighbour- 
hood ;  and  as  her  father  rejected  his  addresses,  he  drew  on  himself  the  resentment 
of  the  tyrant,  who  made  war  upon  him,  and  forced  him  to  retire  into  Etolia,  where 
Diomede  gaye  him  protection.  This  hero  falls  himself  in  Ioto  with  Cassandra,  and 
is  so  fortunate  as  to  make  equal  impression  on  her  heart ;  but  before  the  comple« 
tion  of  his  marriage,  he  is  called  to  the  siege  of  Thebes,  and  leaTes,  as  he  supposes, 
Cassandra  in  Etolia  with  her  father.  But  Cassandra,  anxious  for  her  loTer's  safetf, 
and  unwilling  to  part  from  the  object  of  her  affections,  had  secretly  put  on  a  man's 
habit  had  attended  him  in  the  camp,  and  had  fought  by  his  side  in  all  his  battles. 
Meanwhile  the  siege  of  Thebes  is  drawn  out  to  some  length,  and  Venus,  who 
favours  that  city,  in  opposition  to  Juno  and  Pallas,  who  seek  its  destruction^  de. 
liberates  concerning  the  proper  method  of  raising  the  siege.  The  fittest  expedient 
teems  to  be  the  exciting  in  Diomede  a  jealousy  of  Cassandra,  and  persuading  him 
that  her  affections  were  secretly  engaged  to  £chetus,and  that  the  tyrant  had  invaded 
Etolia  in  pursuit  of  his  mistress.  For  this  purpose  Venus  sends  down  Jealousy, 
whom  the  author  personifies  under  the  name  of  Zelotype.  Her  person  and  flight 
lire  painted  in  the  most  splendid  colours  that  poetry  affords : 

First  to  her  feet  the  win^  shoes  she  binds, 
Wliich  tread  the  air  and  mount  the  rapid  winds : 
Aloft  they  bear  her  tbro^  th*  ethereal  plain. 
Above  the  solid  Earth  and  liquid  main: 
Her  arrows  next  she  takes  of  pointed  steel. 
For  sight  too  small,  but  terrible  to  feel : 
Bous'd  by  their  smart,  the  savage  lion  roars, 
And  mad  to  combat  rush  the  tusky  boars. 
Of  wminds  secure :  for  where  their  veuom  Weht?, 
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PaJc  Eary  inly  pin'd :  and  by  her  side 
Stood  Phrenzy,  raging  with  his  chains  unty'd ; 
Affinonted  Pride  with  thint  of  vengemnce  burned. 
And  Lore's  excess  to  deepest  hatred  turn*d. 
All  these  the  artist's  canons  hand  expressed. 
The  work  dirine  his  matchless  skill  confess*d« 
The  virgin  last,  aroiind  her  sliouMers.  flong 
The  bow ;  and  by  her  side  the  quiver  hang; 
Then,  springing  up,  her  airy  coarse  she  bends. 
For  Thebes ;  and  lightly  o'er  the  tents  descends. 
The  son  of  Tydeus,  'midst  his  bands,  she  (bund  * 
In  arms  complete,  reposing  on  the  ground : 
And,  as  he  slept,  the  hero  thusaddress'd. 
Her  form  to  fancy's  waking  eye  expressed. 

<<  Dtomede,  mOTed  bj  the  instigadons  of  jealousy,  and  eager  to  defend  his  mis« 
tress  and  his  country,  calls  an  assembly  of  the  princes,  and  proposes  to  raise  the 
si^e  of  Thebes,  on  account  of  the  difficulty  of  the  enterprize,  and  dangers  which 
surround  the  army.  Theseus,  the  general,  breaks  out  into  a  passion  at  this  pro* 
posal :  but4s  pacified  by  Nestor.  Idomeueus  rises,  and  reproaches  Diomede  for 
his  dishonourable  counsel,  and  among  other  topics,  upbraids  him  with  his  degene* 
racy  from  his  father's  bravery. 

Should  now,  from  hence  arriv'd,  some  warrior's  ghost 

Greet  valiant  Tydeus  on  the  Stygian  coast, 

And  tell,  when  danger  or  distress  is  near. 

That  Diomede  persuades  the  rest  to  fear : 

He'd  shun  the  synod  of  the  mighty  dead. 

And  hide  his  anguish  in  the  deepest  shade: 

Nature  in  all  an  equal  course  maintains: 

The  lion's  whelp  succeeds  to  awe  the'plains : 

Pards  gender  pards:  from  tigers  tigers  spring, 

Kor  doves  are  hatch'd  beneath  a  vulture's  wing : 

Each  parent's  image  in  his  offspring  Kves  : 

But  nought  of  Tydeus  in  his  son  survives. 

^' The  debate  is  closed  by  Ulysses,  vrho  informs  the  princes  that  the  Thebans  are 
prepajing  to  march  out  in  order  to  attack  them ;  and  that  it  is  ?ain  for  them  to 
deliberate  any  longer  concerning  the  conclusion  of  the  war. 

<«  We  have  next  a  description  of  a  battle  between  the  Thebans,  under  Creon,  and 
the  confederate  Greeks,  under  Theseus.  The  battle  is  full  of  the  spirit  of  Homer. 
We  shall  not  trouble  our  reader  with  particulars,  which  would  appear  insipid  in 
prose  especially  if  compared  to  the  liyely  poetry  of  our  author.  We  bhall  only 
transcribe  one  passage,  as  a  specimen  of  his  happy  choice  of  circumstances : 

*  Next  Areas,  Cleon,  valiant  Chromius  dy'd  j 

With  Dares,  to  the  Spartan  chiefe  ally'd. 
And  Phoemius,  whom  the  gods  in  eariy  youth 

Hftfl  fnmn'^l  few  «irf  uA  nn^l  «-h»  lnvi»  nf  truth  i 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


11«  LIFR  OF  waKiE. 

His  fete  the  Giaoet  mouni'd.    Tile  9odi  iA)ov% 
Wbp  sit  anmnd  the  starry  tbrooe  of  Jore, 
On  high  Olympus  bendiDg  from  the  skies, 
flis  fete  bebdd  with  sonow-ttreBmingeye*. 
Palla^  alone,  unakerM  and  setene,       ^ 
With  secret  trimnph  saw  tlM  nKHnvfol  soeae: 
Not  baid  of  heart:  fiH-noBeofaUthepow'rs^ 
In  earth  or  ocean,  or  th'  Otympian  tow*rs» 
Holds  equal  sympatiiy  with  human  grieff 
Or  with  a  freer  hand  bestows  relief : 
B«t  GODecioos  that  a  mind  by  virtue  steeT^ 
To  no  impression  of  distress  will  yield ; 
That  still  UBOOBqocr'd,  in  its  awful  hoor 
O'er  death  it  triqi^phs  with  inmiortal  pow'r. 

'<  Hie  iNitQe  ends  withadTantage  to  tbe  confederate  Greeks :  bot  ilie  approach 
pf  nigbt  prerants  their  total  yictorj. 

^<  CreoD^  kiog  of  Thebes,  sends  next  an  embassy  to  the  confederate  Greekf^desir- 
Inga  tmce  of  seren  days,  in  order  to  bury  the  dead.  Diomede,  Impatient  to  return 
home,  and  stimulated  by  jealousy,  yiolently  opposes  this  OTcrture,  bat  is  oTcr-ruled 
by  the  otiier  princes,and  the  truce  is  concluded.  The  author,  in  imitation  of  Homer, 
and  the  other  ancient  poets,  takes  here  an  opportunity  ef  describing  games  cde- 
brated  for  honouring  the  dead«  The  games  he  has  choaega  are  different  from  those 
which  are  to  be  found  among  the  ancients,  and  the  inddents  are  new  and 
curious. 

^^  Diomede  took  no  share  in  these  games :  his  impatient  spiHt  could  not  brook  the 
delay  which  arose  from  the  truce :  he  pretends  that  he  consented  not  to  it,  and  is 
not  included  in  it:  he  therefore  propoaeato  his  troops  to  attack  the  Thebans  while 
they  are  employed  in  performing  the  funeral  rites  of  the  dead:  but  b  opposed  in 
this  design  by  Deiphobus  his  tutor,  who  represents  to  him  in  the  se?erest  terms  the 
rashness  and  iniquity  of  his  proposal.  After  some  altercation,  Diomede,  impatient 
of  contradiction  in  his  fayourite  object,  and  stung  by  the  free  reproaches  of  his 
tutor,  breaks  out  into  a  yiolent  passion,  and  throws  his  spear  at  Deiphobus^ 
which  pierced  him  to  the  heart* 

<<Thls  incident,  which  is  apt  to  surprize  us,  seems  to  hare  been  copied  by  our  an<« 
thor,  from  that  circumstance  in  the  life  of  Alexander, where  this  heroic  conqueror, 
moyed  by  a  suddeii  passion,  stabs  Clytus  his  ancient  friend,  by  whom  his  life  had 
been  formerly  saved  in  battle.  The  repentance  of  l^omede  is  equal  to  that  of 
Alexander.  No  sooner  had  he  struck  the  fatal  blow  than  his  eyes  are  opened  :  he 
Is  sensible  of  his  guilt  and  shame  ;  he  refuses  all  consolation  ;  abstains  eroi  from 
food  :  and  shuts  himself  up  alone  in  his  tent.  His  fbllowers,  amazed  at  the  tIo- 
lence  of  his  passion,  keep  at  a  distance  from  him  :  all  but  Cassandra,  who  enters 
his  tent  with  a  potion,  which  she  had  prepared  for  him.  While  she  stands  before 
him  alone,  her  timidity  and  passion  betray  her  sex  ;  and,  Diomede  immediately 
perceives  her  to  be  Cassandra,  who  had  followed  him  to  the  camp,  under  a  warlike 
disguise.  As  his  repentance  for  the  murder  of  Deiphobus  was  now  the  ruling  pas. 
sion  in  his  breast,  he  is  not  moied  by  tenderness  for  Cassandra :  on  the  contrary, 
he  considers  her  as  the  cause,  howerer  innocent,  of  the  murder  of  his  friend,  and  of 
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Mi  own  |A ;  wsd  ht  betM  her  with  such  coldnettihai  she  redreifai  confoiioih 
She  €m  kkyrtM  the  camp,  and  resolfes  to  retain  to  her  father  in  Etolia ;  but  il 
lUte  •h  ae  road  bj  a  pirtjr  of  Thebana,  who  carry  her  to  Creon.  That  tjrant 
detenmnesto  make  the  most  political  use  of  this  incident:  he  sends  prfratelj^ 
Mssage  lo  Diomede,  threatening  to  put  Cassandra  to  deaA,  if  that  hero  would  not 
i^Keto  a  separate  truce  with  Thebes.  This  proposal  is  at  first  rejected  bj  DIo* 
nede,  wiio  threatens  immediate  destruction  to  Creon  and  all  his  race.  Nothing 
cm  be  more  artf uHy  managed  by  the  poet  than  this  incident  We  shall  hear  hh| 
Mm  ova  words  : 

sternly  the  hero  ended,  and  renga^dp 
To  fierce  diaorder,  all  his  mighty  mind, 
Ahtady  in  his  thoughts,  with  tengeftil  hands, 
H^  d6«K  diestruetion 'midst  the  Thebao  handsy 
In  iMiey  siw  the  tott*ring  turrets  fall. 
And  led  hit  warriors  o*er  the  lerel'd  wall. 
Rous'd  with  the  thoaght,  from  his  high  seat  he  sprung^ 
And  grasped  the  sword,  which  on  a  colamn  hong  ; 
The  shhiing  b)ade  he  balanc'd  thrice  in  air ; 
Hit  knttes  next  he  viewed,  and  armoar  fair. 
When,  hanging  Hnidstthc  ooitly  panoply* 
A  scaif  embroider*d  met  the  hero's  eye, 
Whidi  foir  Cassandra's  skilful  hands  had  wrought, 
A  present  for  her  lord,  in  secret  hrought 
That  day,  when  first  he  led  his  martial  tnun 
In  arms,  tocoAbat  on  the  Theban  plain. 
As  some  strong  charm,  which  magic  sounds  oompose^ 
Suspends  a  downward  torrent  as  it  flows ; 
Checks  in  the  precipice  its  headlong  course, 
Aod  calls  it  trembling  upwards  to  its  source  : 
Such  seem'd  the  robe,  which,  to  the  hero's  eyes. 
Made  the  fair  artist  in  her  charms  to  rise. 
His  rage,  suspended  in  its  fhU  career. 
To  love  resigns  to  griefand  tender  fear. 
Qlad  would  he  now  his  former  words  revoke. 
And  change  the  purpose  whidi  in  wrath  he  spoke  | 
From  hostile  hands  his  ci^ve  fair  to  gain. 
From  firte  to  save  her,  or  the  servile  chain : 
But  pride,  and  shame,  the  fond  design  sopprcst  ^ 
Silent  he  stood,  and  lockM  it  in  his  breast. 
Yet  had  the  wary  Theban  well  divii^d. 
By  symptoms  sure,  each  motion  of  his  mind : 
With  joy  hesaw  the  heat  of  rage  suppressed  | 
And  thus  again  his  artfUl  words  addresifd. 
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shelter  within  their  walls.    Creon,  in  revenge,  puts  Cassandra  to  death,  and  shews 

her  head  over  the  walls.     This  sight  so  inflames  Diomede,  that  he  attacks  Thebes 

with  doable  fury,  takes  the  town  by  scaladc,  and  gratifies  his  vengeance  by  the  death 

ofCreon. 

"  This  is  a  short  abstract  of  the  story  on  which  this  new  poem  is  founded.  The 
reader  may  perhaps  conjecture  (what  I  am  mot  very  anxious  to  conceal)  that  the 
execution  of  the  Epigoniad  is  better  than  the  design,  the  poetry  superior  to  the 
fable,  and  the  colouring  of  the  particular  parts  more  excellent  than  the  general 
plan  of  the  whole.  Of  all  the  great  epic  poems  which  have  been  the  admiration 
of  mankind,  the  Jerusalem  of  Tasso  alone  would  make  a  tolerable  novel,  if  reduc- 
ed to  prose,  and  related  without  that  splendour  of  versification  and  imagery  by 
which  it  is  supported:  yet  in  the  opinion  of  many  great  judges,  the  Jerusalem  is 
the  least  perfect  of  all  these  productions  :  chiefly,  because  it  has  least  nature  and 
simplicity  in  the  sentiments,  and  is  most  liable  to  the  objection  of  aflfectation  and 
conceit.  The  story  of  a  poem,  whatever  may  be  imagined,  is  the  least  essential 
part  of  it :  the  force  of  the  versification,  the  vivacity  of  the  images,  the  justoess  of 
the  descriptions,  the  natural  play  of  the  passions,  are  the  chief  circumstances  which 
distinguish  the  great  poet  from  the  prosaic  novelist^  and  give  him  so  high  a  rank 
among  the  heroes  in  literature ;  and  I  will  venture  to  affirm,  that  all  these  advantages, 
especially  the  three  former,  are  to  be  found  in  an  eminent  degree  in  the  Epigoniad. 
The  author,  inspired  with  the  true  genius  of  Greece,  and  smit  with  the  most  pro- 
found  veneration  for  Homer,  disdains  all  frivolous  ornaments;  and  relying  entirely 
on  his  sublime  imagination,  and  his  nervous  and  harmonious  expression,  has 
Tentured  to  present  to  his  reader  the  naked  beauties  of  nature,  and  challenges  for 
his  partisans  all  the  admirers  of  genuine  antiquity. 

<<  There  is  one  circumstance  in  which  the  poet  has  carried  his  boldness  of  copying 
antiquity  beyond  the  practice  of  many,  even  judicious  moderns.  He  has  drawn 
his  personages,  not  only  with  all  the  simplicity  of  the  Grecian  heroes,  but  also 
with  some  degree  of  their  roughness,  and  even  of  their  ferocity.  This  is  a  circum- 
stance which  a  mere  modern  is  apt  to  find  fault  with  in  Homer,  and  which  perhaps 
he  will  not  easily  excuse  in  his  imitator.  It  is  certain,  that  the  ideas  of  manners  are 
so  much  changed  since  the  age  of  Homer,  that  though  the  Iliad  was  always  among 
the  ancients  conceived  to  be  a  panegyric  on  the  Greeks,  yet  the  reader  is  now  al- 
inost  always  on  the  side  of  the  Trojans,  and  is  much  more  interested  for  the 
humane  and  soft  manners  of  Priam,  Hector,  Andromache,  Sarpcdon,  iEneas,  Glau- 
cus,  nay,  even  of  Paris  and  Helen,  than  for  the  severe  and  cruel  bravery  of  Achilles, 
Agamemnon,  and  the  other  Grecian  heroes.  Sensible  of  thb  inconvenience,  Fc 
I :»  k:..  «i««»»4^  ..^.T^on/^A    i^Qo  c/^ffonoH  oYfrpmnlv  the  harsh  manners  of  the 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


LIFE  OF  WILKIE.  lit 

ttechanns  of  novelty,  aod  leads  us  into  fictions  which  are  somewhat  stale  and 
thread-bare.  Boileau,  the  greatest  critic  of  the  French  nation,  was  of  a  very  dif- 
ierent  opinion : 

La  fable  offire  a  I'eiprit  mille  agi^ments  clivers 
lA  tons  les  noms  heareax  semblent  nez  poor  les  vera : 
Ul3r89e,  AgameamoD,  Oreyte,  Idomenee, 
Helene,  Hildas,  Paris,  Hector,  Enee. 

<<  It  is  certain  that  there  is  in  that  poetic  ground  a  kind  of  enchantment  which 
inoreserery  person  of  a  tender  and  lively  imagination;  nor  is  this  impression  dimi- 
nished, but  rather  much  increased,  by  our  early  introduction  to  the  knowledge  of 
it  in  our  perusal  of  the  Greek  and  Latin  classics. 

^^  The  same  great  French  critic  makes  the  apology  of  our  poet  in  his  use  of  tho 
indent  mythology : 

Ainti  dans  cet  amas  de  nobles  fictions, 
Le  poet  8*  egeye  en  mille  inventions, 
Ome,  eleve,  embellit,  aggrandit  toutes  choses, 
£t  troavesous  sa  main  des  fleurs  tocgours  ecloses. 

<^It  w6uld  seem,  ind^,  that  if  the  machinery  of  the  heathen  gods  be  not 
•dmittedi  epic  poetry,  at  least  all  the  marvellous  part  of  it,  must  be  entirely 
abindoned.  The  Christian  religion,  for  many  reasons,  is  unfit  for  the  fabulous 
ornaments  of  poetry :  the  introduction  of  allegory,  after  the  manner  of  Voltaire. 
isliaUe  tomany  objections:  and  though  a  mere  historical  epic  poem,  like  Leonidas, 
maj  have  its  beauties,  it  will  always  be  inferior  to  the  force  and  pathetic  of  tra- 
gedy, and  must  resign  to  that  species  of  poetry  the  precedency  which  the  former 
composition  has  always  challenged  among  the  productions  of  human  genius.  But 
with  regard  to  these  particulars,  the  author  has  himself  made  a  sufficient  apojogy 
in  the  judicious  and  spirited  preface  which  accompanies  his  poem. 

^^  But  though  our  poet  has  in  general  followed  so  successfully  the  footsteps  of 
Homer,  he  has,  in  particular  passages,  chosen  other  ancient  poets  for  his  model.  His 
serenth  book  contains  an  episode,  very  artfully  inserted,  concemiog  the  death  of 
Hercules :  where  he  has  plainly  had  Sophocles  in  his  view,  and  has  ventured  to 
engagein  a  rivalship  with  that  great  master  of  the  tragic  scene.  If  the  sublimity  of 
oar  poet's  imagination,  and  the  energy  of  his  styl^,  appear  any  where  conspicu. 
ens,  it  is  in  this  episode,  which  we  shall  not  scruple,  to  compare  with  any  poetry  in 
the  English  Luignage.  Nothing  can  be  more  pathetic  than  the  complaint  of  Her. 
^es,  when  the  ppison  of  the  centaufs  robe  begins  first  to  prey  upon  him : 

Sov'reign  of  beav'n  and  earth !  whose  boundless  sway 
The  fates  of  men  and  mortal  things  obey* 
If  e'fir  delighted  from  the  courts  above. 
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Or  crmh'd  by  Gocos,  loe  to  ^ods  and  mep, 
My  battei'd  brains  had  strewM  his  ixxky  den : 
Than,  from  my  glorious  toils  and  triumphs  past. 
To  fall  subduM  by  female  arts,  at  last. 
O  oool  my  boiling  blood,  ye  winds,  that  blow 
From  mountains  loaded  with  eternal  snow. 
And  craok  the  icy  clif& :  m  Tain !  in  vain  ! 
Your  rigour  cannot  quench  my  raging  pain  ? 
For  found  this  heart  the  furies  ware  their  brands, 
And  wring  my  entrails  with  their  burning  hand^ 
Kow  bending  from  the  skies,  O  wife  of  Jove ! 
Enjoy  tiie  rengeance  of  thy  injur'd  love : 
Vor  fete,  .by  me,  the  Thqnd'oer^s  guHtatancis; 
And,  punished  ia^er^q^,  Alome^e  giM^V) : 
The  dbjfict  of  your  iiate  «ha]l  soon  eiqpire  | 
Fix'd  on  my  shoulders  preys  a  net  of  fire ; 
Whom  nor  the  toils  nor  dangers  could  subdu^ 
By  felse  Eurystheus  dictated  from  f9^  i 
Kor  tyrants  lawless,  nor  the  monstaraus  b|»od 
Which  haunts  the  desert  or  infests  the  flood^ 
Kor  Greece,  nor  all  thel^b'rous  climes  thatijd 
Where  Phcebus  ever  points  his  golden  eye , 
Awomanhatbo'erthwsnt^^egodsl  lyield 
Tolems^earti,  nnoowpier'd  in  t^eML 

Mjvmt    nitti  are  these  the  same  thB^l)PV'4 

Anteus,  and  his  giant  force  subdiji'd  ? 

That  dragg'd  Nemea's  monster  from  his  den  ? 

And  slew  &e  dragon  in  his  nn!6/ft  fen  ? 

$la»\  alas  I  their  mighty fnuaclesfeil» 

Wl#e  pains  inferiMU  ev'ry  nervie  asvail : 

Alfu^alAf!  I  feel  in  streams  of  VQoe 

Hiese  eyes  dissolve,  before  untaught  to  flcor. 
■  Awake  my  virtue,  oft  in  dangers  try'd, 

Paiient  hi  toils,  in  deaths  unterrify>d, 

fionse  to  my  aid ;  norletmylahottrspast. 

With  tune  tttchien^d,  be  Uk>tt^  by  th^  last ; 

Finn  and  uon¥yv'd«  the  present  «hoc|c  endiwe ; 

Once  tpumph,  and  for  eyer  rest  secure* 

f  f  Our  poet,  {hough  lus  genim  be  in  maiiy  reBpecto?«iy  origiiud,  has  nol^lala^. 
od  to  imitate  even  aodern  poets.  He  has  eMed  to  his  heroie  poem  a  dream,  in 
Ike  manner  ci  Spenser,  vhere  the  poet  supposes  himfdf  to  te  introduced  to  Homer, 
irlip  censures  his  poem  in  some  particnlars,  and  exoeses  it  in  othew.  nis  poem 
is  indeed  a  species  oC  apologjr  for  the  Epigeniad,  wrote  in  #  very  lively  and  el^mrt 
manner :  it  mf^y  be  comp^ried  to  ii  ifelU^^hed  f^j  of  tb«  purest  water,  and  cut 
into  the  most  beautiful  form.  Those  who  would  judgo  of  onf  author's  talents  fof 
poetry,  without  perudng  his  largw  work,  may  satisfy  their  cariosity,  by  runniog 
oyer  thli  short  poem.  They  will  see  the  same  force  of  imagination  and  harmony 
of  numbers,  which  distingnish  his  lon^r  performance :  and  mfty  thence,  with  small 
application,  receiye  afaroufi^bl^  Uafi^mm  of  Qur  «i»thpf'|  jfpnius* 
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LIFE  OF  WILKIE.  lU 

Thtt  Wilkie  may  not  be  deprifed  of  any  fafourabte  opiDion^  nor  the  admisiioQ 
of  his  works  into  Uib  collection  fttand  in  need  of  any  further  apology,  I  shall  sub- 
join the  opinion  of  a  Tery  elegant  and  candid  critic  of  the  present  day. — *^  The 
Epigoniad  of  Wilkie  is  the  bold  attempt  of  an  enei^tic  mind  to  try  its  powers  in 
the  most  arduous  path  of  poetry,  the  epic  ;  without  that  correctness  of  judgment, 
and  pre? ions  discipline  in  the  practice  of  harmonious  numbers,  which  can  alone 
«isure  success  in  an  age  of  polish  and  refinement.  It  has  accordingly  been  mea- 
sured by  that  standard  of  criticism,  which  the  most  unqualified  judges  can  easily 
apply, — a  comparison  with  the  most  perfect  productions  of  its  kind :  and  its  pal^ 
pable  defects  haTe  iuToked  in  an  indiscriminate  condemnation  its  less  obTiou8|  but 
real  merits  V 

*  Lotd  Woodhoi)sle»*8  lift  of  Ix>rd  Kaimes,  vol  i.  p,  178. 4to.  190<7.-*C. 
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AUTHOR'S  PREFACE 

TO  Bit 

BPIGONIAD. 


JVS  thare  is  no  class  of  writers  more  freely  oeosored  thmn  poeU,  aad  that  by  jadges  of  all  sorta, 
competent  and  incompetent ;  I  shall  attempt  to  answer  some  objections  that  may  be  made  to  the 
following  perfonnanoe,  by  persons  not  sufficiently  acquainted  with  epic  poetry,  and  the  rules  upon 
which  it  ought  to  be  fonned. 

The  beauties  of  the  piece,  if  it  has  any,  shall  be  left  to  be  discovered  by  the  reader  for  himselC 
This  is  his  undoubted  privilege ;  and  I  have  no  intention  to  break  m  upon  it:  neither  would  it  be  of 
any  advantage  to  do  so;  for  poetical  beauties,  if  they  are  real,  will  make  themselves  observed,  and 
bave  their  full  effect  without  a  comment 

Some  will  object  to  the  choioe  of  the  subject.  That  it  is  taken  from  the  history  of  an  age  and  nation, 
the  particular  manners  of  which  are  not  now  well  known,  and  therefore  incapable  of  being  justly 
represented  by  any  modem  anthor.  This  objection  will  appear  to  be  of  little  consequence,  when  we  con- 
sider that  the  feet  upon  which  it  proceeds  is  so  far  from  being  strictly  true,  that  there  are  none  who 
IftAve  any  tolerable  share  of  classical  learning,  that  are  not  better  acquainted  with  the  manners  and 
customs  of  the  h^noic  ages,  than  with  those  of  their  own  country,  at  the  distance  of  a  few  centuries. 
Neither  is  this  knowledge  of  ancient  manners  confined  to  the  learned  ;  the  vulgar  themselves,  from 
the  books  of  Moses,  and  other  accounts  of  the  first  periods  of  the  Jewish  slate,  are  sufficiently  instruct- 
ed in  the  customs  of  the  earliest  times,  to  be  able  to  relish  any  work  where  these  are  justly  represented. 
With  whatfivour,  for  instance,  has  Mr.  Pope's  translation  of  the  Iliad  been  received  by  persons  of  all 
conditions  ?  and  how  much  is  it  commonly  preferred  to  the  Fairy  Queen,  a  poem  formed  upon  mannen 
of  a  much  more  modem  cast.  But  supposing  the  fact  upon  which  the  objectkm  proceeds  to  be 
true,  and  that  the  customs  and  manners  peculiar  to  the  times  from  which  the  subject  of  the  poem  \9 
taken  are  not  now  well  understood,  I  do  not  apprehend  that,  even  with  this  concession,  the  objection 
amonnts  to  any  thing  considerable ;  for  manners  are  to  be  distinguished  into  two  kinds,  universal  and 
particular. '  Universal  manners,  are  those  which  arise  from  the  original  frame  and  constitution  of  the 
human  nature,  and  which  consequently  are  the  same  in  all  nations  and  periods  of  the  world.  Parti- 
eular  manners,  on  the  other  hand,  consist  of  such  customs  and  modes  of  behaviour  as  proceed  firom 
the  iofiucnce  of  partial  causes,  and  that  shift  and  vary  as  those  causes  do  upon  which  they  depend. 
To  make  myself  understood  by  an  example :  it  is  agreeable  to  common  or  universal  manners,  to  bo 
^ngry  and  resent  an  injury  ;  but  particular  manners,  in  ordinary  cases,  determine  ihe  methods  of  re- 
venge. For  great  ofieoces,  an  Italian  poisons  his  enemy ;  a  Spaniard  stabs  him  over  the  shoulder  ; 
^od  a  Frenchman  seeks  satisfection  in  a  duel.     From  this  example,  it  will  be  easy  to  see  that  particQ- 
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It  may  likewise  be  alleged,  that  I  have  done  wnmg  in  choosing  fyr  my  subject  a  pieoe  of  history 
which  hasno  connection  with  present  aflbirs ;  and  that,  if  I  had  done  otherwise,  my  work  would  have 
been  more  interesting  and  useiiil. 

llib  objection,  seemingly  a  veiy  material  one,  admits^  notwithstanding,  of  an  easy  anbwer,  tie.  that 
flobjects  for  epic  poetry  ought  always  to  be  taken  fjfom  periods  too  early  to  fall  within  the  reach  of  tme 
history.  And,  if  this  rule  is  shown  to  be  essential,  which  I  shall  attempt  to  do  in  what  foltows,  it  will  be 
found  to  be  impossible  that  any  subject  proper  for  that  kind  of  writing  shoukl  have  a  oonnectioo  with 
present  aflbirs.  The  proper  business  of  epic  poetry  is  to  entetod  our  ideas  of  human  perfection,  or,  as 
the  critics  express  it,  to  excite  admiration.  In  order  to  do  this  in  any  tolerable  degree,  chaiactersmust 
be  magnified,  and  accommodated  rather  to  our  notions  of  heroicxreatnes8,than  tothe  real  state  of  human 
nature.  There  appears  a  certain  littleness  in  titi  A€n,  when  truly  known,  which  checks  admiration, 
mid  confines  it  to  very  narrow  Vimits ;  heroes,  themselves,  though  possessed  of  the  greatest  qualities, 
are,  in  most  circumstances  of  thtsir  condition,  so  oluch  upen  a  level  with  the  ordinary  run  of  mankind, 
that  such  as  have  an  opportunity  of  being  intimately  acquainted  with  them,  do  not  admire  them  at 
tlie  same  rate  that  others  do,  who  view  them  only  at  a  distance.  The  common  conditions  of  humanity 
lessen  every  man ;  aufl  there  are  many  little  circumstances  inseparably  connected  with  our  state  of 
bring,  which  we  cannot  easily  reconcile  with  our  idea  of  Kpaminondas,  Plato,  Sdpio,  or  Caesar.  Fram 
aM  this  it  plainly  appears,  that  admiration  daints  for  its  object  something  superior  to  mete  humanity  ; 
Md  fherefore  such  posms  05  have  it  for  their  end  to  excite  adminition,  ought  ta  celebrate  these  persom 
only  that  never  have  been  treated  of  by  regular  historians.  For  history  gifes  to  all  things  their  jvst 
and  natural  dimensions;  and,  if  it  should  interfere  with  poetical  fiction,  would  effectually  oonftittt 
tfaooe  beautifbl  legonds  which  are  hivented  to  raise  our  ideas  of  character  and  action,  afapve  Hut  standard 
ttt  which  experience  has  fixed  them. 

Let  it  be  observed,  atf  a  further  oonfirmation  of  the  maxim  which  I  am  establishhif^,  tliatthei«  H 
in  our  mhids  a  principle  whjch  leads  us  to  admire  past  times,  especially  those  which  are  mosi 
remote  from  our  own.  This  prejudice  is  strong  in  ps ;  and,  without  being  directed  or  assisted  by  art, 
forms  in  the  mere  vulgar  of  all  countries,  the  most  extravagant  notions  of  the  stature,  strength,  and 
other  heroic  qualities  of  their  remote  ancestors.  This  prejudice,  so  f^ivourable  to  poetical  fictioq, 
true  history  effectually  destroys  $  and  therefore  poets,  that  they  may  have  the  advantage  of  it,  onght 
to  celebrate  those  persons  and  events  only  that  are  of  so  great  antiquity,  at  not  to  be  remembered  witii 
any  degree  of  certainty  and  exactness. 

But,  instead  of  a  thousand  arguments  to  this  purpose,  let  us  only  consider  the  machinery  which  must 
be  employed  in  an  epic  poem :  how  Heaven  and  Hell  must  Ixith  be  put  in  motion,  and  brought  into  the 
action,  bow  events  altogether  out  of  the  common  road  of  human  afBiirs,  and  no  ways  count enanced 
either  by  reason  or  by  experience,  must  be  offered  to  men's  imaginatkm,  so  as  to  be  admitled  for  true. 
Let  ns  consider  all  this,  and  it  will  appear,  that  there  Is  fiotbmg  which  poets  ought  more  carefully  tq 
avoid,  than  interfering  with  sudi  regular  and  well  vouched  accounts  of  things  as  would  effectually  con- 
fote  their  foUe,  and  make  the  meanest  reader  reject  it  with  contempt.  This  is  a  pohit  of  pmdenoo 
which  no  poet  has  yet  neglected  with  impunity.  Lucan,  according  to  his  usual  rashness,  has  taken 
for  the  subject  of  an  epic  poem,  one  of  the  best  known  events  which  he  could  have  pitched  ppoo  in  the 
whole  series  of  human  affahv;  and  in  order  to  distinguish  hhnself  from  a  mere  historian,  is  often 
under  a  necessity  of  starting  fram  his  sntgect,  and  employing  the  whole  force  of  a  very  lively  and  frnitfbl 
kwreation,  in  nnneeessary  descriptions  and  triflhig  digressions.  This,  besides  other  inconveniences  of 
grsster  importance,  gives  such  an  appearmnce  of  labour  and  straining  to  his  whole  perfbrmanoe,  a« 
lakes  much  from  the  merit  of  it,  with  all  who  have  any  notion  of  ease,  majesty,  and  simplicity  h\ 
writing.  He,  and  an  other  poets  who  have  follenmto  the  same  errour,  find  always  this  disadvantage 
■ttendfaig  it,  that  the  true  and  fictitious  parts  of  their  work  refuse  to  unite,  and  standing  as  it  were  at 
a  difltaftce,  upon  terms  of  mntnal  aversion,  reproach  each  other  with  their  peculiar  defects.  Fictioq 
aoeoses  truth  of  narrowness  and  want  of  dignity ;  and  this  Again  represents  the  other  as  vara  and 
oxtiavagnit  Spen8er,wbo,  fai  bis  F^ry  Queen,  isot  only  treats  of  matters  within  the  sphere  of  r^a-: 
Ihr  history,  but  describes  even  the  transactions  of  his  own  time,  in  order  to  avpid  the  inoonvenienoef* 
whidi  he  knew  to  be  ahnoit  inseparable  from  sncb  an  attempt,  covers  his  story  with  a  veil  of  all^ory, 
that  fiswofbio  readers  are  able  to  penetrate.  This  stratagem  leaves  bun  at  fhU  liberty  hi  the  exerciso 
of  his  invention  ;  but  he  pays,  in  my  opimon,  too  dear  fbr  that  privilege,  by  sacrificing  to  it  all  tho 
woigbt  an4  OHthority  which  a  mbcturo  of  rooeivod  tniditio^  ob4  real  geography  would  bafe^iTB«to  Wl 
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ithfttaeooant    IvtaU  totevtmanbtw^ytkAi  lus<;IM«6tOMar^aot.in«n>biit4wiBeaiid 
ffoJioal  bMDgs  ;  and  UmI  il  i»  tiM  Immwui  rntun  goljir  whiofc  svtfm  by  jott>  BtprwooUtim,  ^aJ 
IPMsiapouibofd^iiity.wlmitnly.lqiipiiBk    Besito,  tiM  haBtovie^l  cUiauwpTiagM  «iHm  trhick  ke 
I  an  to  fen;,  uiAof  »  extracwclbmy  a  natoire^  link  tbey  ara  eaatly  ac^onmodatad  t*  poatiaat 
and  theralbpe,  iiiMead  o£  Itanatiiig  hiin,  and  itltiBK  b^^ 
\  and  giya  adaggeaof  cpadibiii^  ta  wbatefaa  lia  pitaaw  to  faiga     8b wlwig oara  aay  lifc». 
^iaebeqnoledasaiiaaoeplionlothegaiimlfula,  who  takaa  the  8iil«a6li  ol  niaosrofilutpieae*  ham 
periods  oTthe  SBgKthhistofT  M^Taiy  remote,  aad,  notwitiMtBBding,  aueoaeda  ramaulMbljfvm  esiaitlii^ 
Hie  heimcpanioa  TlMfcShake^tara  naJMt  osadouM  bit  beioM  ia.uBdsQiiyble) 
•eme  wiQ  ever  pretend  to  assert,  that  real  charurters  of  great  men,  touched  up  and  helgbtenad»b|t  % 
poetioal  hacf,  wiU  not  «ery.nat«raUy  awita  adlMratioa    But  ^eaaana  diOnravt  dagiaias.  o£  tSiis 
passioii>  aa wtti  aa otf  all  otbess;  aad it U evident^  that  the  dtgicftof it wbicb  flhahf fpaaiaiqtapda t» 
laisetlaBateqiialftotliatwhidilioaDOraiasat,  andthaatbtrwntaraof  tba  epio  tribe»    W«adaMm 
Bo<^Bract6riBShakeqpea««*s  woriM  mora  tAian  that  of  Henry  V.biittb«ide^whicbHQaMvgives<QS  of 
Achilles  is  still  mora  noble  and  angvit^  IW  tragedian  mixes  so  much  of  the  ardinarBK  a^tt  ii^  the 
diameter  of  his  hero,  that  we  beeome  too  familiar  with  him  ta  admine  hya  in  a  higbdeyot.:  for  in 
tiiose  Tery  pieces  in  which  he  is  represented  as  perfonniag  his  moat  ramaiiahlnex||l«its»,  ha  is 
often  feond  at  his  leisure  hours  amusing  himself  with  a  knot  of  humgwrist^  piohpaekats*.  and 
hnflboDB.     I  do  not  pretend  to  censuse  Shakespeare  for  this  oonduct;  because  it  is- net  tbabnsinesa-ef 
^tragedian  to  make  usa^nire,  but  to  interest  omr  other  afiections:  andy.toma1io  hisbesoea'Tergii 
much  oibjects  of  admiratioo,  woaM  possibly  be  one  of  the  greatest  erromv  that  an  author  otthaOkinA 
endd  €all  mto :  for  the  principle  of  oompassien,  to  whidi  tmgedy  is  peculiarly  addrasaad*  isifUMipa*^ 
tfUe  with  high  admiration ;  andaman,  in  order  eitber  tobelonedjorpitied,  must  appear  with  evidenh 
sjiwuitijiiis  of  the  weaknesses  oemmon  to  the  rest  of  the  humankind*  U  iaoutowajmsgp  iurdistoesi^ 
whieh  nfliota  us ;  and  we  never  pity  one  under  calamities,  who  ia  not  wsaki  enough  to  faa^nMvndt 
by  tlwm.     Homer,  upon  thisaooount^  never  attempts  to  excite  pity,  but  ftom  aueh  private  mid  do* 
meaHe  disti  esses  as  show  his  heroes  in  the  light  of  ordinary  men.    Sepfaoeles  likewise,,  ftomi  a  josh 
appichcnsieo  that  the  heroie  passion  inteifores  with  the  pvoperspirit  of  tragedy,  lesfenaonpuffissa. 
the  ipreat  characters  which  he  mtroduoes,  and  strips  them  of  mora  than  half  tbair  dignity.    Thoogb/ 
<wteisitt  Shahesponre  mahm  as  admire  his  hesoesas  much  as- a  tragedian  oughtto  do>  and  emn  mam, 
in  some  instanees,  than  the  rules  of  ait  would  justify;  yet,  as  the  degmeof'  admiration  which  ha 
cncites  is  lem  by  for  than  that  which  epic  poetry  aims  at,  it  may  well  be  raised  fvom-sufajeals  that  are 
itoietlyhialorieal,  though  the  faigfaer  degrees  of  that  passion  cannot.    Weremyjudfmeat>of  safltcient 
ithwiiyTn  matters  of-  oritictsm ,  I  would  have  it  miderstoodas  a  rule,  that  the  subjectsofvpje  pal- 
try should  be  taken  from  tradition  only ;  that  tragedy  should  keep  within  the  limitB  of  true  hmtor^ ; 
and  timt  comedy,  without  meddling  at  all  with  historieal  facts,  should  expose  viee  and  folly  in  moeat 
inslameet,  and  from  living  examples.    Thatpart  of  the  rale  wbiob  regards  epic  poetry,  is*  sofikciently 
justified  from  what  has  been  already  said ;  and,  concerning  tragedy,  I  have  likewise  observed,  that  it 
cmg^  not  to  exalt  its  greatest  characters  above  the  standard  of  real  life.    From  this  it  will  fUlan^  that 
it  Bay  be  strictly  historical  without  losing  any  real  advantage,and attain  its  foil  perfootionwithouttbe 

— i^ i'    of  fable.    1  believe  it  will  be  easily  allowed,  that  where  truth  and  fiction  are  equally  sufaser* 

vient  to  tbe  purposes  of  poetry,  the  first  ought  always  to  be  preferred ;  for  true  history  carries^  weights 
and  authority  with  it,  which  seldom  attend  stories  that  are  merely  fictitious,  and  has  many  other. 
advantages  ^r  iDteresting  our  aflbctioas  aboTo  the  legends  of  remote  antk}uity.  But  as  tragedy  should 
never  go  so  far  back  as  the  fobolous  ages,  neither  should  it,  in  my  opinion,  approach  toe  nearto  tlie 
pteseot  times  ;  for  though  it  does  not  aim  at  raising  and  gratifying  the  passion  of  admiration,  yet  iti 
has  a  d^iee  of  dignity  to  maintain,  which  it  would  endanger  by  treating  of  events  too  recent,  and. 
f^armeterm  too  perticalariy  remembered.    Comedr.  on  tbe  other  hand,  and  indeed  every  spaeies  of 
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Iboli^  who  aife  yM  ttjpon  the  stage.  The  ancient  comedy  of  the  GreekB,  which  proceeded  upon  Xbk 
maxim,  was  certainly,  upon  that  account,  the  most  perfect  species  of  satire  that  ever  was  invented. 
Homer,  as  he  exceeds  all  other  poets  in  merit,  has  likewise  the  advaittage  Of  them  in  point  of  good  for- 
tuMi ;  the  couditioii  of  the  age  in  which  he  wrote  gave  him  an  opportonity  of  celebrating,  in  hb  poems, 
events,  which  though  they  were  in  his  days  of  no  great  antiquity,  and  consequently  the  more  mter- 
esting,  3ret  had  fidlen,  through  the  want  of  authentic  records,  into  so  happy  a  degree  of  obscurity, 
that  he  was  at  full  liberty  to  feign  concerning  them  what  he  pleased,without  any  danger  of  confotatioo. 
This  is  an  advantage  which  succeeding  poets  could  not  boast  of;  and  therefore  have  found  tbemsdves 
under  a  necessity,  either  of  taking  their  subjects  from  remote  antiquity,  as  I  have  done,  or,  (whicb, 
ifi  my  opinkm,  is  worse)  of  attempting  to  mil  foble  with  true  history,  which  never  can  be  donewitk 
pnccess. 

The  mythology  in  the  following  pOem  will  probably  give  offence  to  some  readers,  who  will  think  it 
indecent  for  a  Christian  to  write  in  such  a  manner  as  to  suppose  the  truth  of  a  Heathen  religioo. 
They  will  be  of  opinion,  that  it  would  have  been  better,  either  to  have  faitrodnoed  no  religious  system 
at  all,  or  to  have  chosen  such  a  subject  as  would  have  admitted  of  the  true  sjrstem.     I  shall  endeavour 
to  answer  this  objection,  by  establishing  two  maxims  directly  opposite  to  what  is  proposed  in  the  pre- 
eeding  alternative,  and  show  not  only  that  diirine  beings  are  necessary  characters  in  an  epic  poem,  but 
likewise  that  it  is  highly  improper  to  introduce  the  true  God  ipto  a  work  of  that  nature.     If  these  two 
pomts  are  fully  made  out,  the  force  of  the  objection  will  be  taken  away.    As  to  the  first  of  them  j  let  as 
again  consider  the  end  which  epic  poetry  proposes  to  itself :  it  aims  at  exciting  admiration;  by  setting 
before  us  images  of  whatever  is  great  and  noble  in  the  human  character :  it  is  necessary  for  this  pur- 
pose that  a  poet^hould  give  his  heroes,  not  only  all  those  intrinsic  qualities  which  make  men  admired, 
Imt  that  he  should  magn':fy  them  likewise  by  a  skilfol  management  of  outward  circumstances.    We  do 
not  form  our  notions  either  of  persons  or  things  from  their  real  qualities  only;  circumstances  of  a 
foreign  nature,  and  merely  accessory,  have  as  great  an  influence  as  these  in  determining  our  appro- 
bation and  dislike.    This  observation  shows  the  importance  of  mjrtbology  to  epic  poetry ;  for  ^thing 
can  render  a  person  of  greater  consequence  in  the  eye  of  the  world,  than  an  opinion  that  the  gods  re- 
gard him  with  a  peculiar  degree  of  attention,  and  are  much  interested  in  all  that  relates  to  him.    If 
people  are  once  considered  as  the  favourites  of  Heaven,  or  instruments  chosen  for  the  accomplishment 
of  its  important  purposes ;  poets  may  tell  of  them  what  great  things  they  please,  without  seeming  to 
exaggerate,  or  say  any  thing  that  exceeds  the  bounds  of  probability.    Homer  was  certainly  of  this 
opinion,  when  he  ascribed,  to  his  heroes,  valour  and  other  great  qualities  in  so  immoderate  a  degree  ; 
for,  had  the  gods  never  interposed  m  any  of  the  events  which  he  celebrates ;  had  his  chief  actors  been, 
no  ways  connected  with  them,  either  in  point  of  fovour  or  consanguinity,  and  represented,  at  the  same 
time,  as  performing  the  high  exploits  which  he  ascribes  to  them,  instead  of  being  applauded  as  tha 
first  of  poets,  he  would  have  been  censured  as  the  most  false  and  most  credulous  of  historians.     This 
argument  in  fovour  of  poetical  mythology,  with  another  which  might  be  taken  from  the  advantage 
it  is  of  in  point  of  ornament,  and  a  third  from  its  use  in  all^pory,  has  determined  almost  all  the  wri- 
ters who  have  followed  the  epic  or  heroic  style,  to  alkiw  it  a  place  in  their  compositions  :  such  of  them 
as  have  taken  their  subject  from  Greek  or  Roman  story,  have  adopted  the  mythology  of  Homer  ;  and 
the  rest,  in  celebrating  more  modem  heroes,  have,  instead  of  that,  made  use  of  the  true  religioo,  cor- 
rupted by  an  unnatural  mixture  of  northern  superstition  and  Grecian  fable.     From  a  practice  tbei«- 
Ibre  so  universal,  we  may  justly  infer,  that  poets  have  looked  upon  mythofogy  as  a  thing  of  great  use  in 
their  compositkms,  and  alnxtst  essential  to  the  arL 

It  maybe  alleged,  after  all  that  has  been  said,  that,  to  bring  gods  into  epic  poetry,  is  inconvenient, 
on  many  accounts ;  that  it  prevents  a  proper  display  of  character  in  the  human  actors,  turning  them 
all  into  so  many  machines,  to  be  moved  and  guided  by  the  immediate  impulses  of  deity ;  that  it 
breaks  in  upon  the  order  of  natural  causes,  and  renders  all  art,  eitiier  in  the  plan  or  conduct  of  a 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


FRU  AC£  TO  THE  EHGONlAD^  IVf 

iiemblb  to  oounterbaUnre.    Bat  the  oljectioD  is  by  no  means  well  foimded ;  for,  thoogli  th^re  maybe 
iB  todiacreet  appticatioo  of  mytbology,  productiTe  of  all  those  ill  effects  wbich  have  been  menUoned  ; 
yet  it  is  obvious,  both  from  reason  and  experience,  that  mythology  may  be  managed  in  such  a  manner 
as  to  be  attended  with  none  of  them.    And  tbb  will  appear  from  a  very  obvious  example  :  the  great- 
est paitof  mankind,  in  every  age,  have  believed  that  gods  and  supierior  beings  goveni  and  direct  the 
oeurse  of  human  affairs.    Many  individuals,  and  even  whole  Stations,  have  thought  that  aU  the 
actkns  and  events  of  our  lives  are  predetermined  by  an  over-ruling  power,  and  that  we  suffer  th6 
control  of  an  irresistible  necessity  in  all  we  do :  yet  this  opinion  never  changes  the  moral  feelings  of 
aach  as  entertain  it,  and  their  judgment  of  characters  and  actious  ; '  they  love  and  hate,  appiove  and 
disaiqpfove,  admire  and  despise,  in  the  same  manner  as  othets  do  who  believe  that  men  are  absolutely 
free*  and  that  their  final  determinations  proceed  only  from  themselves.  But  when  it  is  understood,  thai 
people  actwithout  consciousness,  or  that  the  organs  of  their  bodies  are  not  under  the  dominion  of  their 
own  wills,  but  actuated  by  some  other  being  without  their  consent;    in  short,    when  mere  physical 
necessity  is  substitaled  in  place  of  moral,  all  idea  of  character,  all  sense  of  approbation  and  disapproba- 
tion immediately  ceases.    From  this  fact,  the  truth  of  which  nobody  will  dispute,  it  is  easy  to  judge  in 
what  caees  the  interpositioQ  of  gods  in  the  action  of  a  poem  will  prevent  a  proper  display  of  the  human 
^avactersy  and  when  not    Volition,  as  appears  by  the  example  now  given,  is  that  upon  which  all 
our  moral  ideas  are  founded  :  8(^  long  then  as  volition  is  exerted,  there  is  a  character,  and,  when  that, 
ceases,  the  character  is  lost    If  therefore  the  deities  in  a  poem  are  employed  in  animating  and 
deterring  the  heroes>  only  by  suggesting  such  motives  as  are  proper  to  influence  their  wills ;  such  inter- 
position by  no  means  interferes  with  the  display  of  character,  but  rather  £ivours  it;  for  the  quality  of 
every  miiid  may  be  known  from  the  motives  by  which  it  is  determined  ;  and  Minerva's  prevailing 
with  Pandflffus  to  be  guilty  of  a  piece  of  treachery,  by  suggesting  that  Paris  would  reward  him  for  it, 
discovered  the  venality  of  his  temper  as  much  as  if  he  had  done  the  same  action  from  a  like   motive 
eccorring  tohimseli 

Poets  often  make  the  gods  infuse  an  uncommon  d^ree  of  lagour  into  their  heroes,  for  answering  ^me  • 
great  occasion,  and  add  to  the  grace  and  dignity  of  their  figure.  Sometimes  they  make  a  second- 
nte  heio  the  first  in  a  particular  action,  and,  with  their  assistance,  he  distinguishes  himself  above  such 
as  are  at  other  times  more  remarkable  for  valour  and  success ;  all  this  is  so  agreeable  to  what  happens 
Batnrnlly«  and  from  mere  mechanical  causes,  that  we  forget  the  gods,  and  interpret  what  happens 
asif  tfaey  bad  notinterposed  atall.  For  every  body  knows,  that  when  people  are  roused  to  any 
semarimUe  exertion  of  force,  they  become  stronger  than  they  are  at  other  times;  and  that,  when  in  this 
MMmer  the  q[>irits  rise  to  an  uncommon  height,  the  whole  body  acquires  new  graces.  Valour  is  not  a 
fised  and  permanent  quality,  nor  is  it  found  in  any  one  always  in  the  same  degree.  Plutarch 
ciiscifcs,  that  of  all  the  virtues  it  exerU  itself  most  irregularly,  and  rises  by  fits  like  a  divine  inspire- 
txHU  The  sense  which  every  man  has  of  these  things,  makes  him  look  upon  the  interposition  of  gods 
ia  sodi  cases  as  a  mythological  way  of  expressing  what  is  nserely  natural,  and  allow  such  as  perform 
ihe  great  actions  in  a  poem  to  possess  the  whole  merit  of  them.  It  never  lessens  our  opinion  of  Bee- 
tar's  valour,  for  instance,  that  ApoUo  often  sissists  him ;  nor  do  we  think  Ulysses  less  prudent,  because 
be  is  guided  by  the  influence  of  Minerva.  We  have  as  dear  impressions  of  those,  and  the  other  Ho- 
meric characters,  as  we  have  of  any  characters  whatsoever,  and  discern  their  limits  and  distinguishing 
Bsarks  as  clearly,  as  if  they  had  acted  altogether  of  themselves.  That  superior  beings  should  be 
coiployed  io  goveining  the  events  of  things,  and  interposing  by  thunder,  earthquakes,  inundations, 
pcatilcoces,  and  the  like,  can  never  be  thought  unnatural  in  poetry,  by  any  one  who  believes  that 
Piwidenoe  actually  manages  the  affairs  of  the  world  by  such  means.  It  belongs  to  men  to  deugn  and 
aet,  but  to  Heaven  alone  to  determine  events.  Though  a  poet,  therefore,  should  represent  au  army 
veaker  and  worse  coDdacted,  prevailing,  in  consequence  of  that  kind  of  interposition  which  has  been 
mentiooedy  over  another,  evidently  better  and  stronger;  there  would  be  nothing  unnatural  in  such  an 
aeoocBBt,  or  contrary  to  what  is  often  experienced  in  real  affiurs. 

After  all  that  has  been  said,  it  roust  be  owned,  that  if  gods  are  brought  in  upon  slight  occasions,  and 
for  trifling  purposes ;  if  ihey  are  put  upon  working  miracles  in  order  to  cover  bhinders  either  in  the 
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atttoriglrtib3FtiMilM««iiaBdi»eit«AeetMlmetb«dlt.    Thme  ntmm^md  tJwotjwHwm  at  graiftc^ 

laaglbrlBeaaM fltflbftvisv it  apfnan  Twy  plausible;  and  simll  iH^weed  to  wbat  «eBBuai»v  afttor  I 

]ia«etak«Bi»tM«of«iotiMr,wlricbbasHlMwi8esomeappeanuicgo€^^    It  will  be  ttwvgltt  iaooii* 

imy^at,  aiitittlM^Mign  of  epio  peetry  to  raise  and  dignify  .hanaaofaavaeteiv,  tlMt  godb  ib&Mf 

kfftw  witk  meii.in  tlie  saae  seetteaaf  aetioa.     It  frill  be  alleged,  tbat  id  tbis  oho  the  divine  pBiaaot 

will  nac tssarily  otawttadow  ibe  buman^  lessen  them  by  a  oompais6a»  and  ooasOquiiitljr  pmduoe  av 

eifeetdireetlyopixMftetDfkhatisiDlandad.    Thb cAgection,  howeaer plansifaie,  does  notseelftto  bv 

tappoctMbyc^penenoa;  at  least  I  never  foand  in  any  instaDoa,  tlMt  tiro  spleadaur  of  tbe  diiioa 

cWracters  in  a  poem  eclipsed  the  human.  Besides,  this  is  whatoaanoteasily  happen  ^ftnv  let  as  sap** 

|)tsa  two  pasties  al  boys  engaged  in  some  triai>  either  o^  force  or  skill,  sad-thai  a  tsm  menrtslRiinrt 

id  the  deiiati,  dividing^  themsdvea  betwaafr  the  opposite  sides,  and  SMJsriiig  thefli<  against  aMli> 

other,  would  tbe  eiq^loitaof  the  foil-grown  mtn,  however  remarkable,  lessen  those  oftfae  bays  }  Iff  mf 

means ;  for  thingsthal  ate  oonfcisedly  unequal,  never  oome  into  oompetitida,  and  therefoM  oannatr  be* 

either  lessened  or  magnified  by  appearihg  together.    Are  we  less  disposed  to  admiw  tba  Vioor  otf 

AohiUes,  because  it  19  nndentood  he  was  not  a  matdi  for  Jupiter?  orthe  as^gwortyof  UlysMSt  UniaMWr 

his  penetration  was  not  equal  to  thatof  Mteerva?    But  there  ir  one  dffoumstmme-  which  lendOi^  it 

absolatelyiBipoBsiMfrfor  the  godk  in  epic  poetry  to  eclipse  tho  meninpcint  o<f  heroism;  and' it  ia«hi%« 

that  tbe  gods  ai«  immortal,  and  coQsequeatly  cannot  exert  that  in  which  hecoismcbMyooiBii^  y^m 

the  contempt  of  deaths    Hbmer^  hi  order  to  give  his  deitlev  as- much  (rfthat<|naliiy  aapeadble!,  batf 

mad)e  them  vulnerableaRd'sosceptiblfe  oPpain ;  a  freedom  whidi  has  ailoeked  some  of  the oritlds^  wliW' 

M  not  ftttsnd  to-the  reason  of  his  doing  so.     But  Homer  was  too  good  a  judg«  of  propriety^  net  tb'br 

aensiMe  that  no  perMmenuld  appear  with  advantage  itr  militaiy  actions^  who  VOntur'd  nothing  iapoAM^ 

of  personid  saftty ;  and  that  9iataffe«  foree,  magnificent  armour,  ande^at  the  hlgheal  adikHiMgufes»- 

will  never  constitute  the  heroic  character,  where  patience  and  a  contempt  of  danger  hawaiio'  oppoitD-r 

nityof  appearhig;    It  fe  this  circumstanee  which  gives  themortalsht  epic  poetry  a*  i 

tag*  over  ^e-itnmertals ;  and  HDtrs,  when  ushered  into  the  field 'with  all  the  pomp  and  i 

Hbmeric  description,  is  an  object  tess  to  be  aAniml'thon  Dfomed,  Ajax,  and  auny  othett  whoeoolbar 

bmvely,  though  conscious  of  mortality.    Homer,  who  has  managed^  his  gimt  ohaweters  withtho  Utiaa»i 

judgment  and'strictest  attention  to  cireumstancea,  taUes  oaroto  have  Achillea  early  iufonued*  HmtlnR 

was  to  perish  at  IVxiy,  else  he  might  seem  too  conscioua of  safety,  fiMn  hismatchlenr  valooraad  1 

armour  which  he  wore,  to  be  great  in  ihttt  which  is  most  to  bo  admired^  the  ooateapt<of  deaths 

the  danger  ofit  is  imminent    Itrmustbeaoknowtedgedi  that  in  MUtoi^s  FaMdiso  lAst^.tha] 

ui machinery ovoT'Shadow die humanchaiacteia,  and Ihattho heroeaof  Ae  poem  aie  all  of  tlsenr 

immortals:  buttheli  it  irtobe remeirtbeied, durt  l*aradise  Iosl^is*woikaltt^g^hcr inrepdar ;  UmttlMW 

subject  of  it  is  notepic;  but  tragic ;  and  that  Adm  and'Bve  mt  not  darfgnedto  beohjaotrofadminb*  * 

tion,  but  of  pity ;  it  is  tragic  in  its  plot,  and  epic  in  its  dress  and'  miefafiiiery :  aa  a<  traged^f^  it  doeai 

not  fkll  under  thepresent  question  j  and  as  an  epic  poem,  it  evades  it  llfcewisei  by*  a 

very  uncommon,  vir.  thatinthepaitof  it  which  is  properly  epicy  thera  aie  no  hoaaw* 

at  an. 

I  have  in  this  manner  endeavoured  to  prove  that  mythology  isaeceasary  to  an  epic  pocBi  and  tkaftr 
the  chief  objections  to  the  use  of  it  are  of  little  consequence.  I  proceed  to  establish  the  other  pio^»*< 
sltion  which  I  mentioned;  and  show,  that  the  true  <]od  onghtnot  to  be  brought  hilD  a  work  of  that* 
nature.  And  if  this  proposition  can  be  made  oat,  it  will  easHy  appear  from  it  andthe  preceding  oaa- 
taken  together,  that  poets  are  under  a  necessity  of  having  reooarw  to  a  falsa  theelogy»  ami  that  theft 
are  not  to  be  blamed  for  doing  what  thenatore  of  epic  poetry  on  tfaeone  hand,  and  respeet  to  lha> 
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fiontAj  InthS^regpeei;  mm),  though  no  encomimns  are  too  great  for  him  at  a  poet,  he  is  juitly 
chargeable  with  impiety,  for  presumitig  to  represent  the  I>ivioe  Nature,  and  the  mysteries  of  religion, 
■oarding  to  the  narrowness  of  bumao  prejudice :  his  dialogues  between  the  Father  and  the  Son ;   his 
^nploying  a  Being  of  infinite  wisdom  in  diMnissing  the  subtleties  of  school  dimity ;  the  sensual  views 
which  hegivesof  the  happines:i  of  Heaven,  admitting  into  it,  as  a  part,  not  only  real  eating  and  drinking^ 
but  another  kind  of  animal  pleasure  too  by  no  means  more  refined :  these,  and  such  like  circumstances, 
though  perfiMtly  poetical,  and  agreeable  to  the  genius  of  an  art  which  adapts  every  thing  to  the  hu<* 
JDBB  mode,  are,  at  the  same  time,  so  inconsistent  with  truth,  and  the  exahed  ideas  which  we  ought 
lo  entertain  of  divine  things,  that  they  must  be  highly  offensive  to  all  such  as  have  just  impressions  of 
religioB,  and  would  not  choose  to  see  a  system  of  doctrine  revealed  from  Heaven,  reduced  to  a  state  of 
Anlbrmity  with  heathen  superstition.    True  theologry  ought  not  to  be  used  in  an  epic  poem,  for  ano- 
iher  reason,  of  no  less  weight  than  that  which  has  been  mentioned,  vh.  That  the  human  charscters 
which  it  represenU  should  never  be  formed  upon  a  perfect  moral  plan,  but  have  their  piety  (for  in- 
staaoe)  tinctured  with  superstition,  and  their  general  behaviour  influenced  by  affection,  passion,  and 
pnejndjce^    This  will  be  thought  a  violent  paradox,  by  such  as  do  not  know  that  impeHect  characters 
mterett  u<  more  than  perfect  ones,  and  that  we  are  doubly  instructed  when  we  see,  in  one  and  thesame 
example,  both  what  ve  ought  to  follow  and  what  we  ought  to  avoid.   Accordingly  Horace,  in  his  Epistle 
to  I/>IIius,  where  he  bestows  the  highest  encomiums  upon  the  Uiad,  as  a  work  which  delineated  vice  and 
virtue  better  than  the  writings  of  the  most  celebrated  phikMophers,  uy%  of  it,  notwithstanding,  that  it  it 
Uken  up  in  describiRg  the  antmositiea  of  foolish  kings  and  infatuated  natk)ns.    To  go  to  the  bottom  oT 
this  matter,  it  will  be  piioper  to  obeerve,  that  men  are  capable  of  two  sorts  of  charscter,  which  may  ba 
«iistingni&bed  by  the  names  of  natuial  and  artificial.    The  natural  character  implies  all  those  feelings, 
^lassions,  desiref ,  and  opinions,  which  men  have  from  nature  and  common  experience,  indcptsndent  of 
speenlatjon  and  moral  refinement.    A  person  of  this  character  Uxjkt  upon  outward  prosperity  as  a  real 
good,  and  considers  the cahunities  of  life  as  reale>ils ;  loves  his  friends,  hates  his  enemies,  admires  htS 
Mperiors,  is  assuming  with  respect  to  bis  inferiovs,  and  stands  upon  terms  of  rivalship  with  his  equals; 
in  short,  is  governed  by  all  those  passions  and  opinions  that  possess  the  hearts  and  determine  the  actions 
•f  ondinaty  men.    The  force  and  magnitude  of  this  character  is  in  proportkm  to  the  strength  of  these 
natural  dispositions;  and  its  virtue  consists  in  having  the  generous  and  beneficent  ones  predominant. 
M  to  that  sort  of  character,  a^in,  which  i  distinguished  by  the  name  of  artificial;  it  consists  in  a  ha- 
bit of  mind  formed  by  discipline,  aooording^  to  the  cool  and  dispassionate  dictates  of  reasou.    This 
character  is  highly  moral,  but,   in  my  opinion,  far  less  poetical  than  the  other,  by  being  less  fit  for 
interesting^  our  affections,  which  are  formed  by  the  wise  Author  of  our  nalure  for  embracing  such  beings 
»»  are  of  the  same  temper  and  complexion  with  ourselves,  and  arc  marked  with  the  oommon  infirmi- 
ties of  htunan  nature.     Persons  of  the  high  philosophic  character,  are  too  firm  and  unmoved,  amidst 
the  calamities  they  meet  with,  to  excite  much  sympathy,  and  are  too  much  superior  to  the  sallies  of 
passion  and  partial  affection,  the  popular  marks  of  generosity  and  greatness  of  mind,  expr  to  be  much 
admired  by  the  bulk  of  mankind.     If  the  most  accomplished  poet  in  the  worid  should  take  a  rigid  phi- 
kMopber  for  the  chief  character  either  of  an  epic  poem  or  a  tragedy,  it  is  cfasy  to  conjecture  what . 
would  be  the  success  of  such  an  attempt;  the  work  would  assume  the  character  of  its  hero,  and  be 
onld,  dispassionate,  and  uninteresting.    There  is,  however,  a  species  of  panegyric  proper  for  such  soit 
of  perfection,  and  it  may  be  represented  to  advantage,  cither  in  history  or  prose  dialogue,  but  it  will 
never  strike  thebtilk  of  mankind.     Plato,  in  bis  apology  of  Socrates,  deceives  us;  as  Mr.  AddLson 
likewisa  does  in  his  tragedy  of  Cato:  for  both  uf  them  attempt  to  persuade  us,  that  we  are  affected 
with  the  contemplation  of  unshaken  fortitude,  while  we  are  only  sympathizing  with  suffering  inno- 
cence.   The  tenderness  of  humanity  appearing  through  tlie  hardness  of  the  philosophic  character,  is 
that  vhich  affects  us  in  both  instances,  and  nut  that  unconquered  greatness  of  mind,  which  occasions 
rather  wonder  and  at tonishment  than  genuine  affection. 

From  what  has  been  said,  it  is  easy  to  infer,  that  the  great  characters,  both  in  epic  poetry  and  tra- 
gedy, ought  not  to  be  formed  upon  a  perfect  moral  plan ;  and  therefore  heroes  themselves  must  often 
be  represented  as  acting  from  such  motives,  and  governed  by  such  affections,  as  impartial  reason  can- 
not approve  of:  but  it  would  be  highly  indecent  to  make  a  being,  whom  religion  teaches  us  to  crtnst- 
der  as  perfect,  enter  into  the  views  of  sucli  persons,  and  exert  himself  in  order  ro  piomote  their  extrar 
vagant  enterprises.  This  would  be  to  bring  down  the  infinite  wisdom  of  Oud  to  the  level  of  human 
foUy.  and  to  make  hhn  altogether  siicb  an  one  as  ourselves* 
fOL.  XM.  K 
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A  ftke  theology,  therefore,  ought  rather  to  be  employed  ia  poeticel  compc^ioiK  then  the  (me  t 
for,  M  the  superior  bdngi  which  are  introduced  most  of  necetnty  be  represented  ei  assaniing  the 
passions  and  opinions  of  those  whom  they  fisvour,  it  is  surely  much  safer  to  employ  a  set  of  imagioafy 
betngs  for  this  purpose,  than  God  himMl^  and  the  blessed  aogels,  who  ought  always  to  be  ol^ecls  4if 
ourrererenoe. 

The  same  reasoning  which  leads  to  this  couckiBOD,  will  likewise  make  us  sensible,  that  among  falee 
religions,  those  ought  to  be  preferred  which  are  least  coi|oected  with  the  true ;  for  tiie  superstitioBa 
which  priests  and  poets  have  built  upon  the  Chrietian  fiuth,  dishonour  it,  and  therefore  should,  if  poe« 
sible;  be  buried  in  obUvion.  The  ancient  Oredc  theology  seems  upon  all  aooounts  the  fltteat.  It  hat 
DO  connection  with  the  true  system,  and  therefore  may  be  treated  with  Ibe  greatest  freedom,  withoot 
indecency  or  ground  of  ofleoce.  -  It  consists  of  a  number  of  beautiful  foUes,  suited  to  the  taste  of  tiia 
most  lively  and  ingenious  people  that  ever  existed,  and  so  much  calculated  to  ravish  and  transport  a 
warm  imagination,  that  many  poets  in  oaodem  times,  who  proceeded  upon  a  different  theolpgy,  have 
fifjtwithstanding  been  so  bewitched  with  its  charms,  as  to  admit  it  into  then-  worin,  though  it  clash* 
ed  violently  with  the  system  which  they  had  adopted.  Milton  b  remaricable  in  this  respect  $  and  tba 
more  so,  aa  his  poem  is  aHogether  of  a  relifious  nature,  and  the  subject  of  it  taken  from  tioiy 
writ 

Some  may  possibly  imagine,  that  the  following  work  would  have  had  greater  merit,  if  it  had  offiereA 
to  the  world  a  set  of  characters  entirely  new,  and  a  story  no  ways  connected  with  any  thing  that  is  aU 
ready  known.     1  am  not  of  thb  opinion,  but  persuaded,  on  the  contrary,  that,  to  invent  a  story  quite 
•ew,  with  a  catalogue  of  names  net cr  before  heard  of,  would  be  an  attempt  of  such  a  nature*  at 
4S0ukl  not  be  made  with  tolerable  sutscess ;  for  every  man  must  be  sensible,  that  the  woodera  wImA 
epic  poetry  relates,  will  shodc  even  the  ignorant  vulgar,  and  appear  altogether  ridiculous,  if  they  are 
not  founded  upon  something  which  has  alcjeady  gamed  a  degree  of  credit.    Our  first  ideas  are  takem 
imm  experience;  and,  though  we  may  be  brought  to  receive  notions,  not  only  very  different  from 
those  which  esqierience  suggests;  but  even  directly  contrary  to  them,  yet  this  is  not  to  bedonesnd^ 
denlyand  at  one  attempt:  such,  therefore,  as  would  have  their  fictious  favorably  received,  must  lay 
it  down  as  a  rule,  to  accommodate  what  they  feign  to  establidied  prejudices,  and  build  upon  stories 
which  are  already  in  some  measure  believed.     With  this  precaution,  they  may  go  great  lengths  with- 
out appearing  absurd,  but  will  soon  shock  the  meanest  understandings,-  if  they  neglect  it.    Had  there 
been  no  iabnlottfi  accounts  concerning  the  Trojaoexpeditioa  current  in  Greece  and  Asia,  at  the  time 
when  Homer  wrote,  the  stories  whicli  he  teUs.  though  the  most  beautiful  that  ever  were  invested, 
would  have  appeared  to  his  ooteraporaries  altogether  ridiculous,  and  never  been  admired,  till  anti« 
•quity  had  procured  them  credit,  or  a  tradition  been  formed  afterwards  to  vouoh  for  them  to  the  world; 
for,  in  matters  of  an  extraordinary  kind,  not  only  reason,  but  even  imagination,  requires  more  than  a 
single  testhnony  to  ground  its  assent  upon ;  and  therefore,  though  I  should  have  invented  a  set  of 
•obaracters  ei|^rely  new,  and  framed  a  story  for  the  sol^eet  of  my  poem  no  ways  connected  with  any 
thing  that  has  yet  been  heard  of,  and  been  so  happy  in  this  attempt  as  to  produce  what  might  equal, 
in  point  of  perfection,  any  of  the  most  beautiful  foUes  of  antiquity;  it  would  have  wanted,  notwich- 
standing,  what  is  absobtely  necessary  in  order  to  success,  viz.  that  credit  wbk:h  new  invented  ActiooB 
derive  from  their  connection  witli  tudi  asare  already  become  familiar  to  men's  imaginations. 

Tradition  is  the  best  ground  upon  which  fable  can  be  built,  no(  only  because  it  gives  the  appearanoe 
of  r^ity  to  things  %hat  are  merely  fictitious,  but  likewise  because  it  supplies  a  poet  witli  the  most  pro- 
per materials  for  his  invention  to  work  upon.-  There  are  some  fabulous  stories  that  please  more  uni« 
versaily  than  others ;  and  of  this  kind  are  tlie  wonders  which  tradition  reporte ;  for  they  are  accommo- 
dated to  the  affections  and  passions  of  the  bulk  of  mankind,  in  the  same  manner  as  natkma]  proveibs 
are  to  their  understendings.  The  strict  accommodation  in  both  instances  proceeds  from  thesaoie 
cause,  viz,  that  nothing  of  cither  sort  is  the  work  of  one  man,  orof  one  age,  but  of  many.  Tiraditiona 
are  not  perfected  by  their  first  inventors,  nor  proverbs  established  upon  a  single  authority.     PruveriM 
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famed  bf  the  ^nsitu  of  fc^ular  traditkn.  The  fiusoltiei  of  «iy  iodnridaal  most  be  too  narrow  for 
tliitpiii;po6ei,  qod  have  too  noch  W  a  peonliar  cast  to  be  capable  of  producing  what  will  be  so  stricUj 
•daptod  to  tbe  comoMJO  feelimft  and  seotisientit  of  all.  It  is  this  sort  of  perfection  which  pleases  ua 
io  crchaiolqgirt  or  the  tfadilional  accouoti  which  we  bare  of  the  origins  of  nations  ;  for  we  are  often 
inoreafreeably  entertained  with  stories  of  that  kind,  though  we  know  them  to  be  abso  utely  faise^ 
tban  witli  the  jnstest  leprescntatioos  of  real  events.  But  as  tradition,  while  it  continues  in  the  hands 
of  the  people  must  be  but  vude  and  disagreeable  in  respect  of  its  form,  and  have  many  things  low 
•od  sfasurdin  ity  necessary  te  be  palliated  or  suppressed*  it  does  not  arrive  at  that  perfection  of  which 
it  iso^pahle,  till  it  cornea  nnder  the  management  of  the  poets,  and  from  them  receives  its  last  im* 
pfovemeot  By  means  of  this  progvesfl,  tales  Uiat,  in  the  mouths  of  their  first  inventors,  were  the 
moitabtard  that  can  be  imagined,  the  effects  of  mere  superstition,  ignorance,  and  national  pr^udioe* 
raeapat  last  to  astonish  the  world,  and  draw  the  admiration  of  all  ages,  in  the  form  of  an  Iliad 
orOdyisey.  it  is  not  the  business  of  a  poet,  then,  to  make  fable,  but  to  form,  correct,  abd  im- 
prove tiadition :  and  it  is  to  his  following  this  method,  that  Homer  undoubtedly  owes  his  success ;  for 
it  b  obrioiis  to  any  one  who  considers  his  works  with  attention,  that  he  only  collected  the  various  tra- 
dition that  were  current  in  bis  days,  and  reduced  them  to  a  system.  That  infinite  variety  of  indo- 
podent  stories  which  occur  in  his  works,  is  a  proof  of  this :  these  are  told  with  so  minute,  and  ofien 
to  mnecessary  a  detail  of  circumstances,  that  it  is  easy  to  see  that  he  followed  accounts  already  cur- 
Rot,  and  did  not  invent  what  he  has  recorded.  I  could  as  easily  believe  that  Prometheus  made  a 
Ban  of  day,  and  put  life  into  him,  or  assent  to  any  other  of  the  most  absurd  fictions  of  antiquity ;  I 
'  onild  eren  as  soon  be  persuaded  that  all  that  Homer  Ims  written  is  strict  matter  of  fact,  as  believe  that 
any  one  mortal  man  was  capable  of  inventing  that  infinite  variety  of  historical  circumstances  which 
ooeor  in  the  works  of  that  celebrated  poet :  for  invention  is  by  no  means  an  easy  thing ;  and  to  con- 
trivet  tale  that' will  please  universally  is  certainly  one  of  the  most  difficult  undertakings  that  can  be 
imagined.  Pods,  therefore,  have  found  themftlvcs  under  a  necessity  of  trusting  to  something  more 
fowerfiil  than  their  own  inv^tion  in  this  important  article,  viz,  the  joint  endeavours  of  many,  r^u- 
latedand  directed  by  the  censure  of  ages. 

What  has  been  said,  it  not  only  sufficient  to  justify  me  in  forming  my  poem  upon  historical  cir« 
caBtttanoet  already  known,  and  introducing  characters  which  the  reader  is  before  acquainted  with  | 
Iwt  tbows  the  necessity  likewise  of  taking  many  of  the  historical  circumstances  from  the  antient  poets.  ' 
For  tradition,  the  proper  foundation  of  epic  poetry,  is  now  to  be  found  only  in  their  writings;  and 
^licrafbre  must  be  used  like  a  common  stock,  and  not  conj^idered  as  the  property  of  individuals. 

Par  the  immoderate  lei^h  of  the  two  episodes,  viz.  thoae  in  the  fourth  apd  seventh  books,  all  that 
1  caosay,  is,  that  they  are  both  brought  in  for  very  important  purposes,  and  therefore  may  be  per- 
mitted to  take  up  more  room  than  is  ordinarily  allowed  to  things  of  that  sort  Besides,  the  firtt  of  them 
ttioteoded  as  an  experiment  in  that  kind  of  fiction  which  distinguishes  Homer*  sOdysscy,  and  the 
«tiier  as  an  attempt  to  heroic  tragedy,  after  the  manner  of  Sophocles. 

The  langaage  is  simple  and  artless.  This  I  take  to  be  an  advantage,  rathejrthan  a  defect;  for  it 
fives  aa  m  of  antiquity  to  the  work,  and  makes  the  style  more  suitable  to  the  subject. 

My  learoed  readers  will  be  surprised  to  find  Agamemnon  and  Menelaus  at  the  siege  of  Thebex, 
vbeo,  according  to  Homer,  they  were  not  there :  and,  at  the  same  time,  no  notice  taken  of  Sthe.f 
B^Qi>  the  friend  and  compamon  of  Diomed,  whom  the  same  author  mentions  as  present  in  that  cx- 
peditioo. 

^^ilh  respect  to  the  first  circumstance ;  I  did  not  choose,  for  the  sake  of  a  fact  of  so  little  conse- 
^enee,  and  that  too  depending  only  upon  poetical  anthority,  tg  deprive  myself  of  two  illustrious 
tames  very  proper  for  adorning  my  catalogue  of  heroes.  And  as  to  the  second  ;  it  will  b^  easily  allowed, 
"at  I  could  not  have  made  Sthcneliis  appear,  without  assigning  him  that  place  in  Diomed's  friendship, 
*nd  consequently  in  the  action  of  tlic  poem,  which  Ulysses  now  possesses ;  and  which  is  the  only 
1^^  rnthe  whole  suited  to  his  peculiar  character.  I  must  have  put  a  second-rate  hero  in  the  place 
^3  fint-rate  one ;  and  a  name  little  known  in  the  place  of  one  which  every  body  is  acquainted  with. 
1  esides,  I  must  have  transferred  to  Sthenelvts,  the  valour,  firmness,  and  address  of  Ulysses;  because 
^  part  be  was  to  act  would  have  reqo  red  these,  and  must,  at  the  same  time,  have  sunk  Ulyssea 
>B^  the  character  of  Sthenelus,  for  want  of  a  proper  opportunity  of  displaying  him  in  his  own.  rhese 
tte  UKonveuiences  too  great  to  be  incurred  for  the  sake  of  a  scrupulous  agreement  with  Homer  in  pqiQ,^ 
^k^f  and  arc  therefore,  inmyopiniooj  better  avoided* 
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I  have  explained  myielfvpon  the  ft>rcgoiiig  particulars,  for  the  sake  of  the  leaned  part  of  mj 
readers  only :  and  shall  now  drop  a  hint  for  soch  of  them  as  do  not  fall  under  that  denorainatian. 

The  following  poem  is  called  the  Epigoniad,  because  the  heroes,  whose  actions  it  celetyrates,  hate 
gotthenameof  Thfe  Epigoni  (or  descendants),  being  the  sons  of  those  who  attempted  the conqoot 
of  Thebes  in  a  former  expedition. 

Thus  for  Ibare  endeavoured  to  apologise  for  the  following  performance^  I^may  be  censured,  no 
doubt,  upon  many  accounts  ttesides  those  that  have  been  mentioned:  but  I  am  pernadad,  thatwhat 
has  been  said  will  determine  every  candid  reader,  not  to  be  peremptory  in  condemning  what  at  fint 
▼lew  he  may  dislike  |  for  the  specimen  of  criticism  which  has  been  given,  will  convince  him  that  the 
real  foults  of  epic  poetry  are  not  easily  ascertained,  and  distinguished  from  those  indonvenieoces  that 
must  be  allowed  to  take  pli^c^,  in  order  to  prevent  greater  foults,  and  produce,  upon  the  whote,  ^ 
Wgberd<?gree  of  perfection. 
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Ye  powers  <rf  song!  with  whose  tmmorUl  fire 
Your  bard  enraptur'd  song  Pelides»  ire. 

He  braVd,  in  ^em  debate,  the  aov'reigii  pow'r, 
Byjike  examine  teach  me  now  to  show 
«rt>m  lore,  no  less,  what  diiedisasters  flow. 
^  wb«i  theyooth  of  Greece,  by  Theseus  led, 
Retorn  d  to  conquer  where  their  fathers  bled. 
And  poni^  juUty  Thebes,  by  Hcav'n  ordainM 
ror  perfidy  to  fell,  and  oaths  profen'd  ; 
vemw,  still  partial  to  the  Theban  arms, 
^teM»3Mi  sedutfd  by  female  charms  j 
v^  from  his  plighted  faith  by  passion  sway'd, 
IJe  chiefs,  the  army,  and  himself  betray'd. 
ThM  theme  did  once  your  favorite  bard  employ, 
Wboseverse  immortalized thefelUf  Troy  : 
im  J!^  8  oblmous  gulf,  whose  circle  draws 
All  mortal  thmgs  by  fate's  eternal  laws, 

xZ^^JT^^  "^^  "^""^^^  themselves  are  tost. 
And  rounding  swift  succcssiTely  are  lost, 
^«^fiathsnatchM.  I  now  resume  the  strain. 
Not  from  prond  hope  and  emnlation  vain, 
S^^?"!.'lTP'.'^™^"^«i"«»  praise 
WWhworih  heroic, bomin happier ^rs 
boooer  the  weed,  that  with  the  SprinerpDear*. 
^.ofbe  Summer's  heatitsbSK^^ 
Bat,  shnr'hng^  at  the  touch  nf  w\J    u    ^ 
Soite  lo  xis  native  earth  «^f*'"'  ^^''» 
Mrght  match  the  iX  '  jf  .^^  ?,"'''^' 

But  lore  or.ciics  me,  and,»^.Vo  t.  *!7^ 


But  if  great  Campbell,  whose  Aospicioot  smilt 
Bids  genius  yet  revive  to  bless  our  isle. 
Who,  faum  the  toils  of  state,  and  public  caretf» 
Oft  with  the  Muses  to  the  shade  repairs. 
My  numbers  shall  approve,  1  rise  to  fame  : 
For  what  he  praises,  envy  dares  not  blame. 

Where  high  Olympus'  hundred  heads  arisen 
Divide  the  clouds,  and  mingle  with  the  skies. 
The  gods  assembled  mel^ :  and  view'd  from  far, 
Thebes  and  the  various  combats  of  the  war« 
From  all  apart  the  Paphian  soddess  sat. 
And  pity 'd  in  her  heart  her  fav'rite  states 
Decreed  to  perish^  by  the  AigivebancU, 
Pallas's  art,  Tydides»  mighty  hands :    , 
Pensive  she  sat,  and  every  art  explor'tl 
To  charm  the  victor,  and  restrain,  his  swOrd  j 
But  veil'd  her  purpose  from  the  piercing  raf 
Of  Pallas,  ever  jealous  of  her  sway : 
Unseen  the  goddess,  from  th*  Olyniplan  height 
To  shady  Cyprus  bent  her  rapid  flight, 
Do?m  the  steep  air,  as,  from  the  setting  skies. 
At  ev*n*8  apptnach,  a  streaming  meteor  flies. 
Where  lofty  shores  the  tempest's  rage  restrain. 
And  sleeps,  in  peace  dissolved,  the  hoary  main ; 
In  love's  fam'd  isle  a  deep  recess  is  found, 
Which  woods  embrace)  and  precipices  bound. 
To  Venus  sacred  ;  there  her  temple  stands. 
Where  aziire  billows  wash  the  gi>lden  sands, 
A  hollow  cave  j  and  lifts  its  rocky  head. 
With  native  myrtle  crown'd,  a  lofty  sliade  j 
Whither  resort  the  Naiads  of  the  flooil, 
AssembUd  with  the  nymphs  from  ev'ry  wood. 
Her  heifers  there  they  tcad,  and  fleecy  store. 
Along  the  windings  of  the  desert  shore. 
Thiiber  the  godd<  ss,  from  the  Olympian  height 
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And  now  the  queen,  impafient  to  explain 
Her  secret  griefs,  addressM  her  li^'nin^  train: 

"  Ye  rural  goddesses,  immortal  fair  ! 
Who  all  tny  triumphs*  all  my  sorrows  share ; 
I  come,  afflicted,  from  ih'  ethereal  towers. 
Where  Thebes  is  doomed  to  fall  by  partial  pow're. 
JJorcan  entreaty  sare  my  fav'rite  state, 
Avert  or  chanire  the  rigour  of  her  fate; 
TTwnjrhjhreathing  incense,  there  my  ahar  stands, 
With  daily  gift<  supply'd  from  virgin's  hand!. 
Juno  now  rules  the  senate  of  the  skies. 
And  with  her  dictates  ev*ry  pow*r  complies ; 
Her  jealous  hate  the  guiltiess  town  condemns 
To  wasteful  havoc,  and  the  rage  of  flames ; 
Since,  thither  tempted  by  a  strisinger's  charms. 
The  mighty  thunderer  forsook  her  arms. 
Jove's  warlike  daughter  too  promotes  %er  aim, 
Who  forTydides  seeks  immortal  fame; 
For  him  employs  a  mother's  watchful  cares. 
And  the  first  hnnonrs  of  the  war  prepares: 
To  frustrate  both,  a  monument  would  faiie 
Of  lasting  triumph  and  immortal  praise; 
To  draw  the  son  of  Tydeus  fr)m  the  fieKU 
To  whose  victorious  hands  the  town  must  yield ; 
Tor,  by  the  all-decreeing  will  of  fate,   * 
He  only  can  o*erthrow  the  Tbeban  state. 
A  wsy  which  promises  success  Pll  name; 
The  valiant  youth  adores  a  lovely  dame, 
Alcander*s  daughter,  whom  the  graces  joinM 
With  gif^s  adorn  above  the  human  kind : 
She  with  her  sire  forsook  th»  Hesperian  strand. 
By  hostile  arms  expelPd  their  native  land : 
For  Bchetus  who  rules,  wit*  tjrrant  force, 
Where  Aufidtis  directs  his  downward  course. 
And  high  Osrganns,  on  th'  ApuIInn  plain. 
Is  mark'd  by  sailors,  from  the  distant  main ; 
Oft  from  her  sire  bad  claim 'd  the  lovely  maid. 
Who,  rtill  averse,  to  grant  his  suit  delayed : 
For,  baiVrous  hi  extreme,  the  tyrant  feeds 
With  mai^1*d  limbs  of  men  his  hungry  steeds : 
Impatient  of  his  love,  by  liostile  arms 
And  force  dechir'd,  he  daim'd  herraatchlefls 
ctMnrms, 
•  Felignium  niz*d,  the  hero's  royd  seat, 
Who  sought  in  fbreign  dimes  a  safa  retreat : 
His  flight,  ^tolia's  friendly  shore  receives, 
Her  gen^ons  lord  protects  him  and  relieves; 
Three  cHies'to  possess,  the  chief  obtains. 
With  hills  for  pasture  fit,  and  fruitful  plahis. 
Cassandra  for  his  bride  Ty^^i^^^  clahn  'd ; 
For  hymeneal  rites  the  hour  was  nam'd; 
When,  callM  to  arms  against  the  Theban  tow^. 
The  chief  reluctant  led  bis  martial  pow'rs. 
Hence  jealousy  and  faar  his  breast  divide. 
Fear  for  the  aafety  of  an  absent  bride  ; 
Lest,  by  his  passion  rons'd,  the  tyrant  rise^ 


'<  Goddess !  these  shafts  ihall  edknposs  what 
you  aim, 
My  mother  dipt  their  points  in  Stygian  flame ; 
Where'er  my  father's  darts  their  way  havefouod, 
Mme  follow  deep,  and  poison  all  the  wound. 
By  these,  we  soon,  with  triumph,  shall  behold 
Pallas  deceiv>d,  and  Juno's  self  control'd." 
They  all  approve ;  and,  to  the  rural  fane, 
Aroand  then*  sovereign,  moves  the  joyful  train ; 
The  goddess  plac'd,  in  order  each^succeeds, 
AVlth  song  and  dance  the  genial  feast  proceeds ; 
While  to  the  sprightly  harp,  the  voice  explains 
The  loves  of  all  the  gods  in  wanton  strains: 
But  when  arriv*d  the  silent  hour,  which  brings 
The  shades  of  evening  on  its  dewy  wings, 
Ze!otyp^,  impatient  to  pursue 
Mer  jojirney,  hastening  to  her  cave,  withdrew. 
First  te  her  faet  the  wmged  shoes  she  binds. 
Which  tread  the  air,  and  mount  the  rapid  winds; 
Aloft  they  bear  her  through  th'  ethereal  plain. 
Above  the  solid  earth  and  liquid  main : 
Yfer  arrows  next  she  takes  of  pointed  steel. 
For  sight  too  small,  but  terrible  to  fe^  : 
Rous'dby*their  smart,  the  savage  lion  roars. 
And  mad  to  combat  rush  the  tusky  boars. 
Of  wounds  secure  ;  for  where  theior  venom  lights. 
What  feels  their  power  all  other  torment  slights 
A  figar'd  zone,  mysteriously  designed, 
Arouad  her  waist  her  ycUow  robe  ooofiaM  : 
There  dark  Suspicion  lurk*d,  of  sable  hue  ; 
There  hasty  Rage  his  deadly  dagger  drew  ; 
Pale  Envy  inly  pin'd;  and  by  her  side 
Stood  Phrenzy,  raging  with  his  chains  unty'd; 
AffionCjd  Pride  with  thirst  of  vengeance  bana'd. 
And  Love's  exeess  to  deepest  haUed  tum*d. 
All  these  the  aitist*s  curious  hand  express'd. 
The  work  divine  his  matcliless  skill  conliess'd. 
The  virgin  last,  around  her  shoulders  fioi^ 
The  bow ;  and  by  ber  side  the  quiver  hung: 
Then,  springing  up,  her  airy  course  she  b^xift 
For  Thebes;  and  lightly  o'er  the  tents  descends. 
The  son  of  Tydeus,  'midst  his  bands,  she  found 
In  arms  complete,  reposing  on  the  grooud  ; 
And,  as  he  slept,  the  hero  thus  address'd. 
Her  form  to  fancy's  waking  eye  expressed. 

"  Thrice  happy  youth!  whose  glory  'tis  t» 
The  Paphian  goddess's  peculiar  care;        Qshara 
But  happy  only,  as  you  now  improve 
The  warning  sent  as  earnest  of  her  love^ 
Her  messenger  I  am :  if  in  your  heart 
The  fair  Hesperian  virgin  claims  a  part : 
If,  with  regn-t,  you'd  see  ber  matchless  cbaiow 
JDestin'd  to  bless  a  hi^^^pier  rival's  arms ; 
Your  coasts  defenceless,  and  unguarded  tow>n 
Consum'd  and  ravas^d  by  the  latian  poWrs  ; 
Withdraw  your  warriors  from  the  Argive  host* 
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Though  fierce  ancl  barb^roos  io  extreme,  he  feeds 
With  mangrd  limbt  of  rneD,  hts  hungry  steeds. 
And  now  atanchor  OD  the  Latian  tide. 
With  all  their  train  oo  boani,  bis  galleyt  ride : 
Prepared  when  fiatour'd  by  the  western  breeze, 
WHh  course  direct  to  cross  the  narrow  seas. 
This  to  your  ear  the  Paphian  goddess  sends  ; 
The  rest  opon  your  timely  care  dqiends.** 

Sbesaid ;  and  taming,  taCd  upcm  the  bow 
A  reoom'd  shaft,  the  cause  of  future  woe : 
Then,  with  rererted  aim,  the  subtile  dart 
Disinist'd,  aqd  (ixM  it  in  the  hero's  heart. 
Aniiz'd  be  wakM ;  and,  on  his  arm  reclin'd. 
With  sighs,  that  spoke  the  anguish  of  his  miod. 

"  What  dire  disasters  all  n^y  wa3rs  beset  1 
How  close  aroond  me  pitched  the  fatal  net  I 
Here  if  1  stay,  nor  quit  the  Argtre  host, 
£totia*s  ravag'd,  and  Cassandra's  lost : 
For  sore  the  pow'rs  immortal  ne*er  in  raui 
To  nortals  thus  tlie  secret  fotea  explain. 
If  t  retire,  the  princes  must  upbraid 
Myptigfated  faith  infiring'd,  the  host  betray'd; 
And,  to  succeeding  times,  tbcToice  of  fame. 
With  oowardice  and  sloth,  will  blot  my  name. 
Between  these  sad  altematives  I  find 
No  distant  hopes  to  sooth  my  anxious  mind ; 
Unlets  I  could  penuade  the  Argive  pow'rs 
To  qaitat  once  these  long  contested  tow'rs : 
Nor  want  I  reasons  specious  in  debate 
To  mote  the  boldest  warriors  to  retreat. 
Divided  thos,  the  shame  would  lighter  fall ; 
Bepnach  is  scoioe  reproach  which  touches  all.*' 

Thos  pondering  in  his  mind  the  hero  lay. 
Till  dadmtss  fled  before  the  morning  ray : 
Then  rose ;  and,  grasping  in  his  mighty  hand 
Ihsreg^stafl;  the  sign  of  high  command, 
PeniiTe  and  sad  forsook  his  lofty  tent, 
And  amghithason  of  Dares  as  he  went : 
Tsftbyl^  he  songht,  nor  sought  in  vain  $ 
Hefcood  the  hero  'midst  his  native  train ; 
And  chafg*d  bhn  to  conTene,  from  tent  to  tent. 
The  kmis  to  Eteon'i  lofiy  monumenf. 

Obedieotto  the  charge,  he  took  his  way, 
Where  Xheteoi  'nsidst  the  bold  Athenians  lay. 
The  kiagof  men ;  in  whoae  superior  hand, 
CoQKatJBg  princes  plac'd  the  chief  command. 
Adrastos  next  he  call'd,  whose  hoary  hairs 
Bj  sfe  weve  whitenM  and  a  length  of  cares; 
Who  first  to  Thebes  the  Argive  warriors  led : 
In  Tsio  for  Polymces*  right  they  bled. 
By  hxt  decreed  to  Call ;  be  now  inspires 
The  sons  toconqoer,  and  arenge  their  sires. 
ViyMes  heard,  who  led  hit  martial  train. 
In  tveaty  ships,  across  the  sounding  main : 
The  mth,  m  Ithaca,  Zacynthus,  bred. 
And  Cephaienia  crown'd  with  lofty  shade. 
The  Spartan  monarch,  with  his  brother,  heard 
The  herald's  call ;  and  at  the  call  appeared : 
Yet  joQBgin  arms,  bat  destined  to  command 
Ail  Greene^  assembled  on  the  Trojan  strand. 
The  Creita  chief  appear'd ;  and  he  whose  sway 
Henoua  and  the  Pylian  realms  obey. 
Oileusoext  be  caird,  whose  martial  pow'rs 
Vr^a  Bessa  move  and  Scarphe's  lofty  tow'rs. 
Btpeoor  tso,  who  from  the  Chalcian  strand 
And  &ir  Eretria  led  his  martial  band, 
4fpear'd ;  and  all  who  merited  renown 
*  tee  years  war  before  the  Tnjan  town. 
J|chiUes<nly,  yel  unfit  to  wield 
nePditBJafd^  nd  the  pondVous  shield, 


In  Phthia  staid ;  to  Chiron's  care  reaign*d, 
Whose  wise  instruciions  form'd  his  mighty  mjnd» 
The  chiefs  were  pUc'd.     Superior  to  the  rest 
l*he  monarch  sat,  and  thus  the  peers  add  rest. 

"  Princes  !  let  Tydens'  valiant  son  declare 
What  cause  convenes  the  senate  of  the  war. 
If  of  himself,  or  from  advice  he  knows 
Some  vecret  mischief  pk>tted  by  our  foes, 
Which  prudence  may  prevent,  or  force  resist. 
We  come  prepared  to  counsel  and  assist:'* 
The  monarch  thus.    Tydides  thus  reply*d. 
And  drew  attention  deep  on  ev'ry  side. 

**  Princes !  I  have  not  now  the  boat  conven'^ 
For  secrets  by  intelligence  obtained ; 
But  openly  my  judgment  to  express 
Of  mischiefii  seen,  which  prudence  must  redreii: 
By  war's  devouring  rage,  our  martial  pow'rs 
Grow  thin  and  waste  before  these  hostile  tow'rsf 
While  Thebes,  secure,  our  vain  attempts  witlk> 
By  daily  aid  sustain'dfrom  di^ant  lands,  [standi, 
ShaU  we  proceed  to  urge  this  dire  debate^ 
And  press,  with  hostile  arms,  the  Theban  stated 
Or,  by  experience  taught  the  worst  to  fear. 
Consult  the  public  safety,  and  forbear  ? 
Hadourgreataires,  by  happier  counsels  tway*^ 
As  prudence  taught,  necessity  obey'd ; 
Renounc'd  in  time  this  fatal  strife,  which  brinfi 
Alike  to  nations  mischief,  and  to  kings ; 
Those  heroes  had  not,  with  their  martial  train, 
l)i]itinguisb'd  by  their  fell  a  foreign  plain. 
The  goda  themselves,  in  veogeancefor  our  crimes. 
With  such  disasters  lash  the  guilty  times ; 
In  judgment  just,  they  sow'd  the  seeds  ofstrifi^ 
To  sweep  transgressors  from  the  seats  of  life. 
Let  him,  who  obstinately  will,  proceed, 
And  wait  the  vengeance  hov'ring  o'er  bis  head ; 
Since  Thebes  grows  stiooger;and  tbeArgive  pow*rt 
Decrease,  as  famine  or  the  sword  devours. 
To  morrow  I  withdraw  my  nuutial  train  t 
Nor  stay  to  perish,  like  my  sire,  in  vain." 

Thus  as  the  hero  spoke,  the  kings  divide. 
And  mingled  murmurs  round  th'  assembly  glide. 
Heard  like  the  sound  which  warn  the  oarefut 

swain 
Of  sudden  winds  or  thick-descending  raia ; 
When  mountain  echoes  catch  the  sullen  roar 
Of  bilkiws  bursting  on  tbe  sandy  shore,  . 
And  hull  it  round  m  airy  circles  tost. 
Till  in  the  distant  clouds  the  voice  is  lost. 
The  king  of  men  to  sudden  rage  resigned. 
At  once,  the  empire  of  his  mighty  mind. 
With  sharp  reproaches  hastening  to  reply  ; 
But,  more  sedate,  the  Pylian  monarch  nigh. 
In  act  to  rise,  the  angry  chief  oonfin'd ; 
And,  wbisp'ring,  thus  address'd  with  head  de- 
clined: 
"  It  ill  becomes  the  prince,  wboae  9ov*rogn  hand 
Sways  the  dread  sceptre  of  supreme  command. 
To  be  the  first  in  discord  ;  and  obey 
As  headlong  passion  blindly  leads  the  way» 
For  when  the  kings  in  rash  debate  engage, 
11s  yours  to  check  and  moderate  their  rage  ; 
Since,  of  the  various  ilb  that  can  distress 
Confed'n^te  councils,  and  prevent  success. 
Discord  is  chief;  where'er  the  fury  sways. 
The  parts  she  severs,  and  the  whole  betrays.*' 

The  hero  thus.    The  king  of  men  remain'd 
By  sound  advice  persuaded,  and  reatrain'd. 
Crete's  valiant  monarch  rose  i  and  to  the  rest. 
That  spoke  the  dictates  of  his  gen'roos  tkrcast. 
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♦  Confederate  king?,  when  any  leader  here 
i" he  war  dissuades,  and  warns  you  to  forbear, 
1  might  approve ;  fori  safe  beyond  the  sea, 
Creon  and  Thesis  can  never  injure  me. 
And  when  the  barbarous  tyrant,  unwithstood, 
His  hot  revenge  shall  quench  in  Grecian  blood; 
When  Thrace  and  Macedoo,  by  his  command , 
Shall  ravage  Argos  and  the  Pylian  strand ; 
Secure  and  guarded  by  the  ocean^s  stream, 
Crete's  hundred  towns  shall  know  it  but  by  fome. 
Yet  would  not  I,  though  many  such  were  found, 
For  open  war,  advise  a  peace  unsound. 
iet  Macedon  to  Thebes  her  succours  send, 
And  Thiace,  with  all  her  barb'roos  tribes,  de-^ 

scend ; 
By  foreign  aids  the  more  our  foes  increase. 
The  greater  glory  waits  us  from  success. 
You  all  remember,  on  the  Istlimean  strand, 
'Wliere  neighboring  seas  besiege  Uje  straitened 

land, 
When  Greece  enlMguM  a  full  assembly  held. 
By  public  justice  to  the  war  compell'd  ; 
That  blood  of  slaughtered  victims  drcnch'd  the 

ground, 
While  oaths  divine  the  willmg  nations  bound. 
Ne'er  to  return,  till  our  victorious  powers 
Had  leverd  with  the  dust  the  Theban  tow'rs. 
Jove  heard,  and  bid  applauding  thunders  roll, 
Loud  on  the  right ;  they  shook  the  starry  pole : 
For  Jore  himself  is  witnessof  our  vows, 
And  him.  who  violates,  his  wrath  pursues. 
Our  joyful  shouts  tlie  earth,  the  ocean  heard ; 
We  claim*d  the  omen,  and  the  God  revered : 
In  confidence  of  full  succcs?  we  came. 
To  conquer  Thebes,  and  win  immortal  fame. 
But  if  the  gods  and  fate  our  fears  distrust. 
To  public  justice  and  ourselves  unjust ; 
Dishonoured  to  our  native  seats  we  go. 
And  yield  a  lasting  triumph  to  the  foe.       [ghost 
Should  now,  from  hence  arriv'd,  some  warrior's 
Greet  valiant  Tydeus  on  the  Stygian  coast. 
And  tell,  when  danger  or  distress  is  near. 
That  Diomed  persuades  the  rest  to  fear ; 
He'd  shun  the  synod  of  the  mighty  dead. 
And  hide  his  anguish  in  the  deepest  shade: 
Natiifrc  in  all  an  equal  ccurse  maintains  -, 
The  lion's  whelp  succeeds  to  awe  the  plains ; 
Pards  gender  pards ;  frum  tigers  tigers  spring; 
No  doves  are  hatch'd  beneath  a  vulture's  wing : 
Each  parent's  image  in  his  offspring  lives ; 
But  nought  of  Tydeus  in  his  son  survive*." 

He  said :  and  by  his  sharp  reproaches  stung, 
And'wav'nng  in  suspence  the  hero  hung. 
In  words  now  prone  to  vent  his  kindl'd  ire. 
Or  flx^d  in  sullen  silence  to  retire. 
As  when  a  current,  from  the  ocean  wide, 
Holls,  through  the  Cyclades,  its  angry  tide ; 
Now  here,  now  there,  in  circling  eddies  tost, 
The  certain  tenoiir  of  its  course  is  lost. 
Each  wary  pilot  for  his  safety  fears 
In  mute  suspense,  and  trembles  as  he  steers : 
Sucbseem'd  the  tumult  of  the  hero's  breast. 


I  freely  own  th^  untiumber'd  ills  tdat  wait 
On  strife  prolorg'd,  and  war's  disastrous  statR 
With  war  lean  famine  and  diseases  dwell. 
And  Discord  fierce,  escap'd  the  bounds  of  Helli 
Where'er  on  Earth  her  course  the  fiiry  bends, 
A  crowd  of  mischiefs  still  her  steps  attends ; 
Fear  flies  before  her  swifter  than  the  wind. 
And  desolation  marks  her  path  behind.  . 
Yet  her,  attended  thus,  the  Gods  ordain 
Stem  arbitress  of  right  to  mortal  men  j 
To  awe  ini'ustice  with  her  lifted  spear. 
And  teach  the  tyrants  of  the  Earth  to  feat. 
If  Thebes  is  perjurM,  and  exerts  her  might 
For  usurpation  in  contempt  of  right ; 
(If  oaths  despis'd,  and  all  the  ties  which  bind 
The  prrcat  sixiiety  of  human  kind  ;) 
For  Eteocles  in  the  war  she  stood. 
And  drench'd  her  thirsty  fields  with  Greciai 

blood;  [vain 

The  gods  themselves  have  en*d,  and  placM  i» 
The  scepier*d  kings  Ituustice  to  restrain  ; 
Else  she  deserves  the  last  extremes  to  feel 
Of  wasteful  fire  and  keen  devouring  steel. 
Though  prudence  urg'd  and  equity  approvM, 
Joining  to  second  what  Tydides  moVd, 
We  could  not  hope  the  war  for  peace  to  change, 
Tliebes  thinks  not  now  of  safety,  but  rftvenge. 
Last  night,  disguis'd,  I  mingled  with  the  foe. 
Their  secret  hopes  and  purposes  to  ktiow ; 
And  found  that  Creon,  with  his  martial  train. 
This  day  intends  to  brave  us  on  the  plain. 
Greece  too,   I  heard,  by  barb'rous   sovereigns 

claim 'd. 
Some  Athens,  Argos,  some  Mycaene  nam'd ; 
Sparta  and  Pylos,  with  the  various  towns 
Wiiich  gi*a<;e,    in  prospect  fair,    th'    ArcadiiS 

downs : 
Others  Etolia  challenp'd  for  their  lot ; 
Nor  was  even  Ithaca  itself  forgot. 
From  such  vain  hopes  to  boasting  they  proceed') 
Each  promises  to  win  some  hero's  head, 
(ieophron  too,  distinguished  frt)m  the  rest, 
Superior  pride  and  insolence  express'd  ; 
Id  form  a  god  he  'midst  th'  assembly  stood. 
By  all  ador'd,  the  idol  of  the  crowd; 
And  promised,  if  he  chanc'd  in  fight  to  moet 
Th'  Etolian  chief,  to  <trelch  him  at  his  feet  j 
Unless  some  god  oppos'd,  or  dastard  fear 
By  sudden  flight,  should  snatch  him  from  his 

6p(  ar. 
Can  we  then  hope  by  peace  to  end  our  toils, 
WTich  foes  secure  already  share  our  spoils; 
Peace  to  expect  f\-om  flight  itself  were  vain  ; 
And  flight,  I  know,  your  gen'rous  smds  disdain." 
He  said.    The  chiefs  with  indignation  bum'd^ 
And  Diomed  submitting  thus  retum'd : 
«*  PrinccM !  I  need  not  for  myself  profess. 
What  all  have  witnessed,  all  must  sure  confess; 
That  in  the  front  of  battle  still  engagd, 
I  ncA-er  shunn'd  to  mingle  where  it  rag*d. 
Nor  now  does  fear  persuade  me  to  retire. 
False  Creon  safe,  and  euiltv  Thebes  entire  £ 
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Sbltii^  should  n^rn  Ihe  pedplc  to  forbesr 
iUtempts,  when  symptoms  mark  d«truction  new. 
B«t  since  the  leaders,  with  conaentine  Towe, 
For  waralrtSuly  lix  the  |rablic  choice  j 
I  freely  yicH,  dot  eVer  wiH  divide, 
Wber«aIldelibemte.andaTllUeddo»       __^ 
The  b€fo  thai,  and  ccasM.     And  thus  the  rest. 
Prom  hi«  high  seat,  the  king  of  men  address  d : 
««  Since  war  is  now  decreed,  'tis  De»t  our  care 
That  all  should  speedily  for  fight  prepafe  j 
Creon,  this  day,  intends  with  all  his  train 
T6  try  oar  valour  on  the  equal  plain ; 
And  will,  with  diligence,  iinprore  an  hour, 
^Ifhlch  ends  us  inattentirc  and  secure. 
First  let  each  leader  wiUi  his  bands  m  haste 
Smtch,  as  the  time  allows,  a  short  repast ; 
Then  arm  for  fight,  and  to  the  field  proceed. 
The  pbalanx  following  as  the  chariots  lead. 
Whoanns  the  first,  and  first  to  comhat  gw^ 
Tboagh  weaker,  seems  superior  to  h»  foM ; 
But  s«-h  as  legate  moie  than  half  overthrown, 
Leas  itt  the  eyes  of  others  and  their  own," 

The  monareb  thus.    The  princes  aU  assent 
Strai^ffum  the  councU  through  the  host  they 

went, 
T6  arm  their  bunds  with  filigence  and  care  j 
"They  aU  obey,  and  all  for  fight  prepare. 
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Aa8Biiai.'D  on  the  plam,  the  Thehan  pow'rs 
iB  ocder*d  ranks  appear  bffore  the  tow'rs ; 
Creon  their  leader,  whose  superior  sway. 
The  mar^al  sonsof  sacred  Thebesobcy. 
THe-ch-iefo  obedient  to  his  high  command, 
RuFd  the  whole  war,  and  marshalrd  every  band. 
His  valiant  aon  the  first,  hi«  country's  boast, 
Her  ndWcst  hope,  the  bulwark  of  l»er  host, 
I^eopbctm,  to  Uie  field  the  warriors  led, . 
^^^b^  Thdios  keiself  within  her  ramparts  bred : 
Peneleua,  whofr«mMedeon  led  his  pow'rs, 
^^Bbalia  low,  and  Aroe's  lofty  tow»r> : 
Leitos  from  Thespia,  where  the  verdant  shades 
Of  Heliooo  invite  the  tuneful  maids: 
p^Mtbenor  rich,  whose  wide  powessions  lay 
Where  I5am*d  i&opu«  winds  his  wai'ry  way ; 
jSeoeatb  Cytheron's  height,  the  lofty  mound 
-wrbicb  parts  BoeoUtn  f^abs  from  hostile  groood 
pherielea,  who  tbe  valiaot  warriors  led 
Id  Mycalleaau«,Hamia,Attlis,bred< 
j^a^TcnHm,  leader  of  bis  native  band, 
ft^xm  lofty  ScboaoQsoo  th'  Ismenian  strand  < 
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The  Thracians  next^  a  formidabte  band ; 
Nations  and  tribes  distinct,  in  order  stand : 
By«»ntihes  fierce,  whose  crooked  keels  divide 
The  Pontic  gulf,  and  stem  the  downward  tide: 
In  Gi-eciaii  arms  the  hardy  warriors  move, 
With  pona'rous   shields  and  glitt'riog    spearS 

above^ 
The  Thyniaosnext  were  marsball'd  on  the  field  j 
Eac)i  with  a  falchion  arni'd  dnd  lunar  ahield. 
Whose  bending  hoiu4  a  veijio  of  silver  b«»uitd  j 
And  figures  tierce  their  brazen  helmets  crownMl 
With  these  the  Daci  came,  a  mart  al  i-acc  ; 
Fierce  as  Uieir  clime,  they  rear  the  ponderous 

mace; 
In  giant  strength  secure,  they  Mssm  the  RpeaY, 
And  crush,  with  weighty  hlowS,  the  ranks  of  wter : 
From  liter's  icy  streainsJ,  a  barbarous  crowd. 
In  shaggy  furt,  a  herd  promiscuous  stood ; 
Swiaas  their  savage  game ;  for  wide  they  roam 
In  iribes and  nations,  j^norajitof  home; 
Excelling  all  who  boa*i  superior  skill 
To  send  the  wingctl  arrow  swift  to  kill : 
These  Rhoesus  rui'd,  of  various  tribes  composed. 
By  various  leaders  on  the  field  disposed. 

To  fight  the  Argivesinov'd  inclose  array  ; 
Bright  shone  their  arms  and  fiash'd  redouW'd 

day; 
ReaolvM,  and  still  as  silent  night,  they  go ;. 
Nor  with  insulting  shouts  provoke  the  foe. 
Thick  frem  their  steps,  in  dusky  volumes,  rise 
The  parched  fields,  mid  darken  all  the  tkies. 
Beneath  the  shade,  the  ardent  warriors  close ; 
Their  shields  and  helmets  ring  with  sounding 
blows. 
First  Menelaus  struck  a  Theban  lord ; 
His  armed  breast  the  weighty  lance  explcr'd  ; 
Burst  the  close  mail  j  the  shining  breast-plate 

tore; 
And  from  life's  founUHi  drew  a  stream  of  gore. 
Supine  he  fell  amidst  his  native  bands, 
And  wrenchM  the  fixed  dart  with  dying  hand& 
To  spoil  the  slain  the  son  of  Atreus  fl  ies ; 
TheThebens  inteipose  with  hostile  cries  ; 
And  Creon's  valiant  son  his  buckler  spread. 
An  orb  of  triple  brass,  to  guard  the  dead  : 
As  Jove's  imperial  bird  her  wings  extends. 
And  from  the  ahepherd's  rage  her  young  defends; 
So  stem  Leophron  bore  his  ample  shield; 
Like  Mars  he  stood,  the  tcrroiir  of  I  he  field. 
WKh  dread  unusual  chcck'd,  the  Spartan  Land 
Recoil'd;  Atrides  only  dar'd  to  Stand, 
He  thus  l>egan :  **  Presumptuous  youth  !  forbear 
To  tempt  the  fury  of  my  fljing  spear. 
TbKti^anior  there  was  by  my  javelin  slain, 
His  spoils  to  guard  you  interpose  in  vain.** 
Atrides  thus ;  and  Creon»s  son  replies : 
"  Thy  lance  I  dread  not,  and  thy  threats  despise. 
This  hand  hath  many  a  chief  of  high  renown, 
And  brawr  warriors  oft  in  fight  overthrown : 
.••._*.! : —  «u,.p.i)«K«U  <liomi(vmv  snear. 
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His  Isnce  jltndfs  next  pr^ipai^f  to  Uiraw ; 
Poi^^  it  long,  aoH  meditaiesthe  blow : 
Then,  from  his  hand  dismisted  with  happier  aifn, 
llkund'ring  against  the  Theban  shield  it  can-e ; 
Where  wi-cnth'd  around  a  mhmc  wsrpent  twin'd^ 
With  plates  of  polish 'd  filver  lightly  join'd  : 
Thence  tum'd  with  course  oblique  it  drove  along, 
4nd  spent  its  fury  on  the  vulgar  throng. 
Leopbron  straight  his  flaming  folcbion  drew, 
And  at  his  foe,  with  eager  fury,*  flew: 
As  stooping  from  above,  an  eagle  springs 
To  snatch  his  prey,  and  shoots  upon  his  wings. 
The  Spartan  wa^  rior  dreads  impending  fate  i 
And,  turning,  meditates  a  quick  retreat. 
As^ben  a  shepherd  swain,  in  desert  shades, 
The  blood-nura^d  ofispring  of  the  wolf  invades  ; 
If,  from  the  opening  of  some  thicket  near. 
With  rage  inflam'd,  the  angry  dam  appear. 
With  darts  at  firsty  and  threat'ning  shouts  be 

tries. 
To  awe  the  guardian,  and  assert  the  prize : 
^ut,  when  she  springs,  the  close  encoitnter  dreads. 
And,  trembling,  from  the  angry  foe  recedes. 
So  Meneiaus  fled.    His  native  train. 
Id  wild  disorder,  scatters  o*er  the  plain. 

His  valiant  brother  heard  upon  the  right. 
Where  in  his  lofty  car  he  rul'd  the  fight ; 
And  to  his  squire  Ntchomachus :  **  With  speed. 
Turn  to  the  left,  and  urge  the  flying  steed : 
For,  if  these  sounds  deceive  not,  SparU  fails ; 
And,  with  a  tide  of  conquest,  ITwbes  prevails.*' 
Quick  as  the  word,  the  silver  reins  he  drew, 
And  through  the  fight  the  bounding  chariot  flew; 
Like  some  quick  vessel,  when  a  prosp'rous  gale 
Favours  her  course,  and  stretches  ev'ry  sail ; 
Above  the  parting  waves  she  lightly  flies. 
And  smooth  behind  a  tract  of  ocean  lies : 
So,  'midst  the  combat,  rush'd  the  lofty  car ; 
Pieac'd  the  thick  tumult,  and  disjoined  the  war. 
Bnt  Clytodemon^s  son  a  jav>lin  threw  5 
With  force  iropelVd,  it  tighten 'd  as  it  flew. 
And  stradi  the  right-hand  courser  to  the  groond, 
Ethon,  for  swiftnos  m  the  race  reuown'd. 
Behind  his  car  the  deadly  weapon  stood, 
Loos*d  his  high  neck,  and  drew  a  stream  of  blood. 
Groaning  he  sunk  i  and  spread  his  flowing  mane, 
A  shining  circle,  on  the  dusty  plain. 
Intangled  deep  the  royal  chariot  stood. 
With  hostile  spears  beset,  an  iron  wood^ 

From  bis  high  seat  the  Spartan  beix>  f  prung 
Amid  the  foe ;  his  clanging  armour  rung. 
Before  the  king,  the  armed  bands  retire ; 
As  shepherd  svains  avoid  a  lion's  ire. 
When  fierce  finom  flimine  on  their  darts  he  tnras^ 
And  rage  indignant  in  hie  eye-balls  biums. 
Amid  the  fig^t,  distingiiish'd  like  the  star 
Of  ev'ning,  shone  his  silver  arms  afar ; 
Which  ,a*er  the  hills  it  setting  light  dtsplays; 
And  marks  the  ruddy  west  with  silver  rays. 
Pale  and  aaaz*d  Ms  brother  chief  he  found. 
An  armed  cirde  of  his  friends  around. 
"  Alat,  my  brother !  have  I  li v'd  to  see 
Thy  life  redeemed  with-deathless  io&my  !*' 
(The  hero  cry'd)  **  far  beUer  that  a  ghost 
Yon  BOW  had  waoider'd  oii  the  Stygian  ooast. 
And  by  a  gknrious  foil  preserv'd  yonr  name 
Safe  and  unblasted  by  th«  breath  of  fomc ; 
Which  soon  shall  tell  the  world,  amas'd  to  bear. 
That  Menelaos  Uught  the  host  to  Amb." 


By  oanscions  gviU:  nbdn'd  the  fovft  mf 

pear'd  ; 
WithooC  reply,  the  just  reproach  he  heard : 
Confoooded,  tothegronnd  he  tnm'd  his  ejree  ; 
Indignant  thus  the  great  Atrides  ciiea : 
"  MycKueans  !  Spartans !  tanght  to  seek  leoown 
Prom  dangers  greatly  braVd  and  battles  won  ; 
Ah  warriors  I  will  ye  fly,  when  dose  behind 
DishODonr  follows  swifter  than  the  wind ! 
Return  \»  glory :  whether  Jove  ordains, 
With  wreaths  of  conquest,  to  reward  your  faaaa^ 
Or  dooms  yonr  foil ;  he  merits  equal  prize. 
With  him  Irho  conquers,  he  who  bravely  diea.** 
llie  herotbns  ;  and,  like  swift  light*niog  diiT*n 
Through  scatter'deloads  alongthevanltof  Heav*n 
By  Jove's  dread  arm,  his  martial  voiee  inspired 
The  feintiBg  host,  and  ev'ry  bosom  fir*d. 
Again  upon  the  conquering  foe  they  tnm'd : 
1*he  war  again,  hi  all  itsfory,bQm*d. 
As  when  the  deep,  whk:h,  ebbing  foom  the  land. 
Along  the  coast  displays  a  waste  of  sand. 
Returns  f  and,  blown  by  angry  trmpeets,  poam 
A  stormy  delnge  'gainst  the  rocky  shores r 
So,  rushing  to  the  Aght,  the  warriors  came  i  .. 
Ardent  to  conquer,  and  retrieve  their  fome. 

Before  his  boat  the  s^n  of  Creon  stood. 
With  kihonr'd  dnst  obscure,  and  boittle  bfood  ; 
He  thus  ezchiim'd :   '*  And  shall  this  dastard 

••    tfain 
(Warriors  of  Thebes  !)  dispute  the  field  again  ? 
Their  better  chief,  1  know  him,  leads  the  band  ; 
But  fate  shall  soon  subdae  him  by  my  hand." 
He  said  ;  and,  at  the  king,  his  jav'lin  threw  ; 
Which,  aim'd  amia,  with  erriug  fury  flew. 
Across  the  armed  ranks  it  swiftly  dro%'e, 
The  warriors  stooping  as  it  rush'd  above. 
The  Spartan  hero  atm'd  his  weighty  spear ; 
And  thns  to  Jove  addrem'd  an  aedeni  prayer  ;-    ^ 
'*  Hearme,  great  sire  of  goda  1  whoes  bonodleil 

sway 
The  fotes  of  men  and  mortal  things  obey ; 
Whose  sov'rdgn  hand,  with  unresisted  voifjkt^ 
Depresses  or  exalts  the  scales  of  fight : 
Now  grant  success  to  my  avenging  ^lasd. 
And  stnatch  this  dire  de8tro3rer  on  the  sand. 
Jove,  grant  me  now  to  reach  bis  hated  lifo. 
And  save  my  warriors  in  this  doobtfol  strifo." 
The  hero  thus;  and  sent  his  wdghty  spear; 
With  speed  it  flew,  and  pieic'd  the  3neldhig  aiq- 
Swift,  as  a  folcon  to  her  quarry  springs, 
WhentiowD  the  winds  »he  stretches  on  h«r  wtngi^ 
LeophroD,  stooping-,  shnn^d  the  deadly  stroke. 
Which  on  the  shidd  of  Hegtmider  broke. 
Vain  now  his  Kite ;  in  viin  his  mdting  stnuai. 
Soft  as  Apollo's  on  the  Lydan  plains  : 
HissotU  enduded,  seeks  the  dark  abodes 
!  By  Styx  embraced,  tl>e  terrour  of  the  gods  ; 
I  Where  surly  Charon,  with  his  lifted  oar. 
Drives  the  light  ghosts,  and  niles  the  dreary 

shore. 
With  grief  licopbion  saw  the  warrior  slain. 
He  nateh'd  a  pond'rons  mnoe   from  off  the 

pla'm. 
Cut  in  the  Thfaoian  woods,  with  snags  aronnd 
Of  pcMted  steel  with  iron  drdetbound. 
Heav'd  with  gigantic  force  the  dnb  to  throw. 
He  swung  it  thrice,  and  huri'd  It  at  his  foe. 
Tbund'ring  upon  his  armed  head  it  foil ; 
Thebnsenhdmet  rung  wiihstwmiag  k»d^ 
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Am  vhen  a  nek  by  Ibrcefol  cogum  tkrowm 

Where  hostile  arnu  invest  a  frontier  town, 

Thremt*iung  destruction,  rolU  along  the  skiei ; 

And  war  iftself  standU  vund'riag  as  it  aies: 

Mia  OB  some  turret's  top,  the  structure  beads 

Beneath  the  tampest,  and  at  ooco  descends 

With  hidrans  cruh;  thus,  stcjoping  to  the  groand, 

Afcridiv  stnh ;  bis  silver  arms  reatiund. 

Bat  PaUas,  mixing  in  the  dire  debate, 

A  life  to  fpsctie  yet  not  due  to  fate. 

Had  o*er  his  head  her  cloudy  buckler  held ; 

And  half  the  fiiry  of  the  blow  repeli'd. 

The  SOD  of  Creon  niih*d  to  seize  bis  prize. 

The  hero*s  spoils ;  and  thus  exalting  cries: 

•*  V^anioffs  of  Tbcbes !  your  labours  soon  shall 

ceaie. 
And  inal  victory  restore  your  peacaj 
For  great  Atrides,  by  my  Takmr  slam, 
A  hfclass  corse,  lies  stretched  upon  the  plahk 
Only  be  men !  and  make  the  Argive  bands 
DmMl  in  succeeding  times  your  mishty  hands ; 
That  Ibefl  no  more,  when  mad  aflnbition  calls, 
With  dire  alarms  may  shake  your  peaceful  walls." 
Exnkiog  that,  the  hero  rush'd  along;  , 
And  kindled  with  bis  shouts,  the  vulgar  .throng. 
Resolv'd  and  firm  the  Spartan  warriors  stand 
Around  tfaeir  king,  aliormidable  band. 
Their  spears,  protended  thick,  tha  foe  restrainM ; 
Their  hncktors  joined,  tha  weighty  war  sosUin^d. 
But  as  a  naounUin  wolf,  from  fomine  bold. 
On  prey  intent,  surveys  the  midnight  (old } 
Whcfw,  in  the  shelter  of  soma  arching  rock. 
At  er'n  tha  cavefiil  shepherd  pens  his  flock ; 
On  spoil  and  ravage  bent,  he  stalks  around. 
And  mnditatat  to  spring  the  lofty  mound : 
'  Impatient  thus  tha  Tbeban  chief  surveyed 
Tbeclona-eomfacted  ranks  on  ev'ry  side; 
To  find  wheta  leost  theserred  orb  could  bear 
The  strong  impression  of  a  pointed  war. 
liim  Menelaos  saw,  with  anguish  stung  | 
And^  fnom  amidst  his  armed  warriors,  sprung 
With  wrath  inflam'd ;  as  starting  from  a  brake, 
Against  some  trav'ller,  darte  some  crested  snake. 
Hia  lage  in  vain  the  Theban  ranks  withstand ; 
The  bravest  warriors  sink  beneath  his  hand, 
dytaadar,  Ipbitus,  Palamon,  fiim'd 
For  cbarioU  ml'd  and  fieiy  coursers  tam'd ; 
And  Iphialtes,  like  the  god  of  light. 
Whose  pointed  arrows  thinn'd  the  lines  of  fight : 
These  the  first  transports  of  his  fury  feeL 
Against  Laophroo  now  he  lifts  his  steel, 
And  speeds  to  vengeance;  but,  in  full  career. 
He  stood  arrested  by  a  vulgar  spear. 
Fued  in  his  thigh  the  barbed  weapon  hung, 
Bebx'd  the  muscles,  and  the  nerves  vasUung. 
The  Spartan  warriors  to  bis  succour  flew; 
AgauMt  the    darU    their  ample   shields  they 
threw,  [war, 

Which  fliorm'd  around  ;  and,  from  the  raga  of 
Convey'd  the  wounded  hero  to  bis  car. 

With  fieice  impatience  Green's  son  bvbeld    ' 
The  Spartan  warriors  stHl  dispute  the  field. 
Befoie  their  leader  hiVn  the  heroes  stood ; 
Their  spaart  erected,  like  the  sacred  wood 
Wbii^  luond  some  altar  rises  on  the  plain. 
The  mystic  rites  to  hide  from  eyes  profhnc 
Thither  his  native  bands  the  hero  tnm*d ; 
Dmm  to  a  wedge,  again  the  eombat  boniU 


Throngh  all  the  air  a  stnrm  of  iav'l^m  ^tig ; 
With  wjmri'nc  blows  f^ch  hollow  buckler 
First  Enopww  fa»t  a  deadly  womtd, 
,\Vh6  in  Amyeletiird  th<»  fraitfVd  vronnd  ; 
To  !^rp«t  Andremon*8  speur  he  yields  h\%  Hr#^th, 
And  starts  and  qnivers  m  th<»  prasp  of  death. 
Next  Heore^ppos  pressed  th*  ensanmiin'd  plain ; 
Leopbroa*s  javlin  mix'd  him  with  the  slam. 
On  Malea's  cKfKi  he  M  Ms  fleecy  store. 
Along  the  windings  of  the  cnt^y  shore. 
He  vow'd  to  ?h«ebM8,  fer  a  safe  retam. 
An  hundred  victinaa  on  Ws  Hearth  to  bnm. 
In  vain  I  tlie  god,  in  jnstice.  had  decreed. 
His  jrifts  contemned,  the  offerer  to  Meed : 
Tct  violence  atigmcnted  still  his  store  ; 
And,  unreKev>d,  the  strancrer  left  his  door. 
Prone  on  the  bloody  gronnd  the  warrior  fe)!. 
His  soal  HMlignant  soiiffht  the  shades  of  HcH. 
Next  Areas,  Cleon,  valiant  Chromins  dy»d  j 
With  Dares,  to  the  Spartan  chiefe  ally'd. 
And  Plicemiua,  whom  the  go<l8  in  eaHy  3roiith 
Had  form'd  fbr  virtue  and  the  low  of  truth ; 
His  gen*ious  soul  to  noble  deeds  they  tnm'd. 
And  lore  to  mankind  m  his  bosom  bam*d  : 
Cold  thro*  his  throat  the  hissing  weapon  glides. 
Ami  on  bis  neck  the  wavmg  locks  divides. 
His  fate  the  Oroccs  moom*d.    The  gfods  above, 
Who  sit  around  the  starry  throne  of  .Jove, 
On  high  Olympus  bemling  from  the  skies, 
fjis  fate  beheld  with  sorrow-streaming  eyes. 
Pallas  alone,  nnalter'd  aqd  serene, 
With  secret  triumph  saw  the  mournful  scene: 
Not  haid  of  heart :  fornoneof  anthepow>Sy 
In  earth  or  ocean,  or  th»  Olympian  tow»rs. 
Holds  equal  sympathy  with  human  grief, 
Or  witha  fteer  hsind  bestows  relief: 
But  consoiotts  that  a  mind  by  virtue  steeVd 
To  no  impression  of  distress  will  jHeld  • 
That,  still  unconqncr'd,  in  its  awftil  hour 
O'er  death  it  triumphs  with  immortal  powV. 

Now  Thebes  prevailing,  f^rta*s  host  retreats  ; 
As  falls  some  rampart  where  the  ocean  beats : 
Unable  to  resist  its  stormy  way,  \mny ; 

Mounds  heap'd  on  mounds,  and  bars  of  rock  give 
With  inundation  wide  the  delnge  reigns,   f  plains. 
Drowns  the  deep  valleys,  and  o'crspreads  the 
Thus  o'er  the  fleld,  by  grreat  Leophron  led, 
Their  foes  repulsed,  theThehtin  squadrons  spread. 
The  hero,  stooping  where  Atrides  lay, 
Rent  from  his  head  the  golden  casque  away: 
His  mail  unlodc'd ;  and  loosM  the  golden  chains. 
The  Bone  which  by  his  side  the  sword  sustains. 
The  monarch  now  amid  the  vulgar  dea4, 
For  wheels  to  crush  and  armed  hoof^  to  tread. 
Defenceless  lay.     But  stem  I.eophron*s  hate 
Retriev'd  him,  thus  exposed,  from  certam  fate* 
In  semblance  dead,  he  purposed  to  convey 
The  body  naked  to  some  public  way^; 
Where  dogs  obscene,  and  all  the  rav'nons  race,   • 
With  wounds  unsightly,  might  his  limbs  disgracew 
Straight  he  commands;    and  to  a  neighyring 


His  warriors  charg*d,  the  Spartan  chief  remove. 
On  their  broad  shields  they  hove  him  ftms  the 

plain, 
To  sense  a  corae,  and  'mimber'd  with  the  slahi. 
His  fixed  eyes  in  hovVing  shades  were  drown'd  ; 
His  mifhty  Uabi  ia  deathlike  Ibttera  I 
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The  khonts  tumuttnout  and  the  din  Of  «lrar, 
His  ear  received  like  murmurs  beard  ahr ; 
Or  as  some  peataoc  bears,  securaly  laid 
Beneath  a  vaulted  dift'or  woodland  shade. 
When  o'er  his  head  unnumbered  insects  sfing 
In  airy  rounds,  the  children  of  the  Spring. 
Adrastos*  Taliant  son,  with  grief,  beheld 
Hie  Spirtans  to  inglorious  flight  oompelPd  ^ 
Their  valiant  diief  resifoiM  to  hostile  hdnds, 
He  thus  aloud  address'd  the  scatf  ring  bonds : 
«*  What  shame,  ye  warriors !  if  ye  thus  expose 
Your  leader  to  the  injuries  of  foes  ! 
Though  ail  should  quit  him,  honbtlr  bidsyoh  bring 
His  reliquteback,  or  perish  with  your  king. 
J.,eophron  sure  iiijuriuusly  ordains, 
With  insults,  to  deface  bis  dear  rem&ins  j 
SpumM  by  the  feet  of  men,  exposed  and  bare, 
For  dogs  obscene  and  rav'nous  birds  to  share." 
Exclaiming  thus,  through  all  the  field  he  flew : 
And  caird  the  hont  the  conflict  to  renew. 
TheyrStop)  they  charge  j  again  the  combat  bums: 
Tlicy  blecd|  they  conquer,  and  retreat  by  tum^. 
Hegiajus  excites  the  dire  debate ; 
And,  by  example,  leads  the  work  of  fate: 
For  now  he  sbcs  Atrides  home  afar. 
By  hostile  hands,  beyond  the  lines  of  war; 
With  indignation  fierce  his  bosomglows  { 
He  nishes  fearless  'midst  a  host  of  foes ; 
And  now  had  merited  a  d^bl^s  name. 
And  with  a  deed  immortal  croWd  his  fiune, 
Atrides  savM  ;  but  fate's  suprenv  command 
That  honour  destined  for  a  mightier  hand. 

Leopbrdn  vex'd,  that  twice txmstrain'd  to  yield, 
TheSpartaii  warriors  re-assumM  the  field. 
His  pow'rs  address'd :  **  For  ever  lost  our  iame^ 
Dishonour  foul  will  blot  the  Theban  name; 
If  dastard  foes,  t^ice  routed  and  pursu'd. 
Shall  brave  the  victors  still  with  rage  renew'd; 
Your  glory  gained  with  vigour  n«iw  maintain  ; 
Nor  let  us  conquer  thus  and  bleed  in  rain.'' 
He  said,  and  'gainst  the  Argive  hero  tum'd  ; 
U^ith  martial  wrath  his  ardent  bosom  bUm'd; 
Who,  fearless  and  undaunted,  dar'd  to  wait ; 
Kor  by  ignoble  flight  declin'd  his  htb. 
For,  at  the  llieban  chief,  his  lance  he  threw, 
"U'hichi  aim'd  amiss,  with  erring  fury  flew : 
}icyond  the  hostile  ranks  the  weapon  drove ; 
The  warriors  stooping  as  it  rush'd  above. 
"Kot  so  the  Hieban  spear  j  with  happier  aim, 
Pull  to  the  centre  of  the  shield  it  came  j 
And  rising  swiftly  from  the  polish'd  round, 
riis  throat  traosfix*d,and  bent  him  to  the  gnmnd. 
To  spoil  tlie  slain  the  ardent  victor  flew : 
The  3partan  bauds  the  bloody  shock  renew; 
Fierce  to  the  charge  with  tenfold  rage  rettinij 
And  all  at  once  with  thirst  of  vengeance  bum* 
0*er  all  the  field  the  raging  tumult  grows ; 
And  ev^ry  helmet  rings  with  sounding  blows  f 


Adrastus,  by  nnactive  agte  ie^krnm^ 
Behind  the  army  on  a  mount  remiiin'd ; 
Under  an  oak  the  hoary  watridr  sat. 
And  look'd  and  listened  to  the  dire  debate. 
Now,  tam'd  by  age,  bis  codrsiKrd  stood  unbotm^ 
His  useless  arms  lay  scattet'd  dti  the  ground  ; 
Two  ag^  heralds  there  the  chief  obey'd ; 
The  squire  attending  by  his  tnaster  stay'd.  [ear? 
And  thus  the  king!    <' What  sounds  invade  min^- 
My  fiiends !  what  sad  disaster  must  we  hear  ? 
Some  hero's  fall ;  for  iritb  the  ihobis,  I  know 
fjoud  lamentation  mixt;  and  toimdsof  woe; 
So  were  #b  told,  when  mi|Jhty  Tydeus  fell, 
And  Pdlynlces  trod  the  path  to  Hell '; 
So  rag'd  the  combat  o'er  the  heTOe^s  ilaiti, 
And  such  the  din  and  tumult  of  the  plain.*' 
He  said  ;  and  list'ning  (what  h^  gteatly  fiear'd]! 
Hegialus's  name  at  last  he  heard 
Mix'd  with  the  noise;  and,  sibk'iiidg  at  tbb 

st5utid, 
By  grief  subdu'd,  fell  ))tt>itrate  on  the  grtmiML 

I  But  rage  succeeding  aild  despair,  he  ros^ 

[  Kager  to  rush  amid  the  thickert  fo*ii. 

'  His  spear  he  grasp'd,  iiti}5atient  fbr  the  figfii  ; 
And  i^ond^nnis  shield,  tihequal  to  the  Weight. 
Him  firaht  c  thus  his  wise  attendanti  held  ; 
And  to  retire  with  pltident  care  eotnpeli'd. 
Impatient  of  his  State,  b^  qtlitik  rctUms, 
With  grief  he  ihelts,  with  IrtdignStion  bams. 
And  thus  at  last :  ••  St^m  ruler  of  the  sky ! 
Whose*  sport  is  man,  itnd  huitian  misery ; 
What  dmi  of  mine  has  titirr'd  thy  bound  less  nige^ 
And  cali'd  for  vengeance  on  my  helptess  age  ? 
Havel,  by  sacrilege,  jrour  treasures  drain'd  ; 
Youraltart  slighted,  or  your  rites  proflid'd  ^ 
Did  I  foi^et  my  holy  tows  to  pay  } 
Or  bid  yOu  witness*  and  my  faith  betray  ^ 
Has  liwirss  rapine  e'ier  increas'd  iny  litdre. 
Or  imreliev'd  the  stranger  left  my  door? 
If  not;  injustice,  can  your  steni  decree 
With  wrath  pursue  my  guiltless  race  and  me  f     • 
Here  viiliant  Tydeus,  Folynices  feH  t 
In  nne  sad  hour  they  trod  the  i>ath  to  Hell : 
Fur  them  my  daughtent  tnourn,   their  aoiTSiwa 

flow 
Still  fi^sh,  and  all  tHeir  days  are  spent  \n  woe. 
Hegiahw  rbfhain'^d  my  hopes  to  rai.*.e ; 
The  only  comfort  of  my  joyless  days: 
In  nhom  I  sav  my  vigorons  youth  return. 
And  all  our  natitii  vntues  brighter  bum. 
He's  now  no  more;  «tnd  to  the  nether  ^len, 
lianh\i'd  by  fate,  a  Bloodless  spectre  flies. 
For  what,  ye  g»)da?  has  unrelenting  fate 
Curs'd  my  misfortunes  with  so  loni?  a  dat^ 
That  thus  I  li\'C  to  sec  crut"  anticnt  race 
At  once  cxtit'giilsh'd,  flfnd  f»ir  ever  cease  ? 
t;od8!  grant  his  now  the  only  boon  1  crave. 
For  all  my  sorrows  past,  a  j>eaceful  grave : 
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Tn  Spaitni  bands,  with  tbirat  of  vengeance 
firt,  [8pir»d. 

The  fight  nniintam*d ;  nor  from  their  toils  rc- 
Before  the  hero  feiru  the  warriors  stand. 
Firm  as  the  chains  of  rock  which  guard  the  strand; 
Wboae  rooted  strength  the  angry  Ocean  braves, 
And  bonnds  the  fury  of  his  bursting  waves. 
60  Sparta  stood ;  their  serred  bucklers  bar 
The  Theban  phalanx,  and  exclude  the  war. 
While  from  the  field,  upon  their  shoulders  laid. 
His  warriors  sad  the  Argive  prince  conveyM ; 
Leo{diroa  saw,  with  indignation  fir'd. 
And,  with  his  sbooU,  the  ling*ring  war  inspired. 
Again  the  rigour  of  the  shock  returns; 
The  slaughter  rages,  and  the  combat  bums ; 
Tdl,  posh'd  and  3rie1ding  to  superior  sway, 
1n  slow  retreat  the  Spartan  ranks  gave  way. 
As,  m  some  chaf\nel  pent,  entangled  wood 
Beluctant  stirs  before  the  angry  flood ; 
Which,  on  its  loaded  current,  slowly  heaves 
The  spoils  of  forests  mix'd  with  hai  vest  sheaves. 

Pallas  observ'd,  and  from  the  Olympian  height 
Precnpitated  swift  her  downward  flight 
like  Oeon*s  vaKant  son,  the  goddess  came; 
The  same  her  stature,  and  her  arms  the  same. 
Descending  from  his  chariot  to  the  ground. 
The 9on of  Tydeiis,  'midst  htshands, she  found ; 
Hk   flteeds  nnruPd:    for   stretch'd  before  the 

wheel. 
Lay  the  bold  driver  pierc'd  with  Thchan  steel. 
On  the  high  car  her  mighty  lKin<l  she  laid  } 
And  thns  addressM  the  valiant  Diumed :     [Afirht, 
**  The  Spartan  warriors,    prince  ^    renounce  the 
Overmatch *d  by  numbers  and  superior  might: 
While  adverse  fate  their  valiant  chief  restrains, 
.Who  dead  or  wounded  with  the  foe  remains ; 
Hegialns  lies  lifeles  on  the  earth. 
Brother  to  her  from  whom  yon  claim  your  birth : 
Th#  great  Atrides,  as  he  prwN'd  to  save, 
Leophron^s  jayiin-  markM  him  for  the  grave. 
-To  vengeance  haste ;  and,  ere  it  is  too  late, 
Vith  speedy  sucotMifr  stop  impendhig:  fate : 
For  Stem  Leophron,  like  tlie  rage  of  flnme. 
With  rmn  threatens  all  the  Spartan  name.** 
The  goddess  thus:  Tydides  thus  replies : 
•«  IIow  partial  are  the  counsels  of  the  skies ! 
r  >r  vul^r  mer  t(ift  the  pods  with  care 
>frtnour  and  peace  awl  happiness  prepare ; 
^^'hile  worth,  dtstingutsh*d>  hy  their  partial  hale, 
5fibmits  to  all  theiiyaries  of  fate. 
Adnistus  thus,  with  justice,  may  complain 
His  datii^hters  wi^ow'd,  sons  in  battle  slain. 
In  fhe  ciercitpri  i:.v».Mr..^irT  >* 1. 


By  love  inspired,  she  sought  (he  fields  of  war  | 

Her  hero's  safSsty  was  her  only  cara. 

A  polish'd  oasqua  her  lovely  tem|>les  bound. 

With  flow'rsof  gold  and  various  plumagecrown'd; 

Confusedly  gay,  the  peaoock*s  changeful  train. 

With  gaudy  colours  mix*d  of  «v*ry  grain ; 

The  virgin  white,  the  yellow's  golden  hue. 

The  regal  purple,  and  the  shining  blue. 

With  female  skill  compofc'd.  The  shield  riie  bore 

With  flow*rs  of  gold  was  mark'd  and  spangled 

o*er: 
Light  and  of  sleodVest  make,  she  held  a  lance : 
Li  e  some  mock  warrior  armed  for  the  dance. 
When  spring's  return  and  musio's  cheerful  strain 
The  youth  invite  to  firolic  on  the  plain. 

'*  llhistriotts  chief,"  the  armed  virgin  said, 
«  To  rule  your  steeds  on  me  the  task  be  laid ; 
Skill'd  to  direct  iheir  course  with  steady  rein. 
To  wake  their  fiery  mettle,  or  restrain ; 
To  stop,  to  turn,  the  various  arts  1  know  ; 
To  push  them  on  direct,  or  shun  the  foe^ 
With  ready  hand  your  voice  1  shall  obey  | 
And  urge  their  fury  where  jrou  point  the  way.* 
The  virgin  thus:  and  thns  Tydides  said  i 
**  Your  zeal  I  honour,  but  reject  your  aid. 
Fierce  are  my  steeds ;  their  fury  to  restrahi 
The  strongest  hand  requires  and  stiflest  rein : 
For  oft,  their  mettle  rous'd,  they  rush  along; 
Nor  feel  the  biting  curb,  or  sounding  thong. 
Oft  have  I  seen  3rou  brave  the  toils  of  fight. 
With  dauntless  courage  but  unequal  might 
Snail  is  your  fbrc^;  and,  from  your  arm  xnii 

strung, 
Tlie  harmless  lance  in  impotently  flung. 
Yet  not  for  this  you  shun  the  martial  strife. 
Patient  of  wounds  and  prodigal  of  life. 
Where'er  I  combat,  friithful  to  my  side. 
No  danger  awes  you,  and  no  toils  divide. 
Yet  grudge  not  that  your  service  ( decline ; 
Homocleon's  better  hand  shall  guide  the  reint 
His  manly  voice  my  horses  will  obey, 
And  move  submissive  to  his  firmer  sway." 

'l*h'  Etolian  warrior  thus;  and,  with  a  bound, 
Kosetohis  lofty  chariot  from  the  ground. 
The  goddess  to  the  driver's  seat  proceeds  91 
Assumes  the  rehas,  end  winda^he  willing  steads. 
On  their  snaooth  sides  the  sounding  lash  she  plirs; 
And  through  the  fight  the  smoking  chariot  flies. 
Th»  Athenians  soon  they  passM;    and  Phocians 

strong, 
WTk)  from  fair  Crissa  led  their  martial  throng. 
Th'  Arcadians  next  finom  Alphews'  silver  flood, 
And  hardy  Eleans,  grim  with  dust  and  blood, 
fn  order  rang'd.     As  when  some  pilot  spies 
The  rocky  cliffs  in  fong  successkm  rise. 
When  near  the  land  his  galley  scx>tirs  the  shores. 
By  pi-osp'rous  winds  inipcird  and  speeding  oais: 
G.»  kaotmiinff  to  the  ficht.  the  hero  flew. 
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raintfftMndeipMr,  vbea  hope  and  Tigourfinl, 

If,  hastening  to  their  aid,  appears  a  sail ; 

With  force  renewed  their  weary  limhsthey  strain, 

AuA  olimb  the  vlipp^ry  ridges  of  the  maiu. 

Sojoy'd  the  Spartans  to  repulse  the  foe ; 

W  ith  hope  re8lor*d,  their  gen*rous  bosoms  glonr: 

While  l*bebes,  suspended  'midst  her  conquest. 


And  feels  a  sadden  check  through  all  her  bands. 

Leophrun  only,  Car  before  the  rest, 
Tydides  wailed  with  a  dauntless  breasL 
11m  aud  unaw'd  the  hardy  warrior  stood; 
like  some  fierce  boar  amid  his  rtative  wood, 
^lien  armed  swains  hu  gkxMBy  haunts  invade, 
And  trace  his  footsteps  through  the  kmely  shade ; 
Resolved  he  bears  approach  the  hostile  sound, 
Grinds  bis  yihite  teeth,  and  threat'ning  glares 

around: 
So  stood  Leophron  tnisAing  in  his  might. 
And  shook  his  armour,  eager  for  the  fight. 
Tfdides  saw ;  and,  springing  from  his  car. 
Thus  brav*d  the  hero,  as  be  rusird  to  war  : 
**0  son  unhappy,  of  a  sire  accurst ! 
The  p'agne  of  aU«  and  fiUed  to  the  worst ! 
The  injuries  of  Greece  demand  thy  breath ; 
See,  in  my  band,  the  instrument  of  death. 
Ilegialtts's  ghost  shall  less  deplorf 
His  £ate  untimely  on  the  Stygian  shore. 
When  bonish'd  from  the  light,  your  shade  shall 
To  mingle  with  the  dark  infornal  gloom.''   [come 
Tydides  thus :  and  Creon's  son  replies : 
**  Your  fear  in  vain,  by  boasting,  you  disguise; 
Such  vulgar  art  a  novice  oft  confounds. 
To  scenes  of  battle  new  and  martial  soxinds; 
Thoi\gh  lost  on  me,  who  dwell  amid  alarms. 
And  never  met  a  greater  yet  in  arms." 

Til  us  as  the  warrior  spoke,  his  lance  with  care 
Tie  aiui'd,  and  sent  it  hissing  Uuough  the  air. 
On  Diomed's  broad  shield  the  weapon  fell; 
Loud  ning  the  echoing  brass  with  stuuning  knell: 
But  the  strong  orb,  by  Vulcan's  labour  bound, 
Itepetr^d,  and  sent  it  blunted  to  the  ground. 
Tydides  next  his  ponderous  jav'lin  thicw : 
With  force  impell'd,  it  brightenM  as  it  flew; 
And  pierc'd  the  border  of  the  Theban  whield, 
Where,  wreath'd  around,  a  serpent  guards  the 

field; 
Through  the  cfose  mail  an  easy  passage  found. 
Aim!  mark'd  his  thigh,  in  passing,  with  a  wound, 
^'ow  in  close  fight  the  angry  chiefs  engage ; 
I jke  two  fell  griAns  rous'd  to  equal  rage ; 
Pois'd  on  their  rolling  trains  they  fiercely  rise. 
With  blood-bespotted  crests  and  burning  eyes; 
With  poison  fraught  they  aim  their  deadly  stings, 
Clasp  their  sharp  foogs,  and  mix  their  Prattling 

nings. 
In  combat  thutf,  the  ardent  warriors  dos'd. 
With  shield  to  shiekl,  and  foot  to  foot  oppos'd. 
rirst  at  his  foe  Leopbrcn  aim*d  a  stroke ; 
But,  on  r.is  poUsh'd  cat'que,  the  falchion  broke : 
From  the   smooth  sleel  the  shiver'd    iveapon 

sprung; 
Aloft  in  air  its  hissing  splinters  sung. 
Kot  so,  Tydides,  did  thy  weapon  fail ; 
With  force  impell'd  it  pierc'd  the  silver  mall. 
Whose  sliding  plates  the  warrior's  neck  sunound: 
A  tide  of  gore  came  rushing  from  the  wound. 
j$tagg*ring  to  enrth  he  sank  w'th  head  dedin'd ; 
AuU  iifo  in  long  couvuiMve  throbs  rwign'd. 


.  Nor  stopp'd  Tydides  t*4espoil  the  slain ; 
The  warrior  goddess  led  him  cross  the  plain. 
Towards  the  grove  where  great  Atrides  lay ; 
Th'  immortal  spear  she  stretch 'd,  and  mark'd  tht 

way. 
Thither  amid  surrovnding  fees  they  kaate  ; 
Who  shun'd  them,  still  r^treaiing,  as  they  pas^d: 
And  ent'ring  found  the  Spatian  hero  laid 
On  the  grocmawwd,  beneath  the  bow'ring  shade.  ^ 
The  guard  secure,  lay  stretch 'd  upon  tbe  ground; 
Their  liuelds  aasign'd,    their  lances    pUcb'd 
One  only  near  a  winding  riv'tet  stood,   [aroand : 
Which  tom'd  its  wandring  current  through  the 

wood; 
His  helmet  fitl'd  with  both  his  bands  be  reai'd. 
In  act  to  drink;  when  in  the  grove  appear'U 
Th'  Etolian prhwe.    His  armour's  Aery  Maaa 
The  dark  recess  illumin'd  with  its  rays. 
Amaz'd  theTlieban  stood;  and,  from  bia  haodi. 
The  belmet  slipp*d,  and  roll'd  upon  tbe  sand. 
Kot  more  afraiid  the  wond'ring  swain  descries, 
'Midst  night's  thiok  gfoom,  a  flaming  ■Mteor 

rise; 
Sent  by  the  furies,  as  he  deems,  to  «»w 
Death  and  diseasesoo  tbe  Earth  below.     |^cry^. 
"  Tydides  comes !"    with  feult'nng  voice  he 
And  straight  to  flight  bU  willing  limbs  apply  *d. 
With  sudden  dread  surpris'd  the  guards  retire  ; 
As  shepherd  swains  avoid  a  lion's  ire. 
Who  roaoui  the  heighu  and  plains,  from  Hmsm 

bokl, 
The  stall  to  ravage  or  assault  the  fold. 

Now,  lifeless  as  he  lay,  the  martial  maid 
Atrides,  with  a  pitying  eye,  survey 'd ; 
And,  with  her  spear  revers'd,  tbe  hero  shook  r 
The  touch  divine  his  iron  slumber  broke : 
As  when  his  drowsy  mate  the  shepherd  swain 
Stirs  with  his  crook,  and  caUsbira  to  the  plain ; 
When  in  the  east  he  sees  tbe  ftiorning  rise. 
And  redd'ning  o'er  his  head  the  colour'd  skies. 
When  from  the  ground  his  head  tlie  hero  rais'd, 
In  full  divinity  the  goddess  blaz'd  ; 
Her  left,  reveal'd,  tbe  dreadful  segis  rears,  - 
Whose  ample  field  the  snaky  Gorgon  bevrv  ; 
Th'  immortal  lance  stood  flaming  m  the  right. 
Which  scatters  and  confounds  the  ranks  of  fight. 
Speechless    the   chiefs  remained;    amaxinet 

strong. 
In  mute  suspence  and  silence,  held  them  lon^ 
And  thus  the  goddess :  *<  Atreus'  son  !  arise. 
Confess  the  partial  favour  of  the  skies. 
For  thee  I  leave  tha  thund^rer's  lofty  seat. 
To  wake  thee  slumb'ring  on  the  verge  of  fete ; 
To  youlet  Diomed  his  arms  resi^tn ; 
Unequal  were  j^our  force  to  giivem  mine ; 
His  stronger  aim  shall  bear  t  his  ponderous  shield ; 
His  better  hand  the  weighty  .javTin  wiefd. 
Arise  !  be  sudden,  for  your  foes  draw  near ; 
Assur'd  to  conquer  when  the  gods  appear." 

The  goddess  thus;  and,  mixing  with  the  wind» 
Left  in  a  heap  her  shining  arms  behind 
Upon  the  fie'd  ;   with  loud  harmonious  peal, 
Th'  immortal  buckler  rung,  and  gulden  mail. 
And  thus  Atrides,  rising  fit>m  the  ground : 
'*  In  this  approv'd  is  hoar  tradition  found  ^ 
That  oft,  descoiding  from  th'  ethereal  tow\"s. 
To  mix  with  mortals,  4X>me  the  heav*nly  ppw'n  i 
But  ne'er  till  now  I  saw  a  god  appear. 
Or  more  than  human  roiire  did  ever  bear. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE  epigoniad:  book  IlL 


181 


So  yoQ,  my  frieiid,  aMviDe  Umm  armt  diviae  ; 
The  iDorUl  aivd  inferior  shaH  be  Bine." 
Atridesthus;  and  Diomed  repl/'d : 
''  To  HeaVn  obedience  must  not  be  deoy'd ; 
Use  jfou  yonmeif  th*  Lmaiortal   arms  sboald 

wieid. 
And  I  with  these  attend  you  on  the  field. 
Bnt  of  thepow'n  shore,  whose  sot 'reign  sway 
The  iiates  uf  men  and  soortal  things  obey, 
Pallas,  with  surest  vengeance,  vtill  pursues 
Sneh  as  obedience  to  her  will  refuse.*'     [bound, 

He  said ;  and  straight  his  shining  arms  «m- 
Tbe  casqiar,themaiJ,tbe  buckler's  weighty  round; 
With  secret  joy  tb  immortal  helmet  took  : 
High  on  its  crest  the  waving  plumage  shook. 
This  vbosoerer  wears,  his  sharpened  eyes 
All  dangers  mock  of  ambush  and  surprise  { 
Their  ray  unqoench*d,  the  midnight  shade  di- 
vides; 
No  onining  Covers,  and  no  darkness  bides. 
The  farast-plau  next  he  takes,  whose  malchlesi 

art 
Firm  coorage  fixes  in  the  bounding  heart  | 
The  rage  of  war  unmov'd  the  wearer  bravei. 
And  rides  serene  amid  the«stormy  waves : 
The  gUt'riog  mail  a  starry  baldric  bound. 
His  arm  sostain'd  the  buckler^s  weighty  round  ; 
Imp^oeirahly  strong,  Jts  orb  can  bear 
And  tarn,  like  softest  lead,  the  pointed  spear ; 
Nor  yields  to  aught,  in  Earth  or  Heav'n  above, 
But  tbe  dread  thunder  of  almighty  Jove. 
Tb^  immortal  spear  the  hero  last  did  wield* 
Which  flKCS  conquest,  and  deckles  a  field; 
Kor  strength  nor  nuniben  can  its  rage  withstand, 
felt  by  a  mortal  or  immorUl  band. 

Thus  arm*d  to  meet  tbe  foo  Tydides  mov'd. 
And  glory'd  conscious  of  his  might  isoproVd ; 
Like  tbe  proud  steed  rQoiciog  in  bis  force, 
When  tbe  shrili  trumpet  wakes  him    to   the 

ooorK; 
Pierce  and  impatient  of  restraint,  he  strains 
With  stifiEen'd  neok  against  thi  galling  reins. 
Taller  be  seemM;  as  when  the  moniiug  spread. 
With    golden  lostre,  crowns  some  mountain's 

bead 
In  early  spring ;  when,  from  the  meads  below, 
A  wreath  of  vapours  hinds  his  rocky  brow  ; 
In  doady  vdomessettliog  asthcy  ri^. 
They  lift  tbe  kifty  prospect  tu  the  skies : 
So  in  immortal  arms  the  chief  appear'd, 
Bia  stature  broad  display'd,  and  higher  reared. 

Now  from  the  field  approaching  to  the  grove, 
fimbattlM  thick,  the  'fheban  warriors  move ; 
Slowly  thej  move,  as  swains  with  doubtful  steps 
Approach  the  th  cket  where  a  lion  sleeps* 
Tydides  saw  ;   and,  ruabirg  fronj  the  shade^ 
Tbe  Spartan  call M,  and  to  the  cumhat  led. 
Unaw*d  the  hero  met  the  hostile  band ; 
Kor  eonJd  uoitad  fonoe  |jjg  rago  withstand. 
Tl^eywbeePd  alcwf;  aa  when  a  dragon  springs 
Ifwm  his  dark  deu,  a^j  fears  his  p-iinted  wiogs 
Agaaut  Mppromchios:  z^mln^^  when  summer  burm. 


StiU  from  bis  hand  th*  imiortal  weapon  tar^ 
And  ev'ry  fight  an  armed  warrior  slew. 
Andremon  first,  beneath  his  mighty  hand. 
Of  life  bereft,  lay  stretch'd  upon'ibe  sand. 
Phereoydes  pgantic  press'd  the  plain ; 
And  vaUant  Tereus  sunk  amid  the  slain. 
Warriors  to  these  of  vulgar  names  succeed ; 
And  all  his  path  is  marked  with  heaps  of  dead. 
As  when  sunu*  woodman,  by  incessant  strokes. 
Bestrews  a  mountain  with  its  falling  oaks; 
PeUi  the  thick  phmes,  the  hawthorn's  <aow*iy 

shade,       % 
The  poplar  fair  by  paysing  cnrrents  fed. 
The  laurel  with  unfoding  veridure  orown'd ; 
Heaps  roll*d  on  heaps,  the  forest  sinks  arennd : 
So  spreads  the  slaughter  as  tbe  chief  proceeds  ; 
At  ev*ry  stroke  an  armed  warrior  bleeds. 
Atrides  combats  by  the  hero's  ilde, 
To  share  his  glory  and  Ihe  toil  divide : 
Unmov'd  amidst  the  hostile  ranks  they  go  ; 
Before  them  far  retreats  the  routed  fue. 

And  now  the  Spartan  host  appear'd  in  sight» 
By  toil  subclu'd  and  lingering  in  tbe  fight. 
Their  valiant  leader  saw,  and  raisM  his  voice, 
Loud  as  tbe  silver  trumpet's  martial  noise. 
With  hopes  of  victory  his  bands  to  cheer  ; 
It  swiftly  flew :  the  distant  Spartans  hear 
With  glad  surprise.     Polyctes  thus  addrest. 
And  rous'd  th«!  languid  valour  of  the  resL  '  , 

*<  Myceneans !  Spartans !  taught  to  seek  renown 
From  dangers  greatly  brav»d,  and  battles  won ; 
With  sorrow  and  regret  I  see  you  yield. 
And  Thebes  victorious  drive  jrou  from  the  field. 
Atrides  calls  us;  to  his  aid  repair: 
No  foe  subdues  yovt  but  your  own  despair. 
He  yet  survives,  beset  with  hostile  bands, 
And«  from  your  valour,  present  aid  demands.* 
He  said.     The  rigour  of  the  shock  returns ; 
The  slaughter  rages,  and  the  combat  bums. 
As  when  a  reaping  train  their  sickles  wiekl. 
Where  yellow  harvest  loads  some  fruitful  field  ; 
The  master's  heart,  with  secret  joy,  o'erflows ; 
He  prompts  the  work,  and  counts  the  length'ning 

rows; 
So  'm'dst  the  war,  the  powV  of  battles  stood, 
Pleas'd  with  tbe  caroagf»  and  the  streams  of 
blood. 
Elpenor  first  lay  lifeless  on  the  plain. 
By  stem  Plexippus  with  a  javTm  slain, 
A  grief  to  Thebes.     Eoryalus  the  bold, 
Rif.'h  in  his  flocks  and  rich  in  sums  of  gold. 
Beneath  the  arm  of  Aristasos  fell  ; 
Loud  rung  liis  silver  arms  with  echoing  knelt : 
And  like  some  Aow'r,  whose  painted  foliage  fair 
Wltli  fragrant  breath  perfume*  the  vernal  air. 
If  the  rude  scythe  its  tender  root  invades. 
It  falls  dishonour'd  and  its  lustre  fades. 
Thus  fell  F.uiyalus ;  whose  matchless  grace. 
In  youth's  full  bkwm,  surpass'd  tbe  himianrace } 
For  Cynthius  only  CQuld  with  him  compare. 
In  comely  features,  shape,  and  flowing  liair. 
Nnw  o'er  the  fields  the  raire  of  war  is  snread* 
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Between  the  hosts.     And  thus  th'  F.tolian  lord : 

•*  Spartans !  behold  your  Tattant  chief  restor'd; 

Ye  owe  his  safety  to  Minerva's  care ; 

Let  hecatombs  jrour  gratitude  declare, 

Soon  as  from  Tbebies  you   reach  your  native 

ground, 
Where  flocks  and  herds  for  sacrifice  abound  j ' 
Now  fight  and  conquer ;   let  this  signal  day 
Your  tedious  toils,  with  victor}',  repay ; 
And,  for  Hegia'us,  let  thousands  dc»d 
With  ample  vengeance  gratify  his  shade.' 
As  thus  the  hero  spoke,  th»  warriors  heard, 
And  hope  rekindling  through  the  host  appear'd ; 
With  joyful  shouts  they  r^ntthe  trembling  air. 
And  blessM  the  gods,  and  own'd  Minena'seare. 
,    Now,  tow'riiig  in  the  (nid$t,  Atridex  stood. 
And  callM  his  warriors  to  the  fight  akiuds 
As  mariners  w  itb  joy  the  Sun  descry, 
Ascending,  in  his  coursf ,  the  eastern  sky ; 
Who  ^U  night  long,  by  angry  tempests  tost, 
ShunnM  with  ince«isanttoil  s6me  faithless  coast ; 
So  tojiis  wishing  friends  Atrides  came ; 
Their  dancf  r  such  before,  their  joy  the  same. 
Again  the  rigour  uf  the  sh<«k  returns ; 
ITie  slaughter  rages  and  the  combat  burns; 
With  tliirst  of  vengeance  ev'ry  uofom  gk>ws. 
Tydides  leads,  and  rushes  on  his  foes  ; 
Aroutid  his  head  a  ray  of  lightening  shone 
From  the  smooth  liclmet  and,  the  glittering  cone; 
Like  that  by  ight   which  streams  with    fiery 

glare, 
When  some  red  meteor  glides  akmg  ihe  air. 
Sent  by  the  angry  gods  with  tainted  breath. 
To  sow  the  seeds ot^pestilence  and  death : 
From  look  to  look  infectknis  terruur  spreads  j 
And  ev*ry  wretch  th*impending  vengeance  dreacb. 

Before  the  chief  the  Tbeban  bands  retire. 
As  shepherd  swains  avoid  the*  lion's  ire. 
Clytander  only  by  the  fiates  impeli'd, 
Opposed  him  single  and  disdained  to  yield  ; 
l,yra<in*8  son  ;  deceived  by  glory's  charms, 
Su])enpr  might  he  brav'd  an«l  matthic  ^s  aims. 
Nor  was  his  brother  present  by  his  side, 
T»»  share  the  danger  and  the  toil  div  dr  ; 
Himself  a  youth,  and  yet  by  time  unuteePdj 
Single  he  met  Tydides  in  the  field. 
A^rainstth'  iinniortal  shield  his  lance  he  flung, 
Whose  holUiw  (»rb  with  cleafning  clangour  rung : 
Tl»c  towers  ofTlieijcs  le-echo'd  to  the  sound  ; 
The  sjicar  repuls'd  tell  bluntofl  on  the  ground. 
Tydides  mxl  th'  immortal  jav'lin  threw; 
With  force  impeli'd,  it  briirhtetiM  as  it  flew  ; 
Amlpierc'd  the'llicban  helmet  Ufar  the  cone; 
Fehiiid  his  car  the  starting  weapon  shone. 
:^upiuc  the  warrior  IHI.  his  spirit  fled, 
And  mixd  with  heioes in tl»» Klysian  shade. 
To  sj  oil  the  slain  the  ardent  victor  flew: 
Fimt  from  the  wt  und  the  fixed  lance  he  drew. 
The  he  met  Uos'd,  the  c»»stly  mail  unbound. 
And    shiiiiiie    shield    ^itU    sculptured    ticures 


To  combat  rush*d. 

But,  from  his  throoe  above 
DeclinM,  the  all-surveying  eye  of  Jove 
His  progress  marked.  The  herald  powV,who  bringf 
Hissov'reign  mandates  on  immortal  wings. 
He  thus  address'd :  '*  To  yonder  sphere  descend  ; 
Bid  Pbcebtis  straight  his  evening  charge  attrad : 
For,  with  reverted  eye,  he  views  the  war. 
And  checks  the  progress  of  his  downward  car. 
Let  him  not  linger  in  th*  ethereal  way. 
Bat  lash  his  steeds,  and  straight  conclude  the  da]^ 
For,  if  the  gods  descend  not  to  her  aid. 
Or  ev'oing  interpose  whh  friendly  shade, 
lliebes  now  must  perish  :  and  the  doom  of  fiite, 
Antictpated,  have  an  earlier  date 
Than  fete  ordains ;  for,  like  devomring'Qainey 
Tydides  threatens  all  the  T  heban  name  3 
Immortal  arms  his  native  force  improve^ 
Conferred  by  Pallas,  partial  in  ber  love. 
These  to  retrieve  must  be  your  next  essay  ; 
win  them  by  art,  and  hither  straight  convey : 
For  man  with  man  an  equal  war  shall  wage. 
Nor  with  immortal  weapons  arm  his  rage.** 

He  said.    And  Maia'a  son,  with  speed,  iid^ 
orest 
His  flight  to  PhopbusbovVingin  the  west, 
l^pon  a  cloufl  his  winged  feet  he  stay'd ; 
Awl  thus  the  mandates  of  his  sire  conveyed. 
**  Kuler  of  light  \  let  now  thy  car  descend. 
And  silent  night  her  iieacefiil  shade  extend. 
Else  Thebes  must  perish  ;  and  the  doom  oC  fate, 
Antictpated,  have  an  earlier  date 
Than  fate  decrees  :  for,  like  devouring  flame, 
lydides  threatens  all  the  Theban  name ; 
Immortal  arms  his  native  force  impiove, 
Coiiferr»d  by  Pallas,  partial  inherk>vev»' 

The  s$n  of  Maia  thus.*   The  god  obey'd  ; 
The  sounding  lash  upon  his  steeds  he  lay*d. 
Swift  to  the  goal  with  winged  feet  they  flew  ; 
The  night  ascending  as  the  day  withdrew. 

1*0  'hiebes  the  herald  next  parsuNI  his  way  ^  ' 
Shot  Uke  a  mct^r  with  the  setting  ray. 
ijehind  Tydides  in  the  flght  he  stayVI ; 
And  on  his  head  the  potent  sceptre  lay*d; 
Whose  magic  pow*r  on  waking  sense  prevails  ^ 
Or,  in  profoundest  sleep,  the  eye  unseals ; 
The  struggling  ghost  unbinds  from  mortal  clay. 
And  drives  it  down  the  dark  Tartarean  yr»y. 
SubduM  the  hero  stood  by  pow*rful  cbarni?» 
Till  Hermes stript  him  of  th* immortal  aim^  ; 
And,  mounting  to  the  starry  roofs  above, 
Dispos'd  them  in  the  armoury  of  Jove. 
And,  reoollecled,  thus  Tydides  spoke :       fvoke  i 
'*  Whatever  they  give,  th*  imntortals  may  r©- 
I  own  their  favour;  that,  of  mortal  line 
1  he  first,  I  wore  a  panc.ply  divine. 
Rut  if  the  day  were  lengthened  to  my  will. 
With  light  to  pomt  my  javMifi  wher^  to  kill, 
Thebes  now  should  peiish ;  hut  the  momhig  ray 
Shall  finish  what  the  ev'ninc  shanes  delay.** 
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For  tmnmo  TMbm  boMki  an  eq«al  iklB, 
WhhpUnMog  VDitk,  to  bend  the  Aatd  wilL* 

Sooth'4  with  ihe  frioMllf  praiie,  the  hero  Miid» 
«  NbMK.«igwidiball  hold  MoordiMMde; 
The  pioat  obaife  ny  in«MMt  tbovgbts  •pproro.'* 
He  said;  and  doir  thro*  yielding  crowds  Mbmf 


Am  n«w  tlie  prinees  of  the  lliebnn  itate 
heMncB  nt,  sasembled  inthe  Q;ate, 
Wbere  rows  of  meihle  pillars  bound  Uie  space, 
TDJndgieut  sacred  in  the  days  of  peace. 
And  CreoB  thus,  with  pnbtie  cares  oppressed 
ind  prhrale  griefs,  the  senators  address'd. 

**  Prioeea  of  Thebes,  and  Taliant  aids  from  ftur, 
Oarim  associates  in  the  works  of  war, 
Beroes,  attend !  I  shall  not  now  propose 
IbmppKoate,  Ibr  peace,  our  haughty  f>es; 
1*0  pasMDo  can  grow,  no  friendship  e*er  be  found, 
WbeaBHitnal  bate  has  torn  so  wide  a  wonnd. 
Yet  fior  a  trace  of  seven  days  space  I  plead, 
And  to'iml  obsequies  to  grace  the  dead. 
Kor  were  it  just,  that  they,  who  greatly  fell 
Annrage  of  foes  to  guard  their  oatiTe  wall, 
Should  want  the  honours  which  their  merits 

dahn, 
Sspuldifal  rites  deny*d  andfunhnd  Hame.'* 

Thus  as  he  spoke,  parental  grief  supprest 
Hiifoioe,  ^od  swdPd  withm  his  laboring  breast 
Silent  amidst  th'  assembled  peers  he  stands, 
And  wipes  his  falling  tean  with  trembling  bandss 
Av  great  Leopbron,  once  his  country's  boast, 
l^e  glory  and  the  bulwark  of  her  host, 
Heic'd  1^  a  foe  and  Kfeless  on  the  plain, 
Lay  drenehM  in  gore  and  mix*d  with  vulgar  slain: 
SllcBt  be  stood ;  the  Tbeban  lords  around 
ffis  grief  partake,  in  streams  of  sorrow  drDwn*d  ; 
Till  sage  Palantes  rose,  and  to  the  rest. 
The  monarch  seconding,  his  words  addrest. 

•*  Princes !  renownM  for  wisdom  and  for  mijgbt, 
Reter'd  in  council  and  approT*d  in  light; 
WhatCreon  mores  the  laws  themselves  require. 
With  obsequies  to  grace  and  f^n*ral  Qre 
Each  warrior,  who  in  battle  bravely  (alls 
From  rage  of  f3es  to  guard  his  native  waU«. 
if  all  approve*  and  none  will  snre  wlthstiind 
What  CreoD  oounsds  and  the  laws  command, 
Chaig^  with  the  truce,  A^lo^s  priest  shall  go 
To  offer  and  conclude  it  wiUi  the  foe. 
His  sHver  bairs  a  ndld  respect  may  claim. 
And  great  ApoHo^s  ev^r  hqoor'd  name.*' 

The  rest  assent.    The  venerable  man, 
Allow  from  lits  seat  prising,  thus  began  : 

**  Princes  of  Thebes!  and  thou,  whose  »vV«»i<m 


While  Thebes  an  «v*ry  side  assembled  stands. 
And  supplicates  the  gods  with  lifted  hands : 
**  O  gtaat  that  Uratfafnl  anemias  may  spare 
Thsse  rev*rettd  heads ;  nor  wroogthe  silver  hair  1** 
And  now  they  passed  thelofty  gates,  and  oame 
Where  slow  Ismeaus  winds  his  g^e  stream  $ 
Amphion's  grove  thpy  pasx'd,  whose  umbrage 
His  rural  tomb  defends  on  ev*ry  side.  [wide 

The  scene  of  fight  they  reach'd,  and  spacious 
fields  [Khields. 

With  numgled  slaughter  heaped,  and  spears  and 
Under  their  feet  the  holtow  bucklers  sound ; 
And  spljnter*d  falobkms  glitter  on  the  ground* 
Andnow  the  statioos  of  the  camp  appear. 
Par  as  a  shaft  can  wound  the  flying  deer. 
Thither,  amid  the  wreaks  of  war.  they  go 
With  silent  steps;  and  scape  the  watobfolibei* 
Now  MX  in  view  before  the  guards  they  stand  j 
The  priest  dispUjrs  his  ensigns  in  his  band. 
The  laurel  wreath,  the  gold  bespangled  rod 
With  stars  adom'd,  the  symbols  of  the  god. 

He  thin  began  :  **  Ya  Argire  warriorB,  bear  I 
A  peaceful  message  to  your  tents  we  bear : 
A  tmoe  is  ask'd,  till  the  revolving  San, 
Seven  times  fVom  east  to  west  his  journey  lua. 
Again  asoenda;  and  firom  the' ocean's  stmame. 
Crowns  the   green  mountains  with  his  goldea 
That  mutually  secure,  with  pious, oars,  [beaais: 
Both  hostttfonersal  honours  may  prepare 
For  ev*ry  hero,  whom  the  cage  offigbt 
Has  swept  to  darlmess  and  the  chores  of  ajightv,,!* 
Thus,  as  he  spoke,  thelist'ning  waniors  beard 
Wllh  approbation,  and  the  priest  rever'd. 
The  chief  of  Salamis,  tbeir  leader,  went 
Himself  to  guide  them  to  the  royal  tent ; 
Which fthone  conspicuous;   through  theshade« 

of  night 
Its  spacious  portal  ponrM  a  stream  of  light 
Thither  conducted  by  the  chief,  they  found 
The  king  of  men  with  all  his  peers  around. 
On  thrones  with  purple  spread  eaoh  rojral  guest 
III  order  sat,  and  sharHl  the  genial  feast. 
Silent  they  enter'd.     From  hb  ch|iir  of  state. 
Full  in  tlie  midst  opposed  to  the  gate> 
The  monarch  saw;  and  rising  thus  exprest 
The  gen'rous  dictates  of  his  royal  breast. 

«*  My  guests,  approaeh !  no  enemy  is.near ; 

This  rwof  preteoto  you,  striight  fbtget  your  fear. 

Ev'n  though  from  yon  devoted  walls  you  Oome, 

For  vengeance  maik*d  by  fate**  eternal  doom;. 

1  Hwe  in  mv  tent,  with  safety,  vuu  shall  rest. 
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Though  oft,  by  ptrt*,  for  others  they  ordain, 
The  arts  of  sway,  the  priTilcge  to  reijrn ; 
In  thee  their  partial  favour  has  combined 
The  highest  fortune  with  the  greatestmind*" 
As  thus  the  sage  repIyM,  the  princely  band 
By  turns  presented  each  his  friendly  hand. 
The  sign  of  peace*     For  each  a  splendid  throne. 
Where  fring'd  with  gold  the  purple  covering 

shone, 
The  ready  waiters,  by  Gommaiid,  prepar'd ; 
There  sat  the  envoys  and  the  banquet  shar'd. 
On  ev'ry  side  the  sparkling  vintage  flows. 
The  momentary  cure  of  human  woes, 
llie  rage  of  thirst  and  hunger  thus  suppressed. 
To  Nestor  turning  Clytopbon  addressed. 

*'  Illustrious  chief!  an  honour  now  Vl\  claim. 
Which  not  to  publish,  sure,  would  merit  blame.. 
Your  fathet'S  guest,  I  was;  by  fortune  led, 
^  Whep  from  Trinacria's  desert  shores  I  fled 
*  With  ills  beset :  but,  in  his  friendly  land. 
His  gen*rous  heart  I  prov*d  and  liberal  hand* 
A  grateful  mind  excites  me  to  reveal 
His  sovereign  bounty,  and  attempt  a  tale 
Of  dear  remembrance     But  the  food  design^ 
Prudence  dissenting,  warns  me  to  decline; 
For  when  to  public  cares  your  thoughts  you  bend, 
A  private  story  mingled  must  offeml.*' 

The  artful  Theban  thus.    The  chief  reply*!!. 
Whose  sov'reigii  mandates  all  the  host  obey'd. 
"My  honoured  guest!  proceed;  nor  aught  conceal 
Which  gratitude  enjoins  you  to  reveal : 
For  generous  deeds,  imprudently  supprest, 
lie  unapplanded  in  the  grateful  breast : 
And  now  the  feast,  short  interval  of  care. 
To  vocal  s3rmphony  unbends  the  ear ; 
Or  sweet  discourse,  which  to  the  soul  conveys 
SuUimer  joys  than  music's  tunefsl  lays." 
The  monarch  thus^    The  pmdent  sage  sop- 
pressed 
His  inward  joy,  and  thus  the  peers  addness'd : 
'Each  chief  he  strove  to  gain,  but  Nestor  most. 
Whose  wisdom  swayed  the  councils  of  the  host. 
'*  Confederate  kmgs  I  and  thou  whose  ■ov'reign 
hand 


>know. 


Sways  the  dread  sceptre  of  supreme  command. 
Attend  and  hearken  1  since  you  seek  to  1 
The  sad  beginnings  of  a  life  of  woe. 
In  Rhodes  my  fether  once  dominion  claim'dy 
Orsilochtts,  for  deeds  of  valour  fam*d. 
The  Sporadashis  sov'reign  sceptre  own*d, 
And  Carpathns  with  waving  forests  crowu'd. 
His  youngest  h<^  I  was,  and  scarce  had  seen 
The  tenth  returning  summer  clothe  the  green, 
Wheo  pirates  snatdi'dme  from  my  native  land  : 
While  with  my  infont  equals  on  the  strand 
I  plsyM,  of  harm  secure,  and  from  Uie  deep 
W^ith  pleasure  saw  approach  the  fetal  ship ; 
Pleased  with  the  whiteness  of  the  saib  we  stood. 
And  the  red  streamers  shining  on  the  flood  ; 
And  fearless  saw  the  hostile  galley  land. 
Where  feom  the  hills  a  current  seeks  the  strand. 
They  climb'd  the  rocky  beach,  and  far  around^ 
Intent  on  spoil  and  rapine,  view'd  the  ground ; 
If  any  herd  were  near,  or  fleecy  store, 
Or  lonely  mansion  on  the  winding  shore. 
My  young  companions  stral|^t  their  fear  obey. 
I,  bold  and  uusuq[>ectlog,  cbr'd  to  stay,        [toil 
Me  straight  they  seiz*d;  and  doom'd  to  servile 
A  wretched  captive  in  a  foreign  soiL 


Struggling  in  vara,  they  bore  me  down  the  ticyf 
Where,  anchored  near  the  beach,  their  vessel  1^  | 
And  plac*d  me  on  the  deck.    With  bitter  cries. 
To  speeding  gales  I  saw. the  canvass  rise ; 
The  boundless  ocean  far  before  me  spread; 
And  from  my  readi  the  shores  at  distance  fled. 
All  day  I  wept ;  but  when  thesetting  light 
Rettr'd,  and  yielded  to  the  shades  of  night. 
Sleep  stole  upon  my  grief  with  soft  surprise. 
Which  care  ne'er  banii h'cl  long  from  infent  eyes, 

«  Nine  days  we  saiVd ;  the  tenth  returning  ray 
Show'd  us  Trinacria  rising  in  our  way. 
Far  in  the  west;  where,  with  hu  ev*nnig  beams. 
The  Sun  descending  gilds  the  ocean's  streams. 
Thither  the  sailors  ply,  and  blindly  run 
On  bidden  dangers  which  they  ought  to  shun ; 
For  whom  the  gods  distinguish  by  their  bate^ 
They  first  confound  and  then  resign  to  fete. 
All  day  we  saiPd;  and  with  the  ev'ning  bour^ 
Which  calls  the  shepherd  to  his  rural  bow'r. 
Approached  the  shore.    The  forests  on  the  land 
We  marked,  and  rivers  opening  from  the  strand. 
Then  gladness  touch'd  my  heart;  the  first  1  knew 
Since  fete  bad  mix'd  me  with  that  lawless  crew : 
Wkh  joy  I  saw  the  rising  shores  appear; 
And  hop*d  to  find  some  kind  deliverer  near; 
Some  gen'rous  lord,  to  whom  I  might  relate. 
Low  bending  at  his  knees,  my  wretched  fete* 
Vain  was  the  hope ;  the  Cyclopes  ne'er  know 
Compassion,  nor  to  melt  at  human  woe. 

'*  Near  on  the  left,  and  where  the  parted  tidei 
A  promontory's  rocky  height  divides, 
A  bay  they  found  ;  aLd  on  the  fatal  strand 
Descending,  fix'd  their  vessel  to  the  land. 
The  valleys  straight  and  mountains  they  esqfian. 
And  the  long  windings  of  the  desert  shore ; 
And  find,  of  sheep  and  goats,  a  mingled  flock. 
Under  the  shelter  of  a  cavem'd  rock. 
The  largest  and  the  best  the  pirate  band 
Seiz'd,  and  prepar'd  a  banquet  on  the  strmndL 
With  joy  they  feasted ;  while  the  goblet,  ciowii'd 
With  Mithymnean  vintage,  flow'd  around. 
Of  harm  secure  they  sat ;  and  void  of  fear 
To  mirth  resigned ;  nor  knew  destruction  near. 

"Amid  them  there  I  meditating  sat ; 
Some  god  inspir*d  me,  or  the  pow'r  of  fete. 
To  'scape  their  hated  hands :  and  soon  I  found 
The  wish'd  occasion ;  when  along  the  ground. 
Each  where  he  sat,  the  ruffians  lay  supine. 
With  sleep  oppress'd  and  sense-subduing  wiae^ 
Softly  I  rose,  and  to  a  lofty  grove. 
Which  shaded  all  the  mountain  tops  above. 
Ascending,  in  a  rocky  cavern  lay. 
Till  darkness  fled  before  the  morning  ray. 
Then  from  above  1  saw  the  pirate  band. 
In  parties,  roaming  o'er  the  desert  strand; 
The  irountain  goats  they  drove  and  fleecy  stoi«^ 
From  all  the  pastures,  crowded  to  the  shore. 
Me  too  by  name  they  call'd ;  and  oft,  in  vain, 
Explor'd  each  grove  and  thicket  on  the  plain; 
While  from  above  I  saw,  with  careless  eye. 
Them  searching  round  and  listening  for  reply. 
Some  to  tlie  ship  the  bleating  spoil  convey'd; 
While  others  to  prepare  a  banquet  stay'd, 
And  call'd  their  mates :  to  share  with  full  repas^ 
With  mirth  they  came,  nor  knew  it  was  their 
last 

"  Then  frob  tlie  rocky  summit  where  i  lay» 
A  flock  appeared  descending  to  the  bay^ 
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Which  through  s  Mnrivw  rtiXkj  rosVd  aloog, 
Oaon  aod  sheep,  ao  nadistingioisb'd  tbron?. 
With  thes«  the  tlopinf  hilii  werecover'd  o'er. 
And  the  loii«r  whidmgB  of  the  sandy  shore. 
Behind  a  Cyclo|is  came ;  aad  by  degrees, 
Rose  to  my  view,  and  toiper>d  sibore  the  trees. 
His  giant  stature,  like  a  lofty  rock, 
AppcM'd  :  aiid  in  his  hand  a  knetted  oak 
Of  tallest  growth;  aroond  his  shoolder  flong 
His  bag  enormous,  by  a  cable  bong. 
Panting  I  lay ;  as  when  a  lurking  deer, 
From  aome  close  thicket,  sees  the  hunter  near. 
By  dread  subdued,  confounded,  and  amaz'd. 
My  Axod  eye-balls  darken*d  as  I  gaz'd. 
Soon  fkom  above  my  wretched  mates  he  knew. 
As  on  the  level  shore,  in  open  view. 
They  sat  seoore,  with  fk>w*ry  garlands  crown'd  ; 
The  signs  of  spoil  and  ravage  scatter'd  round. 
With  indignation,  for  his  wasted  Sock, 
InilnmM,  be  ^os,  like  distant  thunder,  spoke. 
'«  Whoe'er  these  are,  who  (rom  their  native  soil 
To  foreign  climates  thus,  in  quest  of  spoil, 
Licentiotaroam  ;  they  soon  shaU  feel  my  hand. 
And    me  that   e'er  they  tooeh'd  Trinacria's 

strand." 
As  imitt*ring  thus,  along  the  craggy  road  • 
Ue  came,  the  mountain  trembled  as  hetrode. 
The  wretches  saw  with  honour  and  affright ; 
Each  limb  enfeebled  lost  the  pow'r  of  aight. 
Their  cries  hi  vain  the  monster  mov'd  to  spare ; 
His  club  he  reat'd  and  swung  it  thrice  in  air. 
Then  hnrlM  it  cross  the  bay  x  it  swiftly  drove 
0*er  the  smooth  deep,    aul  rax'd  the  beach 

above. 
Thrtat'ning it rush'd along;  but,  bending  low. 
Each,  where  he  sat,  escap'd  the  weighty  bk>w. 
Beyond  them  fer  it  pitched  upon  the  land,  [sand. 
Tore  the  green  sward,  and  heav'd  a  mount  of 
Now  starting  from  the  ground  they  strove  to  fly, 
Press'd  by  despair  and  strong  necessity ; 
The  woody  summits  of  the  cliffs  to  gain. 
With  felt'ring  baste  they  fled  across  the  plain. 
But  the  impending  mountains  barr'd  their  flight. 
High  and  projecting  ftom  their  airy  height ; 
Back  from  the  slippery  aich,  in  heaps,  they  fkll; 
And  with  imploring  cries  fer  mercy  call,  • 
In  vain.    The  monster  with  gigantic  strides. 
At  twenty  steps,  the  spacions  bay  divides ; 
Aronnd  his  knees  the  whit'niag  billows  roar. 
And  his  rude  voice  like  thunder  shakes  the  shore. 

**  There  thirty  youths  he  slew;   against  the 
stones 
And  ragged  diflk,  he  dashed  their  crackling  bones. 
Twenty  his  feet  vad  heavy  hands  pursue, 
Aa  to  the  ocean  in  despair  they  flew ; 
Striving  the  summit  of  the  beach  to  gain. 
With  headlong  course  to  rush  into  the  main : 
For  there  they  hop'd  a  milder  fete  to  have. 
And  less  abhored,  beneath  the  whelming  wave. 
These  too  he  reached;    and  with  his  weighty 
•hand,  [sand. 

Their  flight  oppressed,  and  miz'd  them  with  the 
Two  yet  sorviv'd ;  who  supplicating  strove. 
With  humble  suit,  his  barbarous  soul  to  move. 
WHh  trembling  knees  the  sandy,  beach   tfaCy 

pressed; 
And,as  they  came,  the  monster  thus  address^. 

«<  <0  thou !  with  whom  no  mortal  can  compare 
For  strength  resistlcis,  pity  now  and  spare. 


O  let  the  blood,  already  shed,  atone 

^or  our  provoking  guilt,  and  trespass  done  1 

O  spare  and  pity !  sure  the  gods  above. 

Who  sit  around  the  starry  throne  of  Jove, 

Are  won  by  pray'r ;   and  he  whose  matchless 

might 
The  solid  Earth  sustains  and  starry  height. 
Oft  spares  the  guilty ;  for  his  soul  approves 
Compassion,  and  the  works  of  mercy  loves. 
Let  sovereign  pity  touch  thy  mighty  breast ; 
And  him  revere,  the  greatest  and  the  best ; 
Who  pardons  oft,  but  measures  grief  and  pain 
To  such  as  hear  the  wretched  plead  in  vain.' 

**  As  thus  to  touch  his  iron  heart  they  try'd. 
The  Cydopi  snuling,  scornful  thus  reply'd : 
'  The  praise  of  mercy  well  your  words  proclaim ; 
And  vengeance  mark,though  merited,  with  blarney 
Well  have  you  spoken  ;  therefore,  from  my  hand^ 
More  fevour  hope  than  any  of  your  band  ; 
They,  on  the  desert  shore  expos'd  and  bare. 
The  wolves  shall  feast  and  ev'ry  bird  of  air ; 
But  ye,  preferr'd  above  the  rest,  shall  have 
This  body  for  your  monument  and  grave.' 

**  He  said,  and  seizing  lifts  them  both  on  high. 
With  hands  and  feet  extended  in  the  sky : 
Then  dashed  them  thrice  against  the  rocky  shore ; 
Qnaw'd  their  warm  flesl;,  and  drank  their  stieam* 

ing  gore. 
Oft  have  I  seen  the  havoc  of  the  plain, 
The  rage  of  tempests  and  the  stormy  main  ; 
But  fate,  in  such  aform,  ne'er  met  my  eyes. 
And,  while  I  speak,  afiresh  its  horrours  rise 
To  cbitt  my  veins  :  ndr  can  the  vary'd  state 
Of  sprightly  youth,  and  middle  age  sedate. 
Or  life's  last  stage  with  all  its  griefs  opprest. 
Banish  the  dire  impression  from  my  breast* 
For  stilt  I  see  the  monster,  as  he  stood. 
His  lA\ry  visage  dy'd  in  human  blood : 
As  the  grim  lion  leaves  the  wasted  plains. 
Red  from  the  ravage  of  the  flocks  and  swains. 
«  With  vengeance  pleas'd  he  view'd  the  shores 
around; 
And,  riding  near  the  beach,  our  vessel  found : 
Her  by  the  mast  he  seiz'd :  and  to  the  Und, 
With  all  her  anchors,  draggM  along  the  strand. 
Escpkning,  next  the  solid  deck  be  tore. 
And  found,,  concealed  below,  his  fleecy  store. 
With  scornful  smiles  he  saw  tbt^  theft  bewray'd  ; 
And  sidefong  on  the  besch  the  galley  laid ; 
And  call'd his  flock :  to  open  light  th^  strain. 
Through  the  wide  beach,  and  crowd  upon  the 

plain: 
Still,  as  they  pass'd,  his  weighty  hands  be  laid 
On  their  soft  backs;  and,  stroking  geniiy,  said: 
*'  Go  now,  my  flock !  enjoy  the  verdant  bills. 
The  rivers  cool,  the  sweet  refreshing  rills. 
The  meads  and  shady  forests,  safe  from  harm  ; 
Your  foes  lie   cnish'd  beneath  your   master's 

arm." 
The  giant  thus ;  and  nextthe  hold  explor'd : 
Four  jars  he  found  vith  Lesbian  vintage  stor*d. 
These  first  he  drain'd  ;  then  to  his  lips  apply*d 
His  flute,  wbi<;h  like  a  quiver  by  bis  side, 
Of  size  enormous,  hong.     Its  hollow  sound 
llie  woods  repeated  and  the  caves  around. 
Its  music  such,  as  when  a  stormy  gale 
Roars  through  a  hollow  cliff  with  hideous  peal, 
Rietounding  deep,  along  the  level  shore  ; 
He  phiy'd,  and  drove  his  pasturing  flock  before. 
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Dgled 


"  Hbrroni'Mid  gricfutotieeiBytieaHassaiTdi 
Presages  sad  o»er  er'ry  hope  prerail'd. 
My  distant  eonntry  nish'd  npon  my  mind ; 
My  friends,  my  weepiqg  parents,  left  behind. 
•I«w  lest  to  hope,  and  furious  from  despair. 
With  both  my  bands  I  rent  my  rooted  hair  j 
And,  in  an  agony  of  sorroir,  prest. 
With  strokes  repeated  Oft,  tny  heaving  biWMt 
All  day  I  moum'd  -,  but  when  the  setting  ray 
R«tii'd,  tind  ev«ning  shades  eaqpelTd  the  day ; 
Encouraged  b^  the  nig:ht,  I  sought  the  plain ; 
And,  wand'nng  amuous    'midbt  the  mangi 

slain. 

Oft  call'd  to  knowif  any  of  tfaetand 
Did  y«t  sunrive,  escap*d  the  monsteiH  hand : 
But  none  reply  *d.    Along  the  desert  shore 
Ail  night  I  wandei^d,  'midst  <the  sullen  roai 
^hufsting  biHows ;  till  tlie  morning  ray 
Appeared  toiight  my  solitary  way. 
Tww  then  i  feach'd  a  mountain's  ^height  over- 
spread 
W'th  thickets  close,  and  dark  impending  ebade, 
Hun^  o*or  a  valley,  where  a  river  leads 
^Iis  wisnd'ring  current  through  a  grove  of  reeds. 
**  Thither  I  went ;  and,  op^aing  to  the  deep, 
A  cavern  ibund  beneath  the  rocky  steep : 
Tbehaunt  of  mountain  goats,  when  wintVyrahis 
Have  chas'd  them  from  the  bills  and  mU^ed 

plains. 
Gladly  I  enter'd  5  for,  deceiv'd  by  fear, 
I  always  thought  the  barb'rous  Cyclops  near; 
His  form  descry'd  In  ev»ry  tree  behind. 
And  heard  bis  voice  approaching  in  the  wind. 
Of  honey  there  a  sweet  repast  f  found. 
In  clusters  hanging  from  the  difis  around. 
My  hunger  soon  appeas*d,  the  gentle pow'r 
Of  sleep  8ubdn*d  me  till  the  ev*ning  hour. 
Twas  then  I  wak'd ;  and  to  the  deep  below. 
Through  thickets,  creep'd    with  carefiil   steps 

andriowj 
"And  gaz'd  around  if  any  hut  were  there. 
Or  solitary  wretch  my  grief  to  share : 
But  none  appeaKd.  I  climbM  a  mounUm's  bead. 
Where,  wide  before  me,  )ay  the  ocean  spr^ ; 
And  there  no  object  met  my  wishing  eyes. 
But  billows  -bounded  by  the  scttincr  skies. 
Yet  st^l  I  gaz'd,  till  night's  prcvaiiiug  sway 
tSxtmguisb'd,  in  the  west,  the  ev*ning  r^y. 
Hopeless  and  sad,  descending  from  my  stani, 
I  wanderM  on  the  solitary  strand,  [r<mr 

Through  the  thick  gloom ;  and  beard  the  sirilen 
Of  billows  bursting  on  the  des^  shore* 

"  Thus  ten  long  years  I  liv'd  coiKeaI'd  by  llf  y, 
Under  a  rook  on  withei'd  leaves  I  lay ; 
At  dawn  and  twilight  on  themoaotafns  stood. 
Exploring  with  my  eyes  the  pathless  flood  j 
Impatient  till  some  friendly  sail  should  come^ 
To  waft  me  to  my  sire  and  native  home : 
But  non^  appeared.    The  pilots  shun  the  shores 
Where  £tna  flames,  and  diro  Cbarybdis  roart; 
And  where  the  airs*d  Cyclopean  brothers  rdgD> 
The  lonely  tyrants  of  the  desert  plain. 
Pn>s8'dby  despair,  at  last  I  dar'd  to  brave, 
E*en  in  a  skiff,  the  terrours  of  the  wave ; 
Contt?mnioK  all  the  perils  in  my  way, 
.  For  worse  ic  seemM  than  death  itseff  to  stay. 

'*  Of  oziers  soft  the  bending  hull  I  wove;  1 

^d  ply'd  the  skin«  of  mcrantaio  goat8  above. 


A  skndtrtir,  ten  mftntiflOgtiiB,  I  ibai^ 
Fallen  frsm  a  mosM'ring  bairiL,  and  itriptitfOtfA 
Thirlbr  tiM  ma>t«  wHh  bolnisb  lopcs  1  ty'd; 
A  pole  to  steer  the  rodder's  nae  supplsr^d^ 
Four  goat-fkios  joined  I  fktJtBditrtkesmU 
And  aprwd  it  with  a  p«l«  to  oatch  the  gale. 
Each  chink  with  g«m,  against  the  briae  1  dlaal^  l 
And  the  whole  woric  bMeath  a  shadedispos^d, 
Whcta.'fWMBtte  hills deaasnding  to  the  Main, 
A  winding  curMMtcttta  the  sandy  plan. 
NnU  and  dry*d  tigs  io  baskets  Mxt  I  shar'd  ; 
And  liquid  stores  in  bags  of  skin  prepartis 
And  waited  amdoas  tin  the  aouthanigal^ 
From  the  dire  eoast,sbo«ld  bear  my  ityiBgniL 
Nine  4ayBl  stayed ;  and  stUi  tha  Bortben  braeM« 
From  great  Ueaperia,  swept  the  whiftaing  aaaa : 
Bnt  on  the  tenth  it  eiumg^d ;  and  when  the  iMMir 
Of  twilight  oalM  the  gtet  to  hbbuWr, 
Down  from  my  grotto  to  the  shove  I  came. 
And  «aM*d  the  pjd  who  mlas  the  ocean's  stream; 
OblatkMsvow'd,  if.  by  hb  mighty  hand 
Condueted  safe,  1  found  asy  native  land. 
And,  turning  where  oonecml^d  my  vesisl  lay. 
The  rope  I  loosiH,  and  pnahM  her  to  the  bay  ; 
The  sail  nnfuH'd,  and,  steering  &ora  the  straod. 
Behind  me  left  with  joy  the  hated  land. 

**  All  night,  by  breezes  sped,  the  prow  dhridaa 
The  deep,  and  o^er  the  billowa  lightly  glidaa. 
But  whoi  the  dawn,  prevaUing  o*er  the  nightv 
Had  ting'd  the  glowing  east  with  puiple  Kgtit, 
Tbeairwashush'd:  deserted  by  the  gale. 
Loose  to  the  mast  descends  the  empty  aaiL 
And  full  againit  my  eourse  a  corrent  came. 
Which  huri'd  me  backwards,  floatingoo  itsstream^ 
Towards  the  land.      laaw  the  shores  draw  near  ; 
And  the  long  bttlows  on  the  beaeh  appear. 
The  cruel  Cyolops  tpy^d  DM,  aa  he  drovie 
His  past*ring  €eek  along  the  hills  abare ; 
And  wmding  through  the  groves  his  secret  way. 
Conceal^  behind  a  pcooMntory  lay ; 
Prepared  to snateh  me,  when  hitann  ooold  reaoh 
My  Oki^  wbksbirova  uogonrem'd  to  the  beach. 
I  mark'd  hisporpoae  ;  Alliens  from  despair. 
With  both  my  hands  I  vent  my  rooted  hair ; 
And  on  the  peop  with  dasp*raU9  purpooetCood, 
PreparM  toplumgeintathe  whefaning  flood. 
But  KepUme  eav*d  mo  in  that  periloue  hour  ; 
The  headlong  currBntfrk  his  preajit  pow'r : 
Baok'from  theslMve  it  turned  at  his  command. 
And  bore  me  3oy1vitf\Mn  the  fatal  strand. 
Tlie  Cydops  rexM,   as  when  some  fowler  spies. 
Safe  from  his  covered  snares,  the  quarry  rise. 
His  seat  forsook,  and,  Isanhig  o'er  the  steep. 
Strove  frith  soft  wierds  to  hire  me  from  tfaedoop. 
*  Stranger,  approaeh !  nor  Ay  this  frieadly  staand; 
Share  the  fiwe  Uesstngs  of  a  happy  land  : 
H^re,  fromeaeh  cNff,  a  atream  ef  honey  fkmt ; 
And  ev*ryhill  wkh  purple  vintage  glows. 
Approach ;  yourfsarforfet ;  my  bounty  sIimw; 
My  kindness  praveand  hotjfkkMkAe  care.' 
As  to  allure  me  thus  the  monster  try 'd , 
His  fraud  I  know ;  and  wahly  thas  reply'd : 
'TklknotoflHoiidship;  well  1  know  the  dooa 
Of  sndias  to  your  dire  dominions  come: 
these  eyes  biMd>whon,4rith  a  nidileiahaMi, 
My  wretched  mates  you  murdor'don  the  strand* 
Two  su^  fbr  mercy ;  but  their  limbs  you  tore 
With  brutal  m$%  anddna*  thair  stveaMing  gorew 
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Hb  wasting  flames  would  yidM,  and  forked  brawl, 
ScofchM  on  the  dUb,  yovr  giant  limba  shoald 

fieed 
Tlie  moontaiawoHret,  and  all  thaiwr'nout  breed.' 

*'  I  said ;  and  tMm  tbeaoiitli  a  riling  breeze 
BruabMtbe  thick  wwdi,  and  swept  the  curling 

Abofe  the  waves  my  Tessel  lighthf  flew ; 
The  ocean  widened,  and  the  sboivs  withdrew. 
Inrag'd  the  Cyetopsy  msbing  down  the  steep. 
Eager  to  soateh  me,  plting>d  i«ti>the  de«p» 
My  flight  he  foUow'd  with  gigantic  strides, 
And  stem'd  with  bbth  his  kiieesthe  rusbng  tides. 
Soon  had  I  perish>d,  bnt  escap'd  agaio^ 
Protected  by  the  god  who  rales  the  main. 
He  senta  spectre  from  his  waiHy  cates  ; 
lihe  flftist  it  rose  and  horer'do^er  the  waves. 
A  skiff  like  mine,  by  ait  divine,  it  grew ; 
And  t<»the  left  across  the  ocean  flew. 
With  coarse  divided,  where  the  pikit  spies 
Amid  the  dbep  two  desert  isbmds  rise, 
In  shape,  hke  altars,  so  by  sadois  nara>d, 
A  mark  for  pikits,  else  for  nothingfom'd  ; 
The  angry  giant  donbtmg  stood,  nor  knew 
Which  toformke,  the  shadow  or  the  tnie  i 
Fbrbothseemdeqwil.    ^  the  fates  misled, 
Be  chae*d  the  airy  image  as  it  fled  | 
Morreach'dit:  for  it  led  him  thiongh  tb*  main. 
As  the  bright  rainbow  moekssume  simple  swam; 
Who  still  intent  to  oateh  it  where  it  stsioda, 
And  grasp  the  sMning  meteor  with  hbhandi, 
Akmg  the  dewy  meadows  holds  bis  wi^  ; 
But  still  before  him  flies  the  ooioar^d  ray.     . 
The  Cyclops  so,  aJung  the  wat'ry  plain. 
The  shadcnry  phantom  ebas'd  and  chas'd  io  vain : 
The  billows  bnrsted  on  his  hairy  sides, 
And  for  befanid  him  nish'd  the  parted  fides. 
Dissolved  at  hnt,  its  airy  structare  broken 
And  vanished  hov'riog  like  a  oloud  of  smoke. 
His  erreor  then,  and  my  escape,  be  knew ; 
For;  fovpor'd  by  the  breeze,  my  vessel  flew 
Far  to  thedeep  i  yet  phmg4ig  ia  the  waves, 
Tornftmsi  it»  bed  a  pofld'roiis  rack  ho  heaves, 
Craggy  and  l^aeh,  with  dangling  sea-woed  hang; 
Posh'd  from  bis  band  the  weighty  mass  he  ffong. 
To  crush  my  flights  along  th»  ethereal  plain 
It  rolf  d»  and  tbtrnd^ng  downwardi  shook  the 


Bdimd  it  fell;  and  forther  Ifeom  theshore, 
Hoil'd  onthe  mounting  wave*,  my  vessel  bore 
Towards  the  deep.    The  giant  mw,  wHh  paint, 
His  fraud  detected,  foroe  essay'd  in  vahK 
He  emni'd  the  partial  pow'n,  and  lashM  on  high. 
With  bosh  his  bands,  theocean  to  the  sky. 

<*  Now  safo  beyond  his  reach,  a  piiMp'rous  gale 
Bletr  fnak  behind,  and  stselch'd  my  i^ng  sail : 
The  sheics  ieiir*d  ;  bat,  horn  the  distaat  main, 
I  «Mr  him  toWring  on  the  wnf  ry  philn. 
Like  a  taH  ship ;  and  movhig  fo  the  shore. 
Sullen  HHd  sad,  to  tend  his  fleecy  store. 
Seven  day*  i  saifd ;  the  eighth  returning  light 
The  Pylino  shores  presented  to  my  tright. 
Far  i*theeiai}  anclwhevwlbe  San  dteplays, 
Akng  Che  ghltVing  wafS^  hie  eMiy  rays. 
Thither  1  steefM,  and,  where  apbint dHrjdee 
Bxteodadis  the  deep,  the  parted  tMes^ 
Afoaalamfrd)  whose tow*rtng summit,  rear 'd 
Hjgb  lAtJM  ais^  idih  gilded  spirtoappflir'd. 


To  NeptmM  sncted  oh  the  bincfe  it  slHids» 
Conspicoons  flpsm  the  sea  and  distant  lands. 
Assembled  on  the  shore  the  people  stood 
On  every  side  eorteoded,  like  a  wood : 
Andmthe  midst  1  saw  a piUar  nse. 
Of  sacred  smohe,  ascending  to  the  skies. 
Twas  th<Te  I  reached  the  hospitnblfl  shraadt 
And,  jgyflil,  fix'd  my  vessel  to  the  land. 

"  There,  with  his  peers,  your  royal  sire  I  flmadx 
And  feH  before  htm  prastnto  on  the  gfwaiid* 
Imploriog  aid ;  my  lineage  I  revenN, 
Nor  aught  of  all  my  tedious  tolls  eonteai*d» 
Attentive  as  I  spoke  the  hero  beaid. 
Nor  credulous  nor  diftdent  appeai'd  ; 
For  prudence  taught  hhn,  neither  to  rsoeive 
With  easy  foith,  or  rashly  disbelieve. 

"  0  son  of  Neleus !  tbongh  you  jostlyelaifl^ 
For  ekMpienoe  and  skill,  superior  fome  ; 
Yet  to  an  equal  glory  ne*er  aspire: 
Vain  wesetbe  hope  to  emulate  your  sise. 
Eight  day s  we  foasted  I  stia  the  flowmg  bowl 
Returned,  and  sweet  dbeouise,  to  glad  the  seutt 
With  pleasure  heard ;  as  comes  the  sonnd  of  rain. 
In  smnmer's  drought,  to  cheer  the  careful  swain. 
And  when  the  ninth  returning  mom  arose. 
Sixty  bold  marmers  the  hero  choee, 
Shill'd,  throogh  the  deep,  the  flymg  keel  to  guide. 
And  sweep,  with  eqnal  oars,  the  hoary  tide: 
Hiey  trimm'd  a  vessel,  by  thsis  fold's  com* 


To  wsift  me  to  my  sire  and  natlvwlaod. 
With  gifts  enrich'd  of  robes  and  precietm  ore. 
He  sffiBt  me  joyful  ftom  the  Pylian  shore. 
Such  Neleus  was  1  and  saeh  hit  sigiwl  pndse 
For  hospitable  deeds  hi  former  days ; 
The  frieod,  the  patron,  destined  to  rodren 
lUe  wrongs  of  foto,  and  eomfort  my  distress. 

**  But  what  is  man  I  areptile  of  the  Earth  ; 
T^toila  suooesiive  foted  ftom  his  birth  $ 
Few  are  our  joys ;  io  long  soooessien  flow 
Ourgrieft;  we  number  aH  our  days  mwMk 
Misfortune  entor'd  with  my  hifont  years  | 
i  My  feeble  age  n  load  of  sorrow  bean. 
Driven  fsom  my  coimtry  by  domestic  fom^ 
Thebes  but  received  me  to  partake  her  woes. 
The  sword  I've  seen  and  wide  defoathi|  Are, 
Against  her  twice  in  fatol  leaguo  oonspire. 
The  public  grieft,  which  eVry  heart  must  share. 
By  nature  taught  to  feel  another's  care, 
Aug— nt  my  own:  our  matrons  weeprog  stand; 
Our  rev'rsnd  eklera  mourn  a  niin'd  land ; 
Their  furrowed  cheeks  with  streams  ef  SDno# 

flow.; 
And  wailhig  orphans  swell  the  general  woe  ; 
They  mourn  their  dearest  hopm,  in  battle  slaio, 
Whose  limbs  unhury'd  load  their  native  plain  ; 
And  nowby  us  entreat  that  war  may  cease, 
Andy  for  Mveo  days  successive,  yield  to  peace : 
That  matoaHy  secure,  with  pious  care, 
Both  hosts  funereal  bonourn  may  prepare 
For  ev»ry  warrior,  whom  the  rage  of  light 
Has  swept  to  darknem  and  the  ooasU  ol  dight 
To  ratify  the  truce,  if  ye  approve. 
We  come  alike  commkiioo^d,  as  to  move.  ** 
llius  Clytophon  ;  and  he,  whose   soVveigA 
sway 
Tho  wartiots  of  the  Fy  lian  race  obey, 
Nestor,  his  partial  favour  thus  express*d. 
And  to  Ckie  ThstM  ehisf  hhweir  addrms'd. 
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*'Tbetnitliy(Mi  ipeak,  nor  do  joorwoidi  appear 
Prepared  with  art,  or  dictattd  by  fcar ; 
For  what  yoatell,  my  roemory  recallg, 
When  young  I  saw  you  at  my  oathre  waDs, 
Yourself  a  youth ;  though  now  a  length  of  years, 
Imprinted  deep,  in  all  your  form  appears ; 
Yet  still,  with  sure  remembrance,  can  I  trace 
Your  voice  the  same  and  lineaments  of  lace. 
An  infant  then  upon  your  knees  1  hung. 
And  catch'd  the  pleasing  wooden  from  yoor 
tongue  : 
our  woes  I  pity'd,  as  I  pity  still; 
And,  were  the  chiefs  determhi'd  by  my  will, 
The  trace  should  stand  :  ibr  piety  conspires 
With  justice,  to  demand  what  Thebes  requires." 

The  hero  thus ;  the  king  of  men  replies: 
**  Princes,  in  fight  approvM,  in  council  wise ! 
What  Thebes  propounds  tis  yours  alone  to  cbnse 
Whether  ye  will  accept  it  or  refuse : 
For  though  3rour  votes  consenting  in  my  band 
Have  plac'd  the  sceptre  of  supreme  command ; 
Yet  still  my  pow*r,  obedient  lo  your  choice. 
Shall  with  its  sanction  join  the  public  voice." 
The  monarch  thus ;   and  thus  the  chief  re- 

piyd, 

Whom  fair  Etolia's  martial  sons  obeyed : 
"  Princes,  attend  !  and  tbon,who((e  sovereign  band 
Sways  the  dread  sceptre  of  supreme  command  ! 
What  Thebes  requires  I  do  not  now  oppose. 
Because,  insensible  to  human  woes. 
The  widow's  tears  I  scorn,  the  mother's  sighs» 
The  gproans  of  fathers,  or  the  orphan's  cries, 
Whose  dearest  hopes,  in  rage  of  battle  slain. 
With  wounds  de£Bu:'d,  lie  scattered  on  the  plain: 
Compassion  for  the  best,  which  fruitless  toil 
So  long  has  wasted  ha  a  foreign  soil, 
What  Thebes  propounds,  impels  me  to  dissuade. 
And,  for  the  Hviog,  disregard  the  dead. 
How  long  has  war  and  famine  thin'd  our  pow^it. 
Inactive  camp'd  aroui^  the  I'heban  tow*rs  ? 
And  pestilence,  whose  dire  bfection  flies. 
Blown  by  the  faries  through  the  tainted  skies } 
Many  now  wander  on  the  Stygian  shore. 
Whom  sires  and  consorts  shall  behold  no  more ; 
And  many  still,  who  yet  enjoy  the  day. 
Must  follow  doSrn  the  dark  Tartarean  way. 
If,  blinded  by  the  fates,  our  counsels  bar 
The  course  of  conquest  and  protract  the  war. 
Since  equity  and  public  right  demands 
lliat  Thtiba  should  fall  by  our  avenging  hands, 
Kow  let  us  combat,  till  the  gods  above, 
Who  sit  around  the  sUrry  throne  of  Jove, 
The  judges  of  the  nation^  crown  our  toil. 
So  long  endur'd,  with  victory  and  spoil ; 
Or,  destine  us  to  fall  in  glorious  fight. 
Elate  and  dauntless  iu  the  cause  of  right. 
Shall  we  delay  till  dire  infection  sprea<l8' 
Her  raven  wings  o'er  our  devoted  heads  ? 
Till  gen'rous  wrath,  by  slow  disease  supprest. 
Expires  inactive  in  the  warrior's  breast. 
And  life,  the  price  of  glory,  paid  in  vain. 
We  die  forgotten  on  a  foreign  plair." 

Tydides  thus ;  and  he,  whose  sovereign  sway 


With  patience  hear  the  revons  wliidi  I  pleaS 
For  fun*ral  rites,  the  honoors  of  the  dead. 
WeU  have  you  heard  the  various  ilia  that  wait 
On  strife  proloog'd,  and  war's  disastrcms  state: 
And  they,  who  choose  to  dwell  amid  alaniis» 
The  rage  of  slaughter  and  the  dm  of  aims. 
Know  little  of  the  joys,  when  combats  oeaae. 
That  crown  with  milder  bliss  the  hoars  of  peace* 
Though  gladly  would  I  see,  in  vengeance  ju^ 
The  Theban  tow'rs  confounded  with  the  dtiKt ; 
That  from  the  war  releas'd,  we  might  a|:ain 
Each  share  the  pleasures  of  his  native  reign : 
Yei  let  us  not  presumptuously  withstand 
What  piety  alike  and  right  command. 
The  honours  of  the  dead}  nor  tempt  the  gods. 
To  curse  our  labours,  from  their  bright  abodes. 
Far  in  the  Heav'ns,  above  this  mortal  scene. 
In  boundless  Ught,  the  thund'rer  sits  serene ; 
He  views  the  works  of  men ;  the  good  he  knows 
And  on  their  just  attempts  success,  bestows  $ 
But  blaOs  impiety,  and  mocks  its  aim* 
With  disappointment  sure,  and  lasting  shame. 

'*  Attend,  ye  princes  1   and  I  shall  unfold 
What  sage  Harmouius  taught  my  sire  of  ohL 
The  Locri  summon'd  all  their  martial  pow'rs. 
And  fought  around  the  Orchomenian  tow>nu 
From  oxen  seiz'd,  began  the  dire  debate; 
And  wide  and  wasteful  was  the  work  of  Cste. 
The  Orcbomeniansoft  a  truce  piopos'd 
For  futt'ral  rites;  the  Locrian  diiefs  oppos'd. 
Nine  days  expired,  the  bleeding  warriors  lay ; 
Their  wounds  hot  streaming  to  the  solar  ray. 
From  Styx's  sable  shore  their  ghosts  implor'df 
With   suppliant  cries,    Hell's  dread    avengiof 

lord. 
He  heard,  and  from  the  gkxMny  deep  below 
Of  Erebus  profound,  the  house  of  woe, 
A  fury  sent,  the  fiercest  of  the  crew. 
Whose  iron  scourges  human  crimes  pnrsae : 
Discord  her  name;  among  th'  infernal  gods 
She  dwells,  excluded  from  the  blest  abudes  ; 
Though  oft  on  Earth  she  rears  her  baleful  besd^ 
To  kindle  strife,  and  make  the  nations  bleed. 
The  fury  came;  and,  hov*ring  o'er  the  plan^ 
Devoted  with  her  eyes  the  Locrian  train. 
In  form  a  raven,  to  a  tow'r  she  flew, 
'NMiich  rose  upon  a  precipice  in  view. 
And  on  the  airy  smnmit  took  her  seat. 
With  potent  charms,  to  kindle  dire  debate. 
The  howling  dogs  her  presence  first  dedmre ; 
The  war-horse  trembling  snorts  aloft  in  air; 
On  man  at  last  the  dire  infection  fell, 
llie  awful  vengeance  of  the  powhns  of  Hell, 
Confusion  straight  through  all  the  camp  is  fouad; 
The  wand'ring  centinel  deserts  his  gmund. 
Fatally  gay  aSad  crown'd  whh  ev'ry  weed. 
Which  weeping  matrons  scatter  o'er  the  dead ; 
Of  dire  portent :  but  when  the  silent  reign 
Of  night  possessed  the  mountains  and  the  plai% 
Above  the  camp  her  torch  the  fury  rear'd. 
Red,  in  the  air,  its  baleful  flame  appear'd. 
Kindling  debate :  outrageous  strife  arose. 
Loud  as  the  ocean  when  a  tempest  blows. 


r\«A..«ii  «u^ 
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Tlw  combat  boni'd^  th^  Orchoikieiiians  beard 
With  honour,  dot  beyond  their  walls  appeared. 
By,  awe  diTine  restraioM :  but  wheo  the  light 
Betura'd  successive  on  the  steps  of  night. 
From  ev'ry  tow'r  they  saw  the  spacious  plain 
With  havoc  heap'd,  and  mountains  of  the  slain. 
The  secret  cause  the  augurs  first  dedar'd  ; 
The  justice  of  the  gods  they  own'd  and  fear'd* 
Ko  f^'ral  rite  the  Orchomenian  state 
On  them  bestov'd,  the  vulgar  or  the  great ; 
In  one  deep  pit,  whose  mouth  extended  wide 
Four  hundred  oubit  length  from  side  to  side, 
They  whelm'd  them  all ;  their  bucklers  and  their 

spears. 
The  steeds,  the  chariots,  and  the  charioteers. 
One  ruin  mix'd ;  fur  so  the  will  of  Jove 
The  priests  declar*d ;  and  heap'd  a  mount  above : 
Such  was  the  fate,  by  Heaven  and  Hell  decreed. 
To  punish  bold  contemners  of  the  dead. 
And  let  us  not  their  fatal  wrath  provoke. 
Hot  merit  by  our  guilt  an  equal  stroke ; 
But  seal  the  truce,  and  piously  bestow 
What  to  the  reliqucs  of  the  dead  we  owe." 

He  said ;  the  peers  their  joint  assent  declare. 
The  dead  to  honour,  and  the  gods  revere. 
The  king  of  men  temmands  a  herald  straight 
The  priests  to  call,  and  hasten  ev'ry  rite. 
While  thus  the  sov'rieign mandate  they  obey'd, 
lb*  Etolian  leader  rose,  and  frowning  said: 
**  O  bimd  to  truth  !  and  fated  to  sustain 
A  length  of  woes,  and  tedious  toils  in  vain ! 
By  sounds  deceived,  as  to  her  fatal  den 
Some  vocal  sorc'ress  lures  the  steps  of  men ; 
O  eloquence !  thou  fatal  chaim !  how  few. 
Guided  by  theOi  their  real  good  pursue ! 
By  thee,  our  minds,  with  magic  fetters  boaiid« 
In  all  decisions,  true  and  false  confound. 
Not  the  unnumber'd  wrecks,  which  lie  along 
The  Syrens'  coast  the  trophies  of  their  song. 
Nor  there  where  Circe  from  the  neighboring  deep. 
With  strong  enchantments,  draws  the  pairing 

ship. 
Can  match  thy  spoils :  O  let  me  ne^er  obey, 
And  follow  blindly,  as  you  point  the  way  ! 
ConfiBd'rate  kings !  since  nothing  can  oppose 
The  truce  you  purpose  with  our  treacherous  foes. 
With  mischief  pregnant;  I  alone  am  free. 
Nor  these  my  eyes  the  fatal  rite  shall  see; 
Lest  it  be  said,  when  mischief  shall  sucoecd, 
Tydides  saw  it,  and  approved  the  deed." 
Speaking  he  grasp'd  his  spear  and  pond'roos 
shield ;  [field, 

AndmcvM  like  Mars,  when,  'midst  th'  imbattled 
Sublime  he  stalks  to  kindle  fierce  alarms. 
To  swell  the  tumult  and  the  rage  of  arms. 
Such  seem'd  the  chief:  the  princes  with  sur- 
prize 
Tom  on  the  king  of  men;  at  once  their  eyes. 

He  thus  began :  **  Since  now  the  public  choice 
The  truce  approves,  with  one  consenting  voice; 
Tvdides  only,  with  superior  pride, 
Tho*  youngpst,  still  the  readiest  to  decide, 
Our  gen'ral  sense  condemns ;  his  haughty  soul 
Hust  net  the  counsels  of  the  host  control, 
Brave  though  he  is:  the  altars  ready  stand ; 
In  order  waits  the  consecrated  band ; 
Straight  let  us  seal  the  truce  with  blood  and  wine, 
And,  to  attest  it,  call  the  pow'rs  divine." 

The  monarch  thus ;  TydidA  to  his  tent, 
Tktfi'  the  itiil  host,  in  tidlen  sorrow  went. 


Fix^d  in  his  mhid  the  fetal  visioo  stoy'd, 
Snatched  by  invading  force  his  lovely  maMl  j 
The  fraud  of  Cytherca;  stiU  hit  heart 
Incessant  anguish  felt,  and  lasting  smart  t 
And,  as  a  lion,  when  his  side  retains 
A  barixjd  shaft,  the  cause  of  bitto-pain^ 
Growls  in  some  kmely  shade ;  his  fnendsdedm'd. 
He  breathMin  groans  the  anguish  of  his  mmd. 

Now  round  the  flaming  hearth  th'  assembly 
stands^ 
And  Theseus  thus  invokes  with  lifted  bands : 
"Hearme,ye  pow'rs,that  rule  the  realms  oflig^iU 
And  ye  dread  sov'reigM  of  the  shades  of  night! 
If,  till  the  eighth  tuoceeding  Sun  displays* 
Above  the  eastern  hills,  his  eariy  rays, 
Any  bold  warrior  of  the  Argive  bands. 
Against  a  Theban  lifts  his  hostile  hands 
By  us  approv'd ;  let  ev'ry  cuwe  succeed 
On  me,  and  aU,  for  peijury  decreed. 
And  as  by  blood  our  mutual  oath  we  seal. 
The  blood  of  victims  drawn  by  deathful  steel ; 
So  let  their  bk)od be  shed,  who, scorning  ngbt. 
Profanely  shall  presume  iU  ties  to  slight." 
Apollo's  priest,  for  Thebes,  resom'd  the  vow. 
The  gods  above  invoking,  and  below. 
Their  vengeance  to  inflict,  if  force,  or  art. 
The  truce  should  violate  on  either  part. 

The  ritesconcluded  thus,  the  king  conomand* 
Two  younger  warriors  of  his  native  bands 
A  chariot  to  prepare;  the  driver's  place 
Sophronimus  assumed ;  with  Urdy  pace. 
Ascend  the  sage  ambassadors ;  before 
Alighted  torch  Asteropxus  bore. 
And  led  the  way ;  the  tcnU,  the  field  of  war. 
They  pass'd,  and  at  the  gate  dismiss'd  the  car^ 
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SooH  as  the  Sun  display'd  his  orient  ray. 
And  crowtfd  the  mountain  tops  with  eariy  day , 
Through  ev'ry  gale  the  Theban  warriors  flow, 
Unarm'd  and  fearicss  of  th'  invading  foe : 
As  when,  in  eariy  spring,  the  shepherd  8C«      ^ 
Rush  from  some  hollow  rodL  a  stream  ofbecf. 
Long  in  the  cliffc,  from  winter's  rage,  conceal  a. 
New  to  the  light,  and  strangers  to  the  flelUi 
In  compass  wide  their  mazy  flight  they  steer. 
Which  wings  of  balmy  zephyrs  lighlJy  bear 
Along  the  meads,  where  some  soft  nver  flows. 
Or  foresU,  where  the  floWry  ^''*'><>'V**^  j 
To  taste  the  early  spring  their  course  they  bcnor 
And  fightly  with  the  genial  ^ree^ d^«S?^ ^^^  ' 
So  o'CT   the  heighU  and  plains  the  Thd^ 

Some,  'm'itthe'heapsof  slaughter,  woght  their 
Others  with  axes  to  the  woods  repair  d,  .. 

Fell'd  the  thick  forests,  and  the  mounUiM  oaro. 

With  like  intent  the  Argive  wamorsmoro, 
By  nie»eus  led,  whom  virgin  Pallas  foVd. 
Ten  thousand  oxen  drew  the  haniess'dwauw. 
In  droves  collected  from  the  neighb'nng  plwrs  | 
Slow  up  the  mountains  move  the  heavy  wneeis. 
The  steep  ascent  each  groaning  axle  mU : 

In  ev'ry  grove  the  iemper'd  axes  sound » ^ 

The  thick  trees  crackle,  and  the  caves  remnd* 
Now  to  the  plain  the  mofing  woods  descend, 
Undertheir  weight  a  thounud  nles  beod^ 
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And  romicl  &ii  eSitttf,  tfnd  i^mnid  the  Tbebn 

utilts. 
Heaps  rollM  on  be«ps,  the  ttiiitgrkd  forest  Mis, 

Of  this  the  Spartan  chief,  bitf  native  bandiy 
With  speed  to  rear  a  lofty  pile,  commands; 
Which  fur  Hegialns,  with  gfratefol  mind, 
Adrastus'  Taliant  son,  the  chief  designed ; 
Who  to  his  aid,  when  ev*ry  warrior  fled, 
Repaired,  and  for  his  rescue  greatly  Med: 
His  native  bands  the  hero  thus  addrest, 
M[hiie  sighs  incessant  labored  from  his  breast, 

**  The  chief  of  Argos,  warriors!  first  demands 
Funereal  honours  from  our  gratefbl  bands  j 
For  hinf  this  lofty  atracture  is  decreed, 
And  ev*ry  rite  in  order  shall  succeed  : 
His  dear  remains  in  my  pavilion  rest; 
Kor  can  Adrastns  art  the  rites  assist ; 
Who  to  despairs  and  phrenzy  has  resigned. 
By  age  and  grief  subdued,  Bis  genefous  mind : 
The  other-princes  of  the  army  wait 
Theobsemiies  to  grace,  with  motimful  state." 

He  said ;  and  to  his  tent  th«  warriors  led, 
Where  stood  ah^dy  decked  the  fun'ral  bed : 
With  Syrian  oil  bedew'd,  the  corw  tbey  found 
Fresh  from  the  bath,  and  breathinv  fragnmoe 
For  Menehius,  with  divided  care,        .  ^  [round : 
Each  rite  domestic  hastened  to  prepme. ' 
Twelve  princes  to  the  pile  the  corse  sustain*d;  . 
The  head  on  Agamemnon's  hand  reclin'd : 
With  moutTftfhl  pomp  the  slow  proceskion  moVd ; 
For  all  the  hero  honoured  a(nd  approv*d. 

First  on  the  top  the  fun'rnl  bed  they  place  5 
And  next,  the  sad  solemnity  to  grace, 
And  gratify  the  munes  of  the  slain,  [plhim 

The  bfood  of  steeds  and  bullocks  drei^'d  tbc 
The  four  fair  steeds  whieh  drew  the  rapid  car, 
That  bore  the  hen>  through  the  ranks  of  war. 
Their  lofty  necks  thei)oitited  falchion  tore, 
With  force  impelPd,  and  dte^  a  stream  of  g«ire': 
Three  groaning  fell ;  b«t,  fiercer  from  the  stroke. 
The  silver  reins  the  fourth  with  fury  broke, 
And  fled  around  the  field :  ■  hiJ»  snowy  chest, 
W^s  dbsh  d  with  streaming  blood,  and  lofty  cr^. 
In  ohrcres  still  he  wheel'd  !  at  ev'ry  routnl. 
Still  nearer  to  the  pile  hhnself  hi?  found ; 
Till  di^ain'd  of  life,  by  bloo«l  alone  supply'd, 
Just'  where  he  folt  fire  Mow,  he  surtft,  ai)d  dy*d. 
l^y  aire  ditme  5»uWu'd,  (he  warrior^  stand  j 
And  silent  wonder  fixes  cv'ry  band : 
Till  thus  Arides:  "Sure  tV  rrtmwtaffgods, 
The  glorioui««ynodofthe  blest  aNjdes, 
Approve  our  rites;  the  good  theit  fhvotit  sh«r«, 
In  dtafh  attdlife  tfjeoL^snf  their  care.»» 

*  ACrides  thuf* :  and,  further  to  augiimit 
TThe  mournfur  pomp,  the  martial  gothless  went 
Through  idl  tire  camp,  in  Merion>  form   eit- 

prcss'd ; 
And  thus  aloud  fhe  ^ubKc  ear  addre«*d : 
•*  Warrionf  dnd  ft\en69 1  on  yotidtt  lofty  pyfe, 
Itcglaras  expect*  the  futt'ral  (hTC ; 
Fo  $\\ch  high  metft,  public  tears  shooM  flow  ; 
And  Greece  :»s«embled  poirf  a  fl^ortl  of  idoe; 
Now  fet  US  all  M»  ohs^ties  attend  ; 
Awf,  x9h  h  (he  mourtifur  rites,  onr  sorrows»Meftd.'* 
Pr6rlaimingfhtia aloud  the  foddeMwent^ 
The  ai  my  he^Hl ;  a  d  each  forsakes  bis  tent ; 
Her  voice  ftad  loticlif'd  thelf  heaits;  ckey  iMv^d 

NaUoMiaiit  tribes/  m  miilniij^'gigyd  tfttMgt 


Around  tb€  pU^  tilt  wid^ddl^  dfd^  gtowt  f 
As,  spreading,  in  some  vale,  a  deluge  flow^y^ 
By  moontain  torrents  fed,  which  itretchetW^» 
And  floats  the  levH  lands  on  ev'ry  side. 
Distingnish'd  in  the  midst  the  prineet  stand. 
With  soeptres  grac'd,  tb*  ensigns  of  comawA 
Atrides,  with  aoperior  grief  oppreas'dy 
Thus  to  the  aire  of  gods  his  pray'raridresifd,  ^^ 
"Dread  sov'reign,   bear!  whose  unresMril 
•way 
The  ftrtes  of  men  and  mortad  things  obfy  v 
From  thee  the  virtne  of  the  hero  springs ; 
Thine  is  the  glory  and  the  pow*r  of  kingik 
If  e*er  by  thee,  and  virgin  Pallas,  led. 
To  noble  deeds  this  gen*n>i»  youth  was  bred  : 
If  love  to  men,  or  piety,  posacst, 
With  highest  purpose,  his  undaunted  bresnt^ 
Command  tlie  winds  in  bolder  gusts  toriae. 
And  bear  the  flames.  I  kindle,  to  the  skies.'* 
The  hero  tbtts ;  and  with  the  fon'rSi  brand 
The  structure  touched ;  ascending  flfom  his  hand*. 
Spreads  the  quick  blaze :  tbe  mler  ofthe  Ay 
CommaiidB;  at  once  the  willing  tempests  fly : 
Rushing  in  streams  nivisible,  they  came. 
Drove  the  light  smoke,  and  lais'd  the  sheets 

flame. 
The  fovour  ofthe  gods  tbe  nations  own. 
And,  wkb  their  joint  applause,  the  hero  erown; 
From  mom  till  noon  the  roaring  flames aspirv. 
And  fat  of  victhns  added  foeds  tbe  Are ; 
Then  fsH  their  fofty  sphes,  and,  sinking  fow. 
O'er  the  pale  ashes  tremdously  glow. 
With  wine,  the  smoke,  and  burning  embert  Tsy*d; 
The  bones  they  glean'd,  and  to  a  tondr  coofey'd 
Under  an  oak,  which,  near  tbe  pnUk:  way. 
Invites  tbe  swains  to  shun  the  noontide  ray. 

Now  twenty  waerriors  of  Atrides'  (rain, 
Loaded  with  treasure,  brought  a  hamess'd  wahn  ; 
Vases  and  tripod?  m  bright  order  pkic'd. 
And  splendid  arms  whh  fair  devices  grar>d: 
These  for  the  games  the  SpaiYan  chief  deere«d. 
The  funeral  games  in  honour  ofthe  dead. 
Amid  the  princes  fiist  a  polish 'd  yew. 
Unbent  upon  the  groiaH)  the  hem'threw. 
Of  woffttHvine  ;  whfch  Cynthiurf  claimed  befofft; 
And  Cbirun  next  aponf  (lie  mountains  bore; 
His  sire  the  third  received  it :  now  it  lies. 
For  him  who  forthest  shoots,  thedc:>iin'd  priz^ 

"  Heroes,  approa^  V*  Atrides  thus  alcnid, 
"  Stand  fbrth,  dist  i»gnii»h'd  from  the  circlhiif 

crowd, 
Ye  who,  by  skill  or  manly  force,  may  chim 
Yodr  rivals  i!o  sutjmsg  and  nneriffam^. 
This  bow.  Worth  tuenty  oxen,  \i  decreed     * 
For  him  who  fisrthest  sends  the  winged  reed : 
This   bowl,    worth  eight,    sb&lf  be  ttscri^d  t4 

grace 
The  man  whose  merit  hoM*  th*  second  pfecc'* 
He  spoke.    His  words  the  botd  Aj(atces  ttfd ; 
Crete's  valiant  monarch  to  the  prizt  aspli^d  ; 
Teucer  for  shootfngfea»Mj  and  Merion  strong. 
Whose  force  enormoiA  dragM  a  bull  afong: 
Pvompt  to  coitraid,  ami  raiis'd  with  bope,  the/ 

stoad; 
Laertes  sMi  the  test  forsooflt  (h*  ^itowd. 
Tydides  too  had  jbin'd  them,  andobCahi'd 
Whal^er  «wld  by  rtiilf  or  force  be  gaixTd  j 
But  in  his  tent,  indufghi^  sail  Stapait, 
He  saXp  snbd'uM  by  neikrt'Kxsistntiinf  catra> 
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Snielit  it «  frtiqM  tltt  tfi^Mil   toir  tr^M 


I 

Em^  hero  vjdi  hjf  nm*  1^  iBsriiM  hi«  owii  t 
TlieK,iBii*dl  iritk  care,  tlM  ohief  oTSj^iitftdfew; 
idnM^av^  the  fint  lie  knew : 
Teoeer,  with  hope  iispif'd,  the  sOMNid  okha^  : 
The  third  Oitem,  bqcIi  tbreheotnif  kiM ; 
NM  daipi>d  tlie  wemcet  of  thettvett-fbU  thMd, 
Ihoiigh  vooDgiD  snMSy  dieti«f  oiehM  inthe  Md  -, 
l%Mil  ttunepMieBeM;  aiid,  letlorall, 
Bqld  HerioB  «St]i  a  Hiiile  rsoeiv'd  hit  belL 

Prm'd  with  locvMbeot  fon^  the  Cfeten  lord 
Strni'd  liiestiff  how » and  hent  it  to  the  cord ; 
Thea,  ftom  the  fcU-itor'd  qaiter,  ohosewith  art, 
Wii^*d  forth'  aerial  ftight,  a  pointed  dafL 
Theaeos  cowimanda  tbe  warriors  to  dhMe, 
>nio  crowded  thipk  andyeew^d  <|n  e^  iAfi6 ; 
Straight  they  retire ;  aSyatthewordolPJoTe* 
FitoKkf  f  hfigfat  fccethe  MRtt>Hng  ekrade  re- 


Hw  arrow  spfM^;  hoi  Arnif  took  its  wajr. 
Far  to- the  lefty  wbetv  ooKf  nMbrtbes  lay. 
And  groyei  of  reedt ;  where  flow  Ismenui  ftrajs^ 
And  winde,  1luroo|h  tHicfcets  green,  hit  wat^ 


lud  tbrpogh  thw  boet  ap^ear'd  a  tpaciotM  way, 
Where  wow  and  fiekh  in  dlilanl  pfospect  lay. 
With  fime  inuneBee,  the  Cretan  inonarch  drew, 
Stretch'dthe  toogk  povd,  and  itrua'd  the  cir- 

ctingye^; 
From  bis  firm  gripo  the  startbg  arrow  sprung. 
The  stiff  bow  craekfd,  fhe  twanging  cordage  snf^. 
tJp  the  light  air  tbe  hissing  weapon  files, 
PieroesthewiDds>  end  streams  akxig  the  skies: 
Ar  fee  the  distant  pkna  it  swiftly  dro^  $ 
The  host  stood  wood'nngas  it  rash'd  above: 
Boeeading  there  npon  a  nMKint  it  stood  ; 
AdepthoCsoil  veoei^the  trembling  wood. 
AppUose  firoHi  aO,  turnnltuoiie  shoots  declare, 
j^ei^oes  wafted  throngh  tbe  trembling  air. 
Such  joy  the  here  feels,  as  pvaite  mspires^ 
And  to  tbe  circle  of  the  kii^  retires. 

Tbe  valiant  Teuoer  next  reeeiv'd  the  bow. 
And  to  Apolk>  tbos  addressed  a  tow : 
**  Hear  me,  dread  king !  whose  nnrtsisted  sway 
Cootiols  tbe  Sun,  and  rules  the  course  of  day ; 
Great  patron  of  the  bow  !  this  shaft  impel ; 
And  hccatomtis  my  gratitndp  shall  teN  ; 
Sooaas  to  Salamieour  martial  poWrs 
Keuam^  vletoriooe}  from  the  Thebao  lo«^n." 
He  said,  aod  bid  the  winged  arrow  fi^; 
It  pierc*dtb«  winds,  and  swept  a  lengfth  of  sky ; 
hsoooapasa,  like  the  cokMsedaroh,  whiebstMOes 
Exalted,  as  tbe  setting  Son  decKnes; 
From  north  to  sooth  it  marks  th'  etheretl'  fpate, 
Andwouds  and  meuntsrns  fiH  its  wide  embrace : 
Beyond  tbe  Cretan  shift,  it  r«mhM  the  pHeiti; 
As  £ar  befove,  as  bow  a  iliephen)  swam» 
HurTd  from  a  sUng,  ihe  mandmf  iiat  con  thro^ir, 
From  bift  y«mog  ebargs.to  drire  the  deadly  crow. 

Oilean  Ajaa  next  fbe  weapon  etarm^d, 
For  skill  aboce  the  rest,  and  practice  fem»d; 
But  Pbcefaos,  chief  aad  patron  of  the  iirt, 
Reiankid  miu  «ighHh©  winned  dart : 


Abnsh'd  theyontB,  ^rfth  pn'mftrf  iteps,  retire  ; 
And  npw  mysses  to  tbe  prise  aspires. ' 

In  silence  tfans  the  prndent  warrior  prayM, 
And,  In  his  heart,  addresiM  the  maVtial  maid : 
*<  Great  fjneen  of  arts !  on  t^ee  my  hope?  depend^ 
With  fkvovr,  to  thy  snppliant's  s«it,  attend ! 
By  thee  my  inlbntarms  were  taoght  to  thro^ 
Tbe  dart  with  certahi  aim,  and  bend  tbe  bow: 
Oft  on  my  little  hands,  immovtal  maid  1 
To  guide  tbe  shaft,  tby  mighty  hands  were  lakl : 
Now,  goddess,  akf  me,  whpe  I  strive  fbr  fttme  jf 
Wing  the  swift  weapon,  and  assert  my  claim.*' 
He  pray'd :  tbe  goddess,  at  his  suit,  descends  ; 
And  present  iVom  th*  Olympian  coorCs  attends. 
With  force  dirfaie  his  manly  ttmbs  the  strong. 
The  bow  he  strain'd :  tb^  startfaig  arrow  sung  ; 
As  when  tbe  sire  of  gods,  with  iirathftil  hand, 
Drivc»tbe  swift  lightning  and  the  forked  brarid. 
To  waste  the  lahoors  of  tbo  enreftil  swains, 
Coosnme  tbe  mountain  flocksior  scorch  the  plaimi; 
With  sudden  glare  appearstbe  fiery  ray ; 
No  thought  can  trace  it  through  th*  ethoraal  wap 
So  swift  thy  winged  shaft,  Ulysses!  fiew. 
Nor  could  the  following  eye  Its  speed  pursue. 
Tbe  flight  ofTeucei's  arrow  (hr  surpast. 
Upon  a  rnral  hearth  it  piCch'd  at  last. 
To  Ceres  boilt ;  wbere  swainr,  in  early  spring. 
With  joy  were  wont  their  annual  gifts  to  bring  ; 
Vrhen  first  to  ?icw,  abore  tbe  ftirrow'd  plain. 
With  pleasmg  verdure,  rose  the  springing  grain. 
Through  aH  the  host  appfaoding  shouts  resound; 
The  hills  repeat  them,  and  (he  woods  around. 
The  bended  bow  bold  Merion  next  assumes,' 
A  shaft  selects,  and  smooths  its  purple  plumes  : 
He  placed  it  on  tbe  string,  and  bending  low. 
With  all  bts  force  collected,  stfain'd  the  bow. 
Up  the  li)]>ht  air  the  starting  arrow  ^rung ; 
The  tough  bow  cracked;    the  twanging  cordage 

sung. 
Beyond  the  readi  of  sisrht  t6e  weapon  drove. 
And  towVd  amid  th'^etbereaf  space  above : 
But  as  ft  rose,  a  heron  crossed  before, 
From  inland  nrarshes  sreering  to  the  shore  ; 
Under  the  wing  it  reach'd  her  with  a  wound ; 
Screaming  she  wheel*d,   then  tumbled  to  the 

ground. 
And  thtit  the  youth :  '^UtuStfioOS  chiefs  1 1  claim 
rf  not  the  prhse,  at  least  8up<^orfame: 
Ungovem'd  strength  akxie  the  arrow  sends ; 
To  bit  the  mark,  the  shootei's  art  commends.* 
In  mirthful  mood  the  hero  thus  addressM  ; 
And  nil  tbehr  fovotrr  and  applause  expressed. 
«  Ulysses !  take  the  bow,**  Atrides  cries, 
"  The  silver  bowl,  brave  TeuCer '.  be  tl»v  urixe. 
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AVhose  surface  smootli,  unruffled  by  the  breeze. 
The  hills  inverted  show  and  downward  trees : 
Ye  daring  youths !  whose  manly  limbs  divide 
The  mounting  surge,  and  brave  the  rusbiog  tide; 
AH  ye,  whom  hopes  of  victory  inspire. 
Stand  forth  distinguisb'd  ;  let  the  crowd  retire. 
This  costly  armourshall  the  youth  obtain. 
Who  corner  viclorioui  from  the  wat'ry  plain  j 
That  Island  cumpassM,  where  the  poplar  growSy 
And  in  the  lake  its  wav'ring  image  shows, 
Who  measuring  back  tlie  liquid  space,  beifore 
His  rivals,  shall  regain  theflow*ry  shore. 
This  golden  bowl  is  fix'd  the  second  prize, 
EsteemM  alike  for  fashion  and  for  size.** 

The  hero  thus:  with  thirst  of  glory  fir'd, 
Crete's  valiant  monarch  to  the  prize  aspir'd; 
With  Sparta's  younger  chief;  Ulysses  came; 
And  brave  Clearcbus  emulous  of  fame, 
A  wealthy  warrior  from  the  Samian  shore. 
Ill  cattle  rich,  and  heaps  of  precious  ore : 
])i>tingulsh'd  in  the  midst  the  heroes  stood, 
Kagc-r  to  plunge  into  the  shining  flood, 

His  brother's  ardour  purpos'd  to  restrain, 
Atriilcs  strove,  and  counscl'd  thus,  in  vain : 
*♦  Desist,  my  brother  I  shun  th'  unequal  strife; 
For  late  you  stood  upon  the  verge  of  life; 
Ko  mortal  man  his  vigour  can  retain. 
When  flowing  wounds  have  cmpty'd  ev»ry  vein. 
If  nowyoii  perish  in  the  wat'ry  way. 
Grief  Upon  grief  shall  cloud  this  moumiul  day : 
Desist,  respect  my  coimscl,  and  be  wise ; 
i)omc  other  Spartan  in  your  place  will  rise." 
To  change  hi«  brother's  purpose  thus  he  try'd  ; 
Bflt  nothing  nr.ov'd,  the  gen'rous  youth  rqjly'd : 
*'  prother !  in  vain  you  urge  me  to  forbear. 
From  love  and  fond  affection  prompt  to  fear; 
For  firm,  as  e'er  before,  my  linobs  remain. 
To  flash  the  fluid  waves,  or  scour  the  plain.'' 

He  said,  and  went  before.    The  heroes  move 
To  the  dark  coveit  of  a  neighb'ring  grove ; 
Which  to  the  bank  its  shady  walks  extends. 
Where  mixing  with  the  lake  a  rivMet  ends. 
Prompt  to  contend,  their  purple  robes  they  loose, 
Hieir  Hgur'd  vesta  and  gold  einbroider'd  shoes ; 
And  through  the  grove  descending  to  the  strand, 
Along  the  flow'ry  bank  in  order  stand. 
At>  when,  in  some  fair  temple's  sacred  shrine, 
A  statue  stands,  eiipress'd  by  skill  divine, 
Apollo's  or  tlie  hcrald-po\i  'rs,  who  brings 
Jove'3  mighty  mandates  on  his  airy  wings  ;^ 
1*he  form  majestic  awes  the  bending  crowd  : 
In  port  and  stature  such,  the  heroes  stood. 

Sun  ting  at  once,  with  equal   strokes,   they 
sweep 
Th^  smooth  expanse,  and  shoot  into  the  deep; 
The  Cretan  chief,  exerting  all  his  force. 
His  rivals  far  surpassed,  and  led  the  course; 
EehJud  Atrides,  emulous  of  flune ; 
Clcarchus  next ;  and  last  Ulysses  came. 
And  liow  they  nieasurM  back  the  wat'ry  soaoe. 


For  near  and  nearer  still  UlyMCf  preafc ; 

The  waves  he  felt  rebounding  from  Ms  breast. 

With  equal  zeal  for  victory  they  strove ; 

When,  gliding  sudden  from  tberoufiiof  Jove, 

Pallas  approach 'd ;  behind  a  cloud  oonoenl*d» 

Ulysses  only  saw  her  form  reveal'd. 

Majestic  by  the  hero's  side  she  itood ; 

Her  shining  sandals  press'd  the  tremblmg  flo«d« 

She  whisper'd  toft,  at  when  the  wegten  breeze 

Stirs  the  thick  reeds,  or  shakes  the  mstling  tnqg. 

«  Still  shall  thy  soul,  with  endless  thint  of  &nie« 

Aspire  to  victory,  in  ev'ry  game. 

The  honours,  which  from  bones  and  sinews  lis^ 

Are  lightly  valu'd  by  the  good  and  wise : 

To  envy  still  they  rouse  the  human  kind; 

And  oft,  than  courted,  better  far  dedin'd* 

To  brave  Idomeneus  yield  the  race. 

Contented  to  obtain  the  second  place.'* 

The  goddess  thus :  while,  stretching  to  the  land. 

With  joy  the  Cretan  chief  approach'd  the  strand; 

Ulysses  next  arriv'd;  and,  spent  with  toil. 

The  weary  Samian  grasp'd  the  welcome  soil. 

But  far  behind  the  Spartan  warrior  lay, 
Fatigu'd,  and  fainting,  in  the  wat'ry  way. 
llirice  struggl'mg,  from  the  lake,  his  bead  ha 

rear'd; 
And  thrice,  imploring  aid,  his  voice  was  heard. 
1'hc  Cretan  monarch  bastes  the  yonth  to  save. 
And  Ithacus again  d.vides  tire  wave; 
With  force  renew'd  their  manly  limbs  they  ply ; 
And  from  their  breasts  the  whit'nmg  bilkma  fly. 
Full  in  the  midst  a  rocky  isle  divides 
The  liquid  space,  and  parts  the  silver  tides ; 
Once  cultivated,  now  with  thickets  green 
O'erspread,  two  hillocks  and  a  vale  between.} 
Here  dwelt  an  agedswain ;  his  cottage  stood 
Under  the  cliffs,  encompaas'd  by  a  wood. 
From  poverty  secure,  he  heard  afar. 
In  peace  profound,  the  tnmnlu  of  the  war. 
Mending  a  net  before  his  mral  gate. 
From  other  toib  repos'd,  the  peasant  sat ; 
When  first  the  voice  of  Menelaus  came. 
By  ev'ning  breezes  wafted  from  the  s  ream. 
Hast'nmg,  his  skiff  he  loos'd,  and  spread  the  sail: 
Some  present  god  supply'd  aproepVoosgale: 
For,  as  the  Spartan  chief,  with  loU  subdn'd. 
Hopeless  of  life,  was  sinking  in  the  flood> 
The  swam  approach'd,  and  in  his  barge  receivM 
Him  safe  from  danger  imminent  Tetrier*d. 

Upon  a  willow's  trunk ThersHes  sat. 
Contempt  in  laughter  fated  to  create, 
Wheie,  bending  fttmi  a  hollow  bank.  It  Iranr, 
And  rooted  to  the  mould'ring  snrfece  clung ; 
He  saw  Atrides  safel  and  thus  ah)nd. 
With  leer  malign,  address'd  the  list'niuf  crowd. 
*<  Here  on  the  flow'ry  turf  a  hearfh  shall  stand  : 
A  hecatomb  the  fav'ring  gods  demand, 
Who  sav'd  Atrides  m  this  dire  debate. 
And  snatch'd  the  hero  from  the  jaws  of  &te : 
Without  his  aid  we  all  mis^t  nnit  th«  ft«J«i . 
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fit  Mid;  and,  aooTD  and  laughter  to  exdte. 
His  features  Ibal  he  wrttb'd,  with  envious  spite, 
Stniliiq^  GODteoipt;   and   p}ea8*d  his  vanc'ious 

heart 
With  aiming  thus  obliqoe  a  venom'd  dart. 
But  joy'd  not  long  ;  for  soon  the  faithless  wood» 
Stram^d  from  the  root,  resign'd  him  to  the  ftood. 
Plunging  and  sputt'ring  as  his  arms  he  spread, 
A  load  of  soil  came  tbund'ring  on  his  bead, 
Slipt  frcNn  the  bank :  along  the  winding  shore. 
With  laughter  load  he  heard  the  echoes  roar. 
When  from  the  lake  his  crooked  form  he  rear'd : 
With  borrour  pale^  with  Moating  day  besmeared : 
Then  damb'ring  Iqr  the  trunk,  in  sad  dismay. 
Which  halfimmersM  with  all  its  branches  lay* 
Confounded,  to  the  tents  he  scolk'd  along. 
Amid  the  shouts  and  insolts  of  the  throng. 

Now  cloth'd  in  public  view  the  heroes  stand, 
With  scqptres  grac'd,  the  ensigns  of  command. 
The  Cretan  monarch,  as  his  prize,  assumes 
The  polish'd  helmet,  crown'd  with  waving  plumes, 
The  silver  mail,  the  buckler's  wdgbty  round, 
Th'  embroidered  belt,  with  golden  buckles  bound. 
The  second  prize  Laertes*  son  receiv'd, 
With  less  applause  from  multitudes  deceiv'd ; 
The  first  he  could  have  porchas'd ;  but  declined 
And  yielded,  to  the  martial  maid  resigned. 

Thus  they.    The  Thcbans,  near  the  eastern 
Around  their  pyres  in  silent  sorrow  wait :    [gate: 
Hopeless  and  sad  they  moum'd  their  heroes  slain, 
The  best  and  hmvest  on  their  native  plain. 
The  king  himself,  in  deeper  sorrow,  moum'd ; 
With  rage  and  mingled  grief  his  bosom  burned. 
Like  the  grim  lion,  when  his  o&pring  slain 
He  sees,  and  round  him  drawn  the  hunter's  train; 
CouchM  in  the  shade  with  fell  intent  he  lies,      • 
And  glares  upon  the  foes  with  burning  eyes: 
SuchCreonseem'd:  hot  indignation  drained 
Griefs  wat'ry  sources,  and  their  flow  restrained. 
Upon  a  turret  o'er  the  gate  he  stood. 
And  saw  the  Argives,  like  a  shady  wood, 
Extended  wide ;  and  dreading  fraud  designed. 
Still  to  the  plain  his  watchful  eyes  confia'd. 
Suspicious  iVnm  his  hatred^  and  the  pow'r 
Of  restless  passions,  which  his  heart  devour : 
And  when  at  ev'n's  approach  the  host  retir'dy 
And  from  the  labours  of  the  day  respired. 
Within  the  walls  he  drew  bis  martial  pow>rs. 
And  kept  with  strictest  watch  the  gatesand  tow'rs. 
Sdon  as  the  night  poss^ss'd  th*  ethereal  plain, 
And  o'er  the  nations  stretcb'd  her  silent  reign. 
The  guards  were  plac'd,  andiothegentlefway 
Of  sleep  subdu'd,  the  weary  warriors  lay. 
Tydides  only  wak'd,  by  anxious  care 
Distracted,  still  be  moum*d  his  absent  fair, 
Deeming  her  lofst ;  hij  alighted  counsel  mov»d 
Lasting  resentment,  and  the  truce  approved : 
CunteiKliiig  passions  shook  his  mighty  frame; 
As  warring  winds  impel  the  ocean^s  stream. 
When  south  and  east  with  mingled  rage  contend. 
And  in  a  tempest  on  the  deep  descend  : 
Kow,  stretched  upon  the  couch,  supine  he  lay; 
Then,  rising  anxious,  wish'd  the  morning  ray. 
Impatient  thus,  at  last,  his  turbid  mind* 
By  various  counsels  variously  indin'd, 
The  chief  addressed :  «  Or  shall  I  now  recall 
Th'  £tolian  warriors  from  theTheban  wall ; 
Obey  the  warning  by  a  goddess  giv'n, 
Mw fliglii  her  counsel  dictated  fimn  Heav'n? 


Or  shall  I  try,  by  one  deciding  hl(nr, 

Tlie  war  at  once  to  end,  and  crush  the  foe? 

This  pleases  most ;  nor  shall  the  voice  of  i 

The  daring  deed,  in  alter  ages,  bhune. 

No  truce  1  swore,  but  shuned  it,  and  remov'd* 

Alone  dissenting  while  the  rest  appctyv'd. 

Soon  as  the  morn,  with  early  light  reveal'd^ 

Has  eall'd  the  Thehan  warriors  to  the  field ; 

Against  the  town  I'll  lead  my  martial  pow'rs. 

And  fire  with  flaming  brands  her  hated  tow*rs; 

The  bane  of  Greece,  whence  dire  debate  aitiae'     ' 
To  bid  the  peaceful  nations  first  be  foes  ; 
Where  Tydeus  fell*  and  many  heroes  mort, 
Banish'd  untimely  to  the  Stygian  shore, 
llie  public  voice  of  Greece  for  vengeuice  caHs  ; 
And  shell  applaud  the  stroke  by  which  she  ialls.'* 
He  purpos'd:  but  the  gods,  who  honour  right, 
Deny'd  to  treason  what  is  due  to  might. 

When  from  llie  east  appear'd  the  morning  &ir 
The  Theban  warriors  to  the  woods  repair,  ' 

Fearless,  unarmed  ;  with  many  a  bamcss'd  wain 
The  woody  heights  were  crowded  and  the  phun.  * 
Tydides  saw ;  and,  issuing  from  his  tent. 
In  arms  compleat,  to  call  his  warriors,  went. 
Theur  leader's  martial  voice  the  soldiers  beanl 
Each  in  his  tent,  and  at  the  call  appear'd 
In  sbioing  arms.     Dc'iphobus  began. 
For  virtue  fam'd*  a  venerable  man. 
Him  Tydeusfov'd ;  and  in  his  faithful  band 
Had  plac'd  the  sceptre  of  supreme  command, 
Torulethestote;  when,  from  his  native  tow'rs. 
To  Thebes  the  hero  led  his  martial  pow'rs  2 
His  ion,  an  infant,  to  his  care  resign'd* 
With  sage  advice  to  form  his  tender  mind. 
The  hero  thus:  "  illustrious  chief!  declare 
What  you  intend,  and  whither  point  the  war. 
The  truce  commenc'dy  you  cannot,  and  be  just. 
The  Tbebans  now  assault,  who  freely  trust 
TopubUcfaitbengag'd!  unarm>d  they  go 
Far  through  the  woods  and  plains,  nor  fear  a 
foe." 
His  leader's  purpose  thus  the  wairior  try'ds 
And,  inly  vex'd,  Tydides  Urns  repVd  : 
*  *  Father  1  thy  words  from  ignorance  proceed  j 
The  truce  1  swore  not,  nor  approv'd  the  deed. 
The  rest  are  hound,  and  therefore  must  remaia 
Ung'rmg  inactive  on  this  hostile  plain : 
The  works  of  war  abandon'd,  let  them  shed 
Their  unavailing  sorrows  o'er  the  dead : 
Or  aim  the  dart,  or  hurl  the  disk  in  air ; 
Some  paltry  preseikts  shall  the  victors  share. 
Warriow  we  came,  in  nobler  strife  to  dare  ; 
To  fight  and  conquer  in  the  lists  of  war; 
To  conquer  Thebes :  and  Xove  himself  ordaiot. 
With  wreaths  of  triumph,  to  reward  our  paint. 
Wide  to  receive  usstand  the  Theban  gates  | 
A  spacious  entry,  open'd  by  the  fetes. 
To  take  destruction  in;  their  turrets  stand 
Defisnceless,  and  expect  the  flamhig  brand. 
Now  let  ui  snatch  th*  occasion  while  we  mar. 
Years  waste  in  vain  and  perish  by  delay. 
That*  Thebes  o'erthrown*  our  tecUous  toils  mar 

cease. 
And  we  behold  our  native  walls  in  peace." 
Tydides  thus:  the  ancient  warrior  bnrna 
With  indignation  just,  and  thus  returns : 
«  O  son !  unworthy  of  th'  illustrious  line 
Vnm  which  you  spring:  youfsirt's  reprtmch 
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Did  le'ertescfayoQyjuflicetDditcIaim; 
And  steal,  by  treacben^,  dishooert  fame  > 
The  tmce  sobtwts  wftb  all  the  rest ;  are  w 
Alone  excepted,  unenysg'd  and  free } 
Why,  warriocf !  dunottbentb«!iiebo«tileto«^rs, 
Against  us,  send  at  oaee  their  martial  pcm'rf  ? 
And  ar€  we  safe,  bat  that  the  treaty  stands. 
And  froiki  antqual  ibn»  protects  our  bands  ? 
In  this  our  ibes  eonftde ;  the  dead  they  bom, 
And  mis  «ith  tears  their  ashes  in  the  am. 
Their  tow'rs  defenoeless^Mndtbeirgates  uubarr'd. 
Shall  we  with  wnmgstbfirooQfideace reward  ? 
No :    tboogh  esc^  wavrior  of    this  num'rous 

bawl 
ShoMd  yield  t9  execa^e  wbaft  you  command; 
Yet  woiM  nal  K  okedie«t  to  thy  ^11, 
Blot  my  1«P9  tarixmrs  with  adeied  so  ilL 
Whatever  hard  •rdanf'rous  yon  prc^pose, 
ThongfaoMa^weafc,  Isbonnot,  nor  oppose 
Sot  what  the  ^odsaMnrnaod  os  to  ibtbear, 
The  prudent  wilk  «ro)dr  the  bsavest  fear/ 
He  said ;  and  to  tho  gitmnd  his  buckler  ( 
On  the  hard soift  fhe  bMnen  ofbit  rung: 
The  rent,  appmving,  Aropt  iipoy  the  fiehl 
His'pood'ioas  jaY'tid,each,  and  sMninf  shield. 
Thf  wavlike  son  of  Tydens  stnught  resig^*d. 
To  dire  disordtr,  aU  bis  mighty  mind. 
And  sodden  wnith ;  as  wbeii  the  troubled  ajr. 
From  )U«dted  liglitntog,  sbioes  with  fiery  glar^  : 
With  fury  so  inflamed,  the  hero  bam'd. 
And  frowning  to  Di^ipbobnff  returned :  T^^t 

«<  I  know  tbee,  wfMob  1  and  mark  thy  censtant 
To  teach  the  host  thai?  leader  tlMS  to  Maaii^ 
long  bate  I  borne  your  pride  j  yoar  rev'rftid 
•     «g«»  [«««• 

A  gaardian's  mnse,   sappress*d    my  kindling 
But  to  protect  yoor  insolenee,  no  mope 
Shall  Uiese  avi^  and  skreeoit  as  befere.*^ 
He  said ;  and  oaore  his  fory  ta  piovoke, 
Bepiying  thua,  the  agii  warnor  spoke : 
«'  Vain  youth  1  onmov'd  thy  angry  threats  I 

hear; 
When  tyrants  f hftatvD,  itetw  alooe  should  fear : 
To  me  is  ev'ry  servile  part  nnkaown, 
To  ^ory  in  n  Mnfet  or  feer  a  frwm. 
Yenr  mighty  sire  I  knew  ¥y  ceiMcil  nil'd; 
His  ficfcest  transports  f eber  reason  ceot*d«^ 
But  wild,  and  lawless,  like  the  stormy  wind, 
The  sport  of  pnssion,  impotent,  and  btindr 
The  desp'rate  paths  of  felly  yon  pwrmie» 
And  seom  iastmctkA  witb  a  Idlty  brow : 
Yet  know,  prand  prince'  my  pnrpose I  retain, 
And  see  tby  tbreat'Htng  eye-Mis  roll  in  vign : 
K0««r,  flAMeqnbus  lethy  mad  commnod,* 
Agamsl  the  fee  t*U  HII  a  In  stHe  hand ; 
Till,  rigbtsaailyfoIAird,  the  trace  expire 
Which  Hea▼^a  has  winnrss'd  and  tbe  sacred  tre:'' 


Ere  yet  tfacnr  vengMwcBi  Ms,  liktrp&ii^  kwekib 
Wliiie  uoinflicted  hangs  tbe  fcdal  staoko : 
And.  rule  the  tmnports  of  your  wintby  lest  fear 
Make  sound  advice  a  stranger  to  yoiar  ear.** 
Speaking  he  dyd ;  his  gen^rons  spirit  isd 
To*  mix  witb  heroes  in  th'  Elyrian  shade. 

Amaz'd,  at  first,  tb'  Etolian  warriors  stood ; 
No  voice,   no  action,   tfarougk  the  waml'fiatf 

crow'd| 
Silent  they  stood,  like  rows  of  ferest  trees. 
When  Jove's  dread  thunder  quells  the  sonoMr 
Butsoononev'rysideatomnltnsa,      [breesse^ 
Loud  as  the  ocean  whan  a  tempeatbkMTs; 
Disorder  wild  the  mingling  ranics  confounds. 
The  voice  of  sorrow  mix*d  with  angry  sounds. 
On  ev'ry  side  against  the  chief  appean 
A  brazen  bulwark  rais'd  of  shields,  and  spear% 
Fast  ckising  round.    Bat  from  his  thigh  he  dreif 
His  shining  blade,  and  on  the  phalanx  fiew ; 
With   gesture  fierce  the  tiirenfmng  steel  hm 

wav'd; 
But  cheokH]  its  fery,  and  the  people  saVd: 
As  the  good  sbepbeid  spares  his  tender  flack. 
And  lightens,  when  he  strikes,  the  felling  aook^ 
The  crowd  dividing  shona'd  the  heso's  ire  ; 
As  from  a  lion's  rage  the  swains  retire, 
When  dreadfel  o'er  the  mangled  prey  he  stande^ 
By  brandish 'd  darts  unaw'd  and  flammg  brands. 

And  i^w  the  flame  of  sudden  rage  suppreat. 
Remorse  and  sorrow  stung  the  hero's  bmut 
Distracted  thrragh  the  scattering  crowd  he  went^ 
And  sought  the  dark  reoessesof  his  tent; 
Heente^d  :  but  the  menial  servants^  brad 
To  wait  bis  cominr,  straight  with  borronr  fled. 
Against  the  ground  he  dasb^  bis  bloody  deit ; 
And  utter'd  thus  the  swelliqgs  of  his  besrt : 
<'Wh^ fly  my  warriors?  why  the.menial  train. 
Who  joy'd  befose  to  moot  me  from  the  plain, 
Hliy  shun  they  now  their  k>rd*s  approach;  nor 

bring. 
To  wash  ray  bloody  hands^  tbeoleansfng  spring |k 
Too  well,  alas  \  my  fetal  rage  they  know, 
To  them  moredreadfel  now  than  to  the  fee  ; 
No  enemy,  alas !  this  spear  has  stain'd ; 
With  hovtile  gore  in  gjorioos battle  diain'd :      , 
My  guardian's  blaod  it  shows,  whose  hoary  htitm 
Still  w^tcVd  my  wntfere  with  a  fetbeH^caresi 
Thou  powV  supreme !  whose  nnresisled  swaj 
Thefetfsof  men  and  mortal  tbmgs  obey ! 
If  wise  and  liood,  why  did  thy  hand  impart 
So  fierce  aa  impulae  (u  this  boundmg  heart  I 
By  fiiry  nd*d  and  impotent  of  mind. 
No  awe  resCrainame,  and  no  tie  can  bind : 
Hence,  by  the  madness  of  my  rage  o'ertbro^iy 
My  fethei^s  friend  lies murdci'd,  and  myewn.** 
He  said  ;  and,  yieMing  to  his  fierce  despair. 
With  both  hi*  Imnds  he  rent  bis  rooted  hair  | 
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Tbeir  mingled  fps^rs  in  wild  divvdor^hoDki 
like  the  iharpieidsakM^souie  viodii^  brook* 
Whqi  through  the  leatat  wood*  the  90*111  vitti 

Puent  0^  ioe  and  thick  dmcmdwg  «oo#s : 
{«(nr  leU  nMBge  hMl  Uth'd  io  gtmatti  oT  Mood* 
And  pov^r  IB  ««iahttr  detp*nte  oouivevi^httMd : 
But  Ukacos,  «eUakiU*d  in  «t V  art 
To  ^  or  chango  oMi  purpose  of  tho  beivt» 
Their  stern -deortMhy  golt  piwiniioii  broke  ^ 
And  answering,  thii»vith  ptudentpwqpoia  tpokc : 
*'  Wianiovs!   yovff  gcn'roat  trn^s   i^iprow    I 


^semfthiBdeed;  the  potpog'd  ▼fwgonnoi  juitf 
Bnt,  when  the  kUigiim  full  aitoiiblyatt. 
To  them  the  erimt»  Md  pwpjihTnt  ewnmit : 
Bor  raibprooedAire  wrongi  the  fiMfMtonufO  s 
And  privatejiisticettiU  intnltsthe  laBV^ 
Kov  to  your  tools  four  tbieUsuid  lAnoM  b«nr ; 
ThesausexpecU  vm,  *od  the  hour  iotieur : 
The  altars  flame;  the  priesU  in  order«t«iicl» 
With  aorifice,  to  baUow  •v*!qr  hMd : 
Bat  to  the  covert  of  a  tentcooT^, 
,  Sav'd  from  the  scorching  winds  and  solar  ray ,     | 
These  dear  remains ;  kill  Thsseue  has  daei^ad     ! 
Di>ttnguiih*d  obsequias  to  grace  the  dead.** 
The  hero  thus ;  and,  fiwu  bis  sho«Udors,>thi«ir     , 
The  regal  eloak  of  gold,  and  shipisg  hhta ; 
■Which  o^er  the  Mih  with   prudsnt  cars,  he 

vpmad. 
His  ghastly  lieaturesyftam  the  crowd,  to  shade. 
Thrice  to  his  eyes  a  Hood  of  sorrow  caoM ; 
Thrice  OD  the  brink  he  ehecfc'd  the  gasl^; 

stream^ 
.loacttoilow,  his  rising  sighs  supproft;  , 

'Sati«itofgrief,hek>ck*dit&Bht8braast.  ' 
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To  sad.  despair  thr  BtoKan  chief  rssigii^d, 
And  dire  remorse,  whieh  stung  hbtartof'd  mind, 
Prom  early  dawn,  in  dust  extaidsd  lay. 
By  flAI  abandoQ^d  till  the  setting  ray. 
*rva«  then Cainadra came;  and,atthedoor» 
Thrice  call'd  her  lord :  he  ktaricd  from  the  Aoor : 
In  nlkii  majesty  hit  chair  of  .state,      - 
Voll  in  the  nridst  opposed  tothe  gate. 
The  hero  pressed :  the  anxious  maid  diew  near, 
By  Iwve  txdted,  and  restrained  by  fear  t 
TrenhKnr  hdm  llift' nhief  ih«  vkooA :  and  h«1d 


When  4ealh*s  siem  pow'r  his  kon  seeptre  iiy% 
Ob  the  cold  lips,  the  vital  spirit  stmys 
To  worlds  unknown :  and  can  the  deiMi  peroelre 
The  tears  of Iriends  or  lovers  wbenthey  grieveP 

Tb  sooth  his  passiMH  thiisthe  Tirgin  try'd ; 
Vnth  woader,  thus  th'  Btolian  chief  reply 'd : 
"Say  srfao  you  are,  who  thus  approach  my  seat^ 
Unaw>d  by  good  D^iphobns's  Ihte  ? 
Whn  all  avoid  my  presence,  nor  appear, 
By  iiidignatkin  bsinish'd,  or  by  fear.  [bfaid 

What  is  thy  name }  what  deed  of  mine  could 
To  fViendsbip  so  unohang'd  thy  constant  mind  ^  ; 
Stilt  to  snrvive  the  horrour  of  a  orine, 
Whose  colour  blots  the  registers  of  tune  >** 
Tbeberothus.    Cassandra  thus  replies: 
"  Iphictes  is  my  Moae;  my  country  lies 
Where  Antirrihum's  rocky  shores  divMe^ 
Extended  in  the  deep,  th*  lonimi  dde. 
There  dwells  my  sire  possest  of  ample  stor^ 
In  flocks  and  herds  QWi  gold^s  refhigent  ore. 
Oeneus  his  wattle ;  his  vessels  on  the  main, 
Prom  rich  Hesperia  waft  him  yeariy  g^» 
And  that  femM  land,  whose  pronsdntories  nm 
Far  to  the  west,  beneath  the  setting  9un ; 
Where  «v*ry  of  iff  with  veins  of  siker  gleaoM, 
And  sands  of  gold  Ue  gHttfring  in  the  strsams. 
tn'Uymeafs  sacred  ties  two  sens  he  bred, 
Ma,  and  my  valiant  brother  Lyeomed. 
The  youngest  I,  w«s  charg'd  his  floekato^haopi 
My  brother  rui'd  his  galleys o» the doep. 
Onoe  as  he  left  Iberia's  wealthy  shore. 
With  lestio  fleeoes  fraught  and  pvsctous  ore; 
Phoenician  pirates  waitsd  on  the  stmnd, 
Where  high  Pachyaus  stretehiss  from  the  lead ; 
In  that  fMM  isle*«here  JBtaa  lifts  hi|  spires. 
With  smoke  ohseai«,  and  blows  hissulph'ioos 

.fims. 
BehiAd  theelilb  oenoeaPd,  Hia treacherous  head 
Wakvl  the  Oseeks  descending  ett  the  strand : 
My  hsethcr  there  with  twenty  yeaths  they  slew  ; 
TMrasalden  arrewa  ftom  aa  ambush  flew. 
Dire^ras  the  deed ;  and  sllH  ny  sorrows  stveam. 
Whene'er  that  avfwanent  of  woe  I  oaoae, 
And  grief  prevails ;  huty  in  yswr  praseiioo,  moit^ 
Yon  stSU  recall  the  brother  whotti  I  lest ; 
For  such  be  was  hi  Hneamentsof  fece^ 
In  martial  etatare,  asid  mi^jestlc  grace ; 
Though  less  m  all ;  in  ferm  Inferior  fer ; 
And  still,  tiMMigh  valiant,  less  in  works  of  wai% 
Heaoe,  deeply  rooted  in  my  constant  heart. 
You  challoiige,  as  your  own,  a  brother's  part  ? 
And  I  alone,  of  aNihehest,  femaki 
To  simse  your  grief  and«tiffier  in  your  pam." 

Vhns  by  an  ait^  tale, < the  .virgin  strove 
To  shun  diseov'ry,  ami  coneeal  hOT  love. 
¥etsttH  hor  kioks,  her  gestuses,  aH  escpressM 
The  maid ;  her  love  in  blushes  stood  confess'^* 
TvdIdM  saw  :  and  auickhr.  tb  h\n  thov^ht. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


\9S 


VflLKWS  POEMS, 


She  dvopt  Che  «Iver  goblet  on  the  Rrotmd ; 
The  fragraqt  liquor,  drench'd   the    pavement 

romid. 
And  thus  Tydides  vith  a  frown  addressed : 
«<  Thy  art  is  uadeti,  and  the  truth  confes8*d  ; 
Nor  can  that  fair  disfjpoise  of  martial  arms 
And  male  attire,  conceal  thy  fatal  charm*. 
Those  eyes  I  see,  whose  soil  enchantment  stde 
My  peace,  and  stirr'd  a  tempest  in  my  sonl : 
By  their  mild  sight,  in  innocence  array'd, 
To  gniUy  madness  was  my  heart  betray'd. 
Beiphobus  is  dead ;  his  mournful  ghost, 
Lamentmg,  wanders  on  the  St3rgian  coast ; 
And  blames  my  wrath.  Oh  !  that  the  Sun, which 

gave 
Light  to  thy  birth,  had  set  upon  thy  grave ; 
And  he  bad  liv'd  !  now  Ufdessoo  the  plain 
A  corse  he  lies,  and  numbered  with  the  dain.*' 

l>e  hero  ended  thus ;  with  melting  eye, 
The  virgin  tum'd,  unable  to  reply. 
In  sorrow  graceful,  as  the  qaeen  of  love 
Who  moum'd  Adonis  in  the  Syrian  grove. 
Confounded  and  daash'd,  she  left  the  tent, 
And  thro^  the  host  in  silent  anguish  went, 
Par  to  the  left ;  where,  in  a  lonely  wood. 
To  Ceres  built,  a  rural  temple  stood ; 
By  swains  frequented  once,  but  now  the  place 
Unsightly  shrubs  overspread  and  weeds  disgrace 
Tbkber  Gassalidra  went ;  and  at  the  shrine, 
With  suppliant  voice  addressed  the  power  divine: 
^'  Hear  me,  dread  genius  of  this  sacred  grove  I 
Let  my  complaints  thy  sovereign  pity  move. 
To  seek  the  friendly  ^elterof  thy  dome, 
With  heart  unstain*d,  and  guiltless  hands,  T  come: 
Love  is  my  crime ;  and,  in  thy  rural  seat, 
Tnm  infiumy  I  seek  a  safe  retreat 
By  blame  unmerited,  and  cold  ne^ect, 
Banish'd  loome;  receive  me  and  protect  I'* 
She  pray'd,  and  entering,  'gainst  a  pillar,  staid 
Her  lance ;  and  on  the  floor  her  armour  laid. 
Then  fiiJlmg  prostrate  pour'd  a  flood  of  tearr. 
With  present  ills  oppress'd  and  future  fears. 

Twas  then  the  herald  of  the  queen  of  love, 
Zelotyp^,  descended  in  the  grove. 
By  Venus  sent ;  but  still  her  counsels  fkil'd ; 
And  Pallas  with  superior  sway  prevaiPd  i  , 
The  phantom  entei'd,  and  assumM  a  form, 
Pale  as  the  Moon  appearing  thro*  a  storm  ; 
In  Amydea's  shape  disgnis'd  she  came  ; 
The  same  her  aq>ect,  sind  her  voice  the  same. 
CaMandra  saw ;  a  sudden  horrour  froze 
Her  veins ;  erect  ber  parted  locks  arose, 
Ctirr'd  from  the  root :  impatient  thus  the  maid. 
With  4)rembling  lips,  in  falt'ring  accents,  said  : 
^'  My  k>v*d,  my  bonour'd  parentl  have  my  groans, 
From  death's  deep  slumber,  rous'd  thy  sacred 
hemes: 


He  deems  you  lost,  and  desp'rate  of  his  state^ 
By  grief  snbduM  invokes, his  Img'ring  £iite : 
Incessant  tears  bedew  his  wrinkled  ^ce. 
And  ashes  foul  his  hoary  locks  disgrace. 
Return,  return !  nor  let  misjudging  pride. 
With  further  errours,  strive  the  past  to  hide. 
Return,  once  more  to  hiess  his  aged  eyes. 
Or,  by  your  guilty  stay  a  parent  dies. " 

She  ended  thus.     Her  arms  Cassandra  spread 
To  ibid,  in  ck)se  emhrace,  the  parting  shade ; 
In  vain;  ibr,  starting  from  her  grasp,  it  flew. 
And,  glidmgthro'  the  shady  walk!^  withdrew. 
The  virgin  now  awaits  the  rising  mom. 
With  purpose  fix'd  impatient  to  return : 
And  when,  thro^  broken  clouds,  a  glimmering  raj 
Of  early  dawn  foretold  approaching  day; 
The  spear  she  grasp'd,  and  on  her  templesp1ac*d 
The  golden  casque,  with  various  plumage  graced  ; 
Tydides*  gift ;  when  in  the  ranks  of  fight 
The  brave  Qytander  sunk  beneath  his  might 
The  gods  she  calPd ;  and,  bending  to  the  ground. 
Their  aid  invok'd  with  reverence  profound. 
Then  left  the  dome ;  and  where  Ismenus  strays^ 
Winding  thro'  thickest  woods  his  wat'ry  maze. 
Her  wwy  pursn'd :  a  hostile  band  drew  near ; 
Their  tread  she  heard,  and  saw  their  armour 

clear; 
Chief  of  the  Theban  youth ;  the  herds  they  drove, 
And  flocks  collected  finom  the  hills  above. 
For  thus  the  Paphian  goddess  had  betray'd. 
To  hands  of  cruel  foes,  the  guiltless  maid. 

By  sudden  terrour  cheok'd,  at  first  she  stood  s 
Then  tum'd,  and  sought  the  covert  of  the  wood  | 
Nor  so  escap'd :  her  glitt'ring  armour  shone. 
The  starry  h%lmet  and  the  lofty  cone. 
Full  to  the  glowing  east;  its  golden  rays 
Her  winding  flight  betrayed  thro^  all  its  maze. 
The  Tbebans  saw ;  and,  mshing  'midst  Uie  8had« 
With  shouts 'of  triumph,  seiz'd  the  trembliDj 
Amaz'd  and  pale,  before  the  hostile  band,  [maiiC 
She  stood ;  and  dropt  the  javTm  from  her  baud. 
**  O  spare  my  life!"  she  cry'd,  "  nor  wealth,  nor 
To  purchase  in  the  works  of  war,  I  came,  [fame 
No  hate  to  you  1  bear,  or  Creon's  sway, 
Whose  sov'reign  will  the  sons  of  Thebes  obey: 
Me  hapless  friendship  hither  led,  to  share. 
With  Diomed,  the  dangers  of  the  war. 
I  now  return  and  quit  the  martial  strifie. 
My  sire  to  succour  on  the  verge  of  life ; 
Who  crush'd  beneath  a  load  of  sorrow  bends. 
And  to  the  grave,  with  painful  steps,  descends. 
But  if  the  plea  of  pity  you  reject. 
The  stronger  ties  of  equity  respect : 
A  trace  ire  swore ;  Jove  witnesses  the  deed ;    • 
On  him  who  breaks  it,  vengeance  will  succeed.** 

Thus  as  the  virgin  spoke,  Pherides  ey'd 
The  arms  she  wore ;  and  sternly  thus  reply'd : 
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•'  iJrtTf  yodth !  respect  my  counsel,  and  suspend 
Thfe  nkMen  Tcogreance  which  you  now  intend. 
Thcchiefo  of  Thebes,  the  rulers  of  the  lUte, 
Ib  full  asembly,  at  the  Cadmean  gate, 
A  monument  for  great  Leophron  rear  j 
His  oaane,  achievements,  and  descent  to  bear. 
Thither  let  this  devoted  youtlkbe  lecf, 
An  oflTrine  grateful  to  the  hero's  shade : 
Nor  shall  ClytanJer  leas  the  deed  approve; 
Or  friendly  zeal  applaud,  and  feel  our  love ; 
When  fame  shall  tell,  io  Pluto^  gloomy  leign, 
How  stem  Tydides  mouins  this  warriour  slain." 
Thus  igoofantly  they;  nor  knew  the  peace 
Of  happy  patriots;,  when  their  labors  cease; 
That  fejl  revenge  and  life-consuming  bate 
Kad  no  admittance,  to  molest  ihmr  state. 

And  now  they  led  the  captive  cross  the  plain ;- ' 
Seuee  oould  her  trembling  knees  their  load  sus- 

tain; 
Thrioe  had  her  fhltf  ring  tongue  her  sex  reveaPd, 
But  conscious  shame  opposM  it  and  conceaPd. 
Tbetr  monarch  at  the  Cadmean  gate  they  foond. 
In  mMnnftt!  state,  with  all  his  peers  around. 
Obbtkns  to  Leophnni's  mighty  shade, 
In  bcney,  milk,  and  fragrant  wines  they  paid. 
And  thus  Lycaon's  son  address'd  the  king : 
"  A  grateful  ofiPring  to  your  rites  we  bring. 
'nusyonth,the  friend  of  Diomed,  we  fb'ond 
Clad  in  the  armour  which  Clytander  own»d ; 
tfy  brother's  spoils,  by  Diomed  possest, 
^^^ben  his  keen  javTm  pierc'd  the  heroes  breast 
loon  had  my  rage  the  hostile  deed  repaid, . 
With  vengeance  grateful  to  his  kindred  shade; 
Bat  poblic  grieft  the  first.atonements  claim. 
And  heroes  of  a  more  disthiguish'd  name. 
I^ophroQ,  once  bis  country's  pride  and  boast; 
indremoj  too,,  the  buhrark  of  the  host, 
H»  blood  demands;  for  when  their  sodls  shall 

know 
2*  nreet  revenge,  in  Phito^s  shades  below, 
PWd  withonr  zeal^  will  each  illustrious  ghost, 
Whh  lighter  footsteps,  press  tb'  Blysian  coast" 

Heapoke;  the  princes  all  at  once  incline ; 
Thereat,  with  shouts,  appUud  the  dire  design. 
Ml  altar  soon  of  ftoWry  turf  they  raise: 
On  ev»ry  side  the  sacred  torches  blaxe : 
The  bcnrls,  in  shining  order,  plac'd  around ; 
Thefatal  krnfe  was  whetted  for  the  wound. 
^teed  to  perish,  stood  the  hdplessfiur; 
{?;;^,*°y  ^oh  fawn,  when,  in  the  hunter's  snare 
g7yd,sfae  sees  him  from  his  seat  arise,  [cries : 
MIS  bvandiab'd  tnmcheon  dreads,  and  hears  his 
««it  aheatands,  to  barb'rous  foice  resign'd, 
*?««?«*  wft.  dissolVd  her  tender  mind. 
2l?!?2?*  ^"^  o'derev'ry  rite  prepar'd; 
mr  neck  and  bosom,  forthe  blow,  they  bar»d : 
^JBhcImet  kxjs'd,  the  buckled  mail  unbound. 
^^l!^^  ^^.  ^^^^  *»««■  «»eck  aronnd. 


With  murmurs  mix'd  the  wondViiig  crowds  re* 

sounds 
Most  vote  to  spare :  the  angry  monaith  cries  s 
**  Ye  ministers,  proceed;  U»e  captive  dies. 
Shall  any  here,  by  weak  compassion  mov*d« 
A  captive  spare  by  stern  Tydides  lov'd  ?  [hanA 
The  scourge  of  Thebes,  whose  wide-destroyinf 
Has  thinn'd  our  armies  in  their  native  land. 
And  slain  my  son :  by  aH  the  gods  I  sw^r. 
Whose  names,  to  cite  in  vain,  the  nations  fear. 
That  none,  he  loves,  shall  ever  'scape  my  rajjcs 
The  vulgar  plea  I  scorn,  of  sex,  or  age, 
Ev'n  she,  who  now  appears  with  ev'ry  grace 
Adom'd,  each  charm  of  stature  and  of  face : 
Ev'n  though  from  Venus  she  could  claim  the  prize. 
Her  life  to  vengeance  forfeited,  she  dies." 

Sternly  the  monarch  ended.    All  were  still. 
With  mute  submission  to  the  sov'reign  will : 
Lycaon's  valiant  son  except ;  alone 
His  gen'rous  ardour  thus  oppos'd  the  throne: 
"  Diead  sov'reign !  listen  with  a  patient  ear. 
And  what  I  now  shall  offer,  deign  to  bear. 
When  first  by  force  we  seiz'd  this  captive  maid. 
The  truce  was  vi'bited,  our  faith  betray'd ; 
And  justice,  which,  in  war  and  peace,  prevails 
Alike,  and  weighs  their  deeds  with  equal  scales^ 
Her  freedom  claims,  with  presenU  to  atone 
For  what  our  rage  perfidiously  has  done: 
TiBt  us  not,  now,  to  further  wrobgs  proceed; 
But  fear  the  curse  for  peijury  decreed." 

Phericleslhos:  and,  with  a  stem  regard. 
His  indignation  thus  the  king  declar'd : 
**  Vain  giddy  youth !  forbear  with  factious  breathy 
To  rouse  my  justice  to  pronounce  thy  death : 
In  opposition,  first  of  all  you  move, 
While  others  hear  in  silence,  and  approve. 
Your  bold  pre8uroptioiv.check,  and  learn  to  dread 
My  vengeance  thunder'd  on  your  wretched  hoad.*» 

'Frowning  he  ended  thus :  his  threats  defy'd, . 
With  gen'rous  heat  Phericles  thus  reply  M: 
**  Princes !  attend,  and  trust  my  words  sincere ; 
The  king  I  honour,  and  his  will  revere. 
When  truth  gives  sanction  to  his  just  commands. 
No  common  rip^ht  in  opposition  stands: 
Yet  gen'rous  minds  a  pnnciple  retain. 
Which  promises  and  threats  attempt  in  vain. 
Which  claims  dominion,  by  the  gcnls  imprest. 
The  love  of  justice  in  the  human  breast  t 
By  this  inspir'd,  against  superior  might, 
1  rise  undaunted  in  the  cause  of  right 
An.l  now,  by  all  th'  avenging  gods,  I  swear. 
Whose  names,  to  cite  in  vain,  the  nations  fear : 
That  no  bold  warrior  of  the  Theban  bands. 
This  maid  shall  violate  with  hostile  hands ;  [widd. 
While  these  my  arms  hav^ force  the  lance    tu 
And  lift  in  her  defeiioe  this  potul*raus  shield. 
Not  ev'n  the  king  himself,  whose  sov'reign  sway 
The  martial  sons  of  sacred  Tbebts  obey. " 
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And  lifted^  for  the  bfofr,  the  aeeptre  hung: 
But  'midst  the  tbinult  Cljrtopboo  appear'd, 
Apprbv'd  for  wifdbm,  and  #ith  rsv'rakse  heard. 
Straight,  by  the  robe.  tb«  furious  chief  hli  seiz'd, 
Aud  thus,  with  sag^  iiuiTice,  his  wrath  appcas'd : 
**  Hear.mighty  prinoel  respeotthe  wpids  off  age, 
AjhI  ealm  the  wasteful  tenpest  of  thy  rage  $ 
The  i^ublic  welfere  to  reveilge  prefor, 
"For  nations  sufiisr  when  their  sov^seigas.eir. 
It  ill  beodmes  tkft  now,  when  hostile  pow*rs 
With  strictest  siege  invest  our  stmit^ned  tow'rii 
It  ill  becomes  us  thus,  with  civil  arms. 
To  wound  the  state,  sind  aggravate  our  harms; 
Hear,  aU  ye  prittces!  what  to  nle  appeals 
A  prudent  counsel,  worthy  of  your  ears : 
Let  us  inquire^  If  in  our  hands  we  hold 
A  life  esteem'd  by  Diomed  the  bold : 
If,  in  his  breast,  those  tender  passions  reign^ 
Which  charms  like  tl^ese  must  kindle  and  main- 
Cur  mandates  freely  to  his  tent  we  send,    [tahi; 
For  toour  will  his  naughty  soul  must  bend: 
Nor  dares  he,  while  the  Theban  walls  endoee 
A  pledge  so  dear,  invade  us  or  oppose ; 
iButmust  submit,  whenever  we  require. 
Or  with  his  powers  to  aid  Us, or  retire." 

He  said;  the  monarch  painftilly  suppvest 
His  burning  rage,  and  lock'd  it  in  his  breast. 
He  thus  reply'd:  *<Thy  prudent  word*  inspire 
I*aci^  councils,  and  subdue  mine  ire : 
But  if  in  peace  I  rul'd  the  Theban  state. 
Nor  hostile  armies  thunder'd  at  my  gate ; 
They  bad  not  dar*d,  with  insoleilcc  and  spite. 
My  purpose  to  oppose  and  sooTn  my  might ^ 
He  said,  and  to  his  seat  ag»n  retir'd ; 
While  sudden  transport  ev^ry  bi^eastimpir'd; 
As  swains  rejoice,  when,  ftom  the  troubled  skies, 
"^y  breeces  swept,  a  gathered  tempest  dies ; 
With  wished  return  the  Sun  exerts  his  beams 
To  cheer  the  woods  and  gild  the  shining  streams. 

Mean  while  the  sou  of  Tydeus,  through  the 
plain. 
With  wishing  eyes,  Cassandra  sought  in  vaM  ; 
At  ev'ry  leader  of  the  bands  inqutr'-d ; 
Then,  sad  and  hopeless,  to  his  tent  retic'd. 
'Twas  then  his  grief  the  bounds  of  silence  bioke. 
And  thqs  in  secret  to  himself  he  spoke : 
'<Me  sure,  of  aU  men*s  sons,  the  gods  have  curst 
With  their  chtef  plagues,  the  greatest  and  the 


Doom*d  to  disasters,  fWwn  my  Aarfiest  hour; 
Not  wise  to  shun  nor  patient  to  endure. 
From  me  the  source,  unnumber'd  ills  proceed 
To  all  my  friends ;  DSiphobus  is  deadf ! 
ff is  soul  excluded  seeks  the  nether  skies. 
And  wnjug'd  Cassandra  from  my  presence  dies. 
>Ie  surely,  at  my  birth^  the  gods  desiguM 
Their  rod  of  wrath,  to  seourge  the  human  kind  5 


Patient  idnre  thy  seK.i  an  m  reward. 
Blame  and  m^ust  repsoach,  was  all  you  shai'^ 
By  my  nukindness  bamsh'di,  now  you  roam, 
AAd  seek,  through  paths  unknown,  you^  disteni 


To  monntam  wolves  expos'd,  a  hdpless  p«qr> 
And  men  unjust  mote  terrible  than  they. 
Save  he^,  ye  gods!  and  let  m^  stand  the  aiai 
Of  Jove's  all<^readed  bolt,aiid  soorohing  flamei* 

Thus  i^^ii'd  the  hero  till  the  settiqg  ray 
Withdrew,  and  ev'ning  shades  expeU'd  the  day^ 
Then  in  his  tent,  before  his  k4ty  seat, 
Appear'd  a  herald  from  the  Th^n  state; 
file  hero's  knees,    with  trembling  hands,  M 

prete'd. 
And  with  his  message  thus  the  chief  addreeB'4 1 
M  Hear,  mighty  princel  the  tidings  which  I  bsing* 
Ftam  Thebes  assembled,  and  the  Theban  knag.  • 
An  armed  warriour  of  yoiir  native  .train. 
At  early  dawn,  was  •six'd  upon  the  plain; 
What  dthers  did,  forgive,  if  i  rddte ; 
Crson  commands  me  and  the  Theban  state. 
A  fairer  yodth,  in  niartial  arms^  ne'er  oama 
To  court  bright  honour  in  the  fields  of  fame. 
A  casque  of  p(»lish'^  steel  his  temptes  pressed. 
The  golden  cone  with  varioosfiluinage  dress'd  | 
A  silver  mail  embraced  his  body  nMud, 
And  giealres  of  brass  his  slender  ancles  bonnd  t 
To  Thebes  well  known  the  panoply  he  wore. 
The  same;  which  onoe,   renown'd    Clytaodsr 

bore. 
Oar  Warriors  dragged  him  tottieCadmean  gattf. 
Where  Cseon,  with  the  rulers  of  the  «t«te, 
Assembled  sat;  the  trembling  oaptinejtoloC 
With  arms  surrounded,  and  th'  insultii^  crowd. 
*  O  spare  my  mh  1'  heory'd,   ^  nor  wealthy   nor 
To  purchase  in  the  works  of  war,  I  eame.  [fhmr 
No  hate  to  youl  bear,  or  Cmon's  Sway, 
Whose  sov'reign  will  the  sons  of  Thebes  6bey« 
Me  lucklesafviendship  hither  ledi  to  share* 
With  JDkNUed,  the  dangen  of  the  war. 
I  now  return,  and  quR  the  aiartM  etriie. 
My  sire  to  sacoour  enthe  verge  df  Ufo ; 
Whose  foeMe  age  the  present  aid  demands. 
And  kind  assistance  of  my^ftlial  hands.' 
His  words  inolin'd  thewieestand  the  best. 
And  spme  Iheir  gen'rous  symipathy  eiprest ; 
But  dthers,  nothing  mov>d,  his^Utless  bend 
With  threaU  demanded,  to  avenge  thedend  r 
And  thus  the  king:  *  My  ooimtiymen,  afttcai  ! 
In  this,  let  all  your  loud  centcntMrnelidt 
4f  Diemed,  to^iave  thi»«a]u*d  life. 
The  deld  «ibandens  and  the  martial.slrife  $ 
The  captive  safo,  with  presents,  liircstose. 
Of  brass,  and  steel,  andgold^S'teAilgeatore: 
But  if  these  terms  the  haughty  chief  shall  slighA^ 
And  for  the  Avgives  still  eaiert  bis  might ; 
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.  T^n,  like  a  lioiij  fiercer  from  h»t  pain, 
Tboe  wordt  broke  itxih  in  wrath  and  high  dis- 

dajn: 
**  Go,  tell  your  tyrant,  that  he  tempts  a  soul 
Which  presents  cannot  win,  nor  threats  control : 
Not  form M,  like  his,  to  mock  at  ev'ry  tie ; 
With  peijory  to  sport,  and  Heav'o  defy. 
A  commoQ  league  the  Argive  warriors  swore,    - 
And  seaPd  the  sacred  tie  with  wine  and  gore ; 
^y  faith  was  plighted  then,  and  ne*er  shall  fail, 
Kor  Creon*8  arts,  to  change  roe,  aught  avaiL 
But  tdl  him  loud,  thai  all  the  host  may  hear. 
And  Thebes  through  all  her  warriors  leain  to 

fear. 
If  any,  from  himself,  or  by  command. 
The  captire  violates  with  hostile  hand ; 
That  all  shall  quickly  rue  the  guilty  deed. 
When,  to  requite  it,  multitudes  shall  bleed.'* 

Sternly  the  hero  ended,  mmd  resign'd. 
To  6eroe  disorder,  all  his  mighty  mind. 
Aheady  in  hb  thoughts,  with  voigeful  hands. 
He  dealt  destmctioD 'midst  the  Tbeban  hands, 
la  fency  saw  the  tottering  turrets  fall. 
And  led  hit  warriora  o'er  the  leveM  wall 
touifd  with  the  tbonght,  from  his  high  seat  be 

Aaigra»*d  the  sword,  which  on  a  colunm  hmg; 
The  shming  blade  be  balanced  thrice  in  air ; 
Hit  lanoes  next  he  viewM,  and  armour  fair. 
When,  hanging  *midst  the  costly  panoply, 
A  scarf  embroider'd  met  tbe  hero's  eye. 
Which  £ur  Gaaaandra's  skilful  hands  b«l  wrought, 
A  present  for  her  lord,  in  secret  brought, 
That  day,  when  first  he  led  his  martial  trahi 
In  sms,  to  combat  on  the  Theban  plain,    [pose, 
A$  some  strong  charm,  which  magic  sounds  oom- 
Supendsa  downward  torrent  as  it  flows ; 
Checks  m  the  precipice  its  headlong  course. 
And  calls  it  tremblings  upwards  to  its  tooroe  : 
Soch  seem*d  the  robe,  which,  to  tbe  hero's  eyes« 
Made  the  fair  artist  in  her  charms  to  rise. 
Hb  rsge,  suspended  in  its  full  career. 
To  k>re  resigns,  to  grief  and  tendefr  fear. 
Glad  would  he  now  hie  former  words  revoke, 
Aodchangethe  purpose  which  in  wrath  he  spoke; 
From  hostile  hands  his  captive  fair  to  gain. 
From  fote  to  save  her,  or  the  servile  chain : 
But  pride,  and  shame,  the  fond  design  supprest; 
Sikot  he  stood,  and  kwk'd  it  in  his  breast. 
Yet  had  the  wary  Theban  well  divin'd. 
By  symptoms  sure,  each  motion  of  bis  mmd : 
With  >>y  he  saw  tbe  heat  of  rage  supprepB'd ; 
And  thus  again  his  artful  words  addressed,    [ear, 
"Illustrious  prince!  with  patience  bend  thine 
And  what  I  now  shall  offer,  deign  to  hear. 
Of  aU  the  griefs,  distrestful  mortals  prove. 
The  woes  of  friendship  most  my  pity  move. 
Yoomoch  1  pity,  and  the  youth  regret, 
^iVhom  you  too  rigidly  resign  to  fate; 
Expoe'd  akoe,  no  h(ipe  of  comfort  near. 
The  scorn  and  cruelty  of  foes  to  bear. 
O  that  my  timely  counsel  might  avail, 
Fcr  bve,  and  sympathy,  to  turn  the  scale! 
1^  hat  Thebes  raleas'd  from  thy  devouring  sword. 
The  captive  booor*d,  and  with  gifts  restor'd. 
We  yet  might  hope  for  peace,  and  you  again 
^^ipf  the  blessings  of  your  native  reign." 

lamnwlinf  thus,  tlM  herald  try'd 
BiiaimtocompMPi  and  the  chief  laply'd: 


'*  In;vain  you  strive  to  sway  my  constant  mind ; 
I'll  not  depart  while  Theseus  stays  behind: 
Me  nothing  e'er,  to  change  my  faith,  shall  move. 
By  men  attested,  and  tbe  gods  above : 
But  Mi}Ce.  your  lawless  tyraut  has  detained 
A  valuM  hostage,  treacherously  ^iuM; 
Aiidjdire  injustice  only  will  restore 
When  force  compels,  or  profier'd  gifls  implore  t 
A  truce  I  grant,  till  the  revolving  Sun, 
Twice  ten  full  circuits  of  hlsjoumey  run, 
Ffoa  the  red  ocean,  pomts  the  morning  ray. 
And  on  the  steps  of  darkness  poors  the  day : 
Till  then,  frrMn  flght  and  council  I  abrtain. 
Nor  lead  my  pow*rs  to  combat  on  the  pbio  3 
For  thia,  your  monarch  to  my  tent  shall  sc»d 
The  captive,  and  from  iqjuriea  defend. 
This  proflfer  js  my  last ;  in  vain  will  provo 
All  jrour  attempts  my  fixed  mind  to  move  2 
If  Thebes,  acoepU  it,  let  a  sign  declare, 
A  flaming  torch,  display'd  aloft  in  air. 
From  that  high  tow'r,  whose  airy  top  is  know* 
By  trav'lers  from  afer,  and  marks  the  town  ; 
The&neof  Jove:  hot  if  they  shall r^ied 
The  terms  I  send,  nor  eouity  respect. 
They  soon  shall  fbel  the  wary  of  mine  ire. 
In  wasteful  havoc,  and  the  rage  of  fire. " 

The  hero  thus ;  and  round  hb  shoulders  Aanf 
A  shaggy  ckiak,  with  vulgar  trappings  hung; 
And  OQ  his  head  a  leathern  helmet  plao'd, 
A  boar'sj^cMgh  front  with  grisly  terrours  grac'd  ; 
A  spear  he  next  assum'd,  and  pond'roos  shield. 
And  Icctthe  Theban,  issuing  to  the  field. 
Amid  surronndhig  guards  they  passed  unseen. 
For  night  had  stretch'd  her  friendly  shade  b». 
tween;  [knew| 

Till  nearer,  thrmigh  tbe  gloom,  the  gate  thaf 
The  herald  enter'd,  and  the  chief  withdrew : 
But  turning  oft  to  Thebes  bis  eager  eyes, 
Tbe  signal,  on  tbe  tow'r,  at  last  be  spies^ 
A  flaming  torch,  upon  the  top,  expos'd. 
Its  rar  at  once  his  troubled  mhid  oompos'd : 
Such  joy  he  felt,  as  when  a  watch-tow'r's  light, 
Seen  throogh  the  gloom  of  MWie  tempestuous 
Glads  the  wet  mariner,  a  star  to  guide      [night, 
lib  lab*ring  ressel,  through  the  stormy  tide. 
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Now  silent  night  the  middle  space  possest. 
Of  Heav'n,  or  joumey'd  downwards  to  the  west  I 
But  Creon,  still  with  thirst  of  vengeance  fir'd, 
Repose  dedin'd,  nor  from  bis  toils  respir'd ; 
But  held  hb  pefrs  in  oouneil  to  debate 
Plans  for  revenge,  suggested  by  hb  hate. 
Before  the  king  Dienices  appear'd ; 
To  speak  his  tidings  sad,  tbe  heio  fear'd; 
Retnm'd  from  OeU ;  thither  sent  to  call 
Alcidee  to  proteot  hb  native  wall. 

And  Creon  thus:  ^^  Dienices!  explain 
Your  sorrow;  are  our  hopes  of  aid  m  vain  f 
Does  Hercules  neglect  bis  native  soil ; 
While  strangers  reap  the  harvest  of  hbte^^ 
We  fipom  your  silence  cannot  hope  success  ; 
But  further  ilU  your  feOing  lean  ooafen.:. 
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CfeoniiiiyflODisdead;  his  fete  you  moara ; 

1  must  not  hope  to  see  bis  safe  return. 

Sure,  if  he  liv'd,  be  had  not  come  the  last ; 

But  found  bis  fetber  with  a  filial  baste. 

His  fate,  at  once,  declare,  yon  need  not  fear. 

With  aAy  tale  of  grief,  to  wound  mine  ear, 

Proof  to  misfortune:  for  the  man,  who  knows 

The  whole  variety  of  human  woes, 

Can  stand  unmoT'd  though  loadsof  sorrow  preas; 

Fractis'd  tobear,  familiar  with  distress." 

The  monarch  question'd  thos :  and  thus  the 
3routh: 
*'  Too  well  thy  boding  fear  has  found  tlie  troth. 
Cleoa  is  dead ;  the  hero's  ashes  lie 
Where  Pefion's  lofty  head  aseends  the  sky. 
For  as,  on  OeU»s  top,  he  vainly  strove 
To  win  the  arrows  of  the  son  of  Jovej 
Compelling  Fhiloctetes  to  resign, 
The  friend  of  Hercules,  his  arms  dhrine ; 
The  insult  to  repel,  an  arrow  flew, 
And  from  his  heart  the  vital  current  drew : 
Prostrate  he  sunk ;  and  welling  from  the  womid, 
A  flood  of  gore  impurpled  all  the  ground." 

Thus  spoke  Dienices.    The  khig  sopprest 
His  big  distress,  and  lock'd  it  in  his  breast : 
Sighing  he  thus  reply*d :  *'  The  causr  declare. 
Which  holds  the  great  Alcides  from  the  war ; 
And  why  another  now,  the  bow  comntands 
And  arrows,  sacred  from  his  mighty  bands. 
Kor  fear  my  valiant  son's  untimely  fite, 
With  all  ito  weight  of -sorrow,  torelaU: 
All  I  can  bear.    Against  my  naked'  head, 
I  see  the  vengeance  of  the^ods  decreed ; 
With  hostile  arms  beset  my  tott*ring  reign; 
The  people  wasted,  and  my  children  slain. 
Attempts  prove  fruitless ;  ev'ry  hope  deceives ; 
Success  in  prospect,  disappointment  gives : 
With  swift  approad),  I  see  destruction  come ; 
But  with  a  mind  unmov'd,  PU  meet  my  doom; 
Kor  stain  this  war-worn  visage  with  a  tear. 
Since  all  that  Heav*n  has  purposed,  I  can  bear.** 
The  monarch  thus  hie  rising  grief  suppress'd ; 
And  thus  the  peers  Dienices  addressed : 

«  Princes  of  Thebes  I  and  thou,  whose  sove- 
reign hand 
Sways  the  dread  sceptre  of  supreme  command ! 
To  what  I  offer,  lend  an  equal  ear ;  [hear. 

The  truth  Pll  speak,  and  judge  me  when  you 
If  C!eon,  by  my  fault,  no  more  returns. 
For  whom,  her  seoond  hope,  his  country  moums| 
Ko  doom  I  deprecate,  no  torture  fly. 
Which  justice  can  denounce,  or  rage  supply : 
Bot  if  my  innocence  appears,  I  claim 
Your  censure  to  escape,  and  puUic  blame. 

<*From  Marathon  by  night  our  coursewesteer'd^ 
And  pass*d  Oerastns  when  the  day  appeared  ; 
Andros  we  saw,  with  promontories  steep. 
Ascend;  and Dekie  level  wHh  tha deep. 
A  circuit  wide ;  for  where  Earipus  roars 
Between  Eubcea  and  the  Theban  shores, 
The  Argives  bad  disposed  their  naval  train  ; 
And  prudence  taught  to  shun  the  hostile  plain* 
Four  days  we  sail*d ;  the  fifth  our  voyage  ends. 
Where  Oeta,  sfopiog  to  the  sea,  descends. 
The  Vales  I  tearcb'd,  and  woody  heights  above, 
Guided  by  fhme,  to  find  the  son  of  Jove ; 
With  Qeon  only :  fbrwe  chaiig'd  the  baiid 
To  s^y,  and  guard  dur  vessel  on  the  strand. 
In  vain  we  searched ;  but  when  the  lamp  of  day 
Approached  the.  ocean  with  it9  fcUiof  ray, 


A  cave  appear'd,  which  lirom  a  nomtah)  steef| 
Through  a  low  valley,  knk'd  into  the  deep. 
Thither  we  tumM  our  weary  steps,  and  found 
The  cavern  hung  with  savage  spoils  around  ; 
The  wolfs  greyfbr,  the  wild  boar's  shaggy  hide« 
The  Iran's  mane,  the  panther's  speckled  pride : 
Thesesignswemark'dj  and  knew  the  rocky  scat. 
Some  solitary  hunter's  wild  retreat 
Farther  mvited  by  a  glimra'ring  ray. 
Which  through  the  darkness  shed  uncertam  day. 
In  the  recesses  of  the  cave  we  found 
The  club  of  Hercules ;  anfl  wrapt  around,     , 
Which,  seen  before,  we  knew,  the  lion's  spoils. 
The  mantle  which  he  wore  in  all  his  toils. 
Amaz'd  we  stood ; '  in  silence,  each  his  mmd 
Tofear  and  hope  altemately  resign'd : 
With  joy  we  bop'd  to  find  the  hero  near ; 
The  club  and  mantle  found,  dispou'd  to  f^r. 
His  force  invincible  in  fight  we  knew, 
Which  nought  of  mortal  kind  could  e'er  subdue^ 
Butfbar'd  Apolk>*s  might,  or  his  who  heaves 
The  solid  earth,  and  rules  the  stormy  wa\cs. 

'*  Pond'ring  we  stood  ;  when  on  the  roof  above. 
The  tread  of  feet  descemling  thro'  the  grove 
Which  crown'd  the  hollow  clifT,  amaz'd  we  beard; 
And  straight  before  the  cave  a  youth  appeared. 
A  bleeding  buck  across  his  shoulders  flung, 
Ty'd  with  a  rope  of  twisted  rushes,  hung. 
He  dropt  his  burden  in  the  gate,  and  plac'd. 
Against  the  pillar'd  cliff,  his  bow  unbrac'd. 
'l^»as  then  our  |bot8tep8  m  the  cave  he  heard. 
And  thro'  the  gloon  our  shining  arms  appear'd. 
His  bow  he  brat ;  and  badwards  from  the  rock 
Retir'd,  and,  of  our  purpose  qoest'oing,  spoke; 

*  Say  who  yon  are,  who  seek  this  wild  abode. 
Thro'  desert  paths,  by  mortals  rarely  titxl  ? 
If  j  ust,  and  with  a  felr  intent  you  come, 
Frien^hip  expect,  and  safety  in  my  dome: 
But  if  tbr  vblence,  3rour  danger  learn. 

And  trust  my  admonition  w1^  I  warn : 
Certain  as  fete,  where'er  this  arrow  flies. 
The  hapless  wretdi,  who  meets  its  fury,  dies: 
No  buckler  to  resist  its  pomt  avails^  [fails ; 

The  hammer'd  cuirass  yields,  the  breast-plate^ 
And  where  it  once  has  drawn  the  purple  gore. 
No  charm  can  cure,  no  med'cine  health  restore.' 
«  With  threats  he  questjon'd  thus;  and  Cleoa 
said: 

*  We  come  to  call  Alcides  to  our  aid ; 
By  us  the  senators  of  Thebes  entreat 
The  hero,  to  protect  his  native  state  : 

For  hostile  arms  invest  the  Theban  tow'rs  r 
Famme  within,  without  the  sword,  devoun:. 
If  yon  haveleam'd  where  Hercules  remains. 
In  mountain  caves,  or  hamlets  on  the  plains, 
Our  way  direct ;  for,  led  by  gen'ral  feme. 
To  find  him  in  these  desert  wilds  we  came.' 
'*  He  spoke;  and  Philoctetes  thusagam  : 

*  May  Jove,  for  Thebes,  some  other  aid  ordain; 
For  Hercules  no  more  exerts  his  might. 
Against  oppressive  force,  formjur'd  rigW : 
Retir'd,  among  the  gods,  he  sits  serene. 

And  views,  beneath  him  fer,  this  moita]  scene: 
But  enter  now  this  grotto,  and  partake 
What  I  can  ofier,  tbr  the  hero's  sake : 
With  yon  finom  aacred  Thebes  he  claim 'd  hik 

birth, 
For  god-like  virtue  fkniVI  thro'  all  the  fiatth  ; 
Thebes  therefore  and  her  peeple  still  shaB  be^ 
Like  fair  Tracbincs  and  hcrfODf  to  ■!•» 
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ftiter;  for  now  tbe  donblc  twfltgfat  fi&ils ; 
And  o'er  tbe  silent  Earth  the  night  prevails : 
From  the  moist  mlleys  noxious  fogs  arise. 
To  wrap  the  rocky  heighu,  and  shade  the  skies.' 
«•  The  caw  we  entcr»d,  and  his  bounty  shar'd; 
Amra]  banqnetby  himself  prepared. 
Bat  soon  the  rage  of  thirst  and  hunger  stay'd, 
My  mind  still  donbtful,  to  the  youth  I  said : 
*•  Most  hapless  Thebes,  despairing  and  ondoM, 
Want  the  assistance  of  her  bravest  son  ? 
TTie  hero's  fate  explain,  nor  grudge  mine  ear 
The  sad  assurance  of  our  loss  to  hear.' 
I  question'd  thus.    The  youth,  with  horror  pale» 
attempted  to  recite  an  awAil  tale ; 
Abore  the  fabled  woes  which  ban£  reheane^ 
When  sad  Melpomene  inspires  the  Terse. 

«• «  The  wifaof  Jore'  (Poeonides  reply 'd) 
•  AH  arts  in  vain  to  crush  the  hero  try*6 ; 
For  brighter  from  her  hate  his  virtue  bum'd ; 
And  disappointed  still,  the  goddess  moum'd. 
His  ruin  to  effect  at  last  she  strove 
By  jealousy,  the  rage  of  injurM  love. 
^e  bane  to  Deianira's  breast  corns y*d. 
Who,  as  a  rival,  fear'd  th'  Oechalian  maid. 
The  goddess  knew,  that,  jealous  of  her  lord, 
A  robe  she  kept  with  latent  poisons  stor'd ; 
The  centaur's  gift,  bequeath 'd  her,  to  reclaim 
The  hero's  k>ve,  and  light  his  dying  flame  ; 
If  e'er  devoted  to  a  stranger's  charms. 
He  stray'd  inconstant,  from  her  widow'd  arms  ; 
But  giv'n  with  treacherous  intent  to  prove 
Tbe  death  of  nature,  not  the  life  of  love. 
Had  from  her  jealousy,  the  charm  she  try'd ; 
His  love  to  change,  the  dekdly  robe  apply'd : 
And  goilUess  of  the  present  iHiich  he  bore, 
Lychas  eonvey'd  it  to  Cencnium's  shore : 
Where  to  the  powers  hnraortal,  for  their  aid, 
A  gratelb!  hecatomb  the  hero  paid : 
When  Ikvor'd  from  above,  his  arm  overthrew 
Tbe  proud  Eurytns,  and  his  warriors  slew. 
Tbe  venom'd  robe  the  hero  took,  nor  fear'd 
A  gift  by  ccxijiiga]  respects  radear'd : 
And  straight  resigned  the  lion's  shaggy  spoils, 
Tbe  mantle  which  he  wore  in  all  his  toils. 
No  siga  of  harm  the  fatal  present  show'd ; 
Till  rous'd  by  heat  its  secret  venom  glow'd : 
Straight  on  the  flesh  it  seiz'd,  like  stiifest  glue. 
And  scorching  deep,  to  ev*ry  member  grew. 
Then  tearing  with  his  hands  th'  infernal  snare. 
His  skin  he  rent,  and  laid  the  muscles  bare ; 
While  streams  of  \Aood,  desoendhig  from  the 

wound, 
Ifiz'd  with  the  gore  of  victims  on  the  ground. 
The  gniltleas  Lychas,  in  his  ftarious  mood, 
He  seiz'd,  as  tremblhig  by  his  side  he  stood : 
Him,  by  the  slender  ancle  soatch'd,  he  swung  ; 
And  'gainst  a  rocky  promontory  flung: 
Which,  from  the  dire  event,  his  name  retains ; 
Tbro'  his  white    locks   impurplcd  rush'd  the 


Aw'd  by  the  deed,  Ms  desp'iate  rage  to  shnn, 
Our  bold  companions  from  his  presence  run  t 
I  too,  conceard  behmd  a  rock,  remain'd  ; 
My  lore  and  sympathy  by  fear  restrainM : 
For  furious  'midst  the  sacred  fires  he  grf  w; 
Tbe  victhtts  scBtter'd,  and  the  hearths  o'er- 

threw. 
Then  sinking proitTmte,  nrherea  tid»  of  gore 
Iton  oxeo  iUia  Ud  Uacken'd  aU  tbe  tli9i«| 


His  fbrm  ^ivine  he  roll'd  in  dust  and  Mood ; 
His  groans  the  hills  re-echo'd  and  the  flood. 
Then  rishig  furious,  to  the  ocean's  streams 
He  rush'd,  in  hope  to  queoch  his  raging  flai 
But  burning  still  the  unextinguish'd  pain. 
The  shore  he  left,  and  stretch 'd  into  the  mam. 
A  galley  anchor'd  n^^r  the  l)each  we  found  ; 
Her  curled  canvass  to  the  breeze  unbound ; 
And  trac'd  his  desp'rate  course,  till  far  before 
We  saw  him  land  on  Oeta's  desert  shore. 
Towards  the  skies  hb  furious  hands  he  rear'd^ 
And  thus,  across  the  deep,  his  voice  we  heard  : 
<*  <  Sovereign   of  Heav*n  and  Earth  !    wboee 
boundless  sway 
Hie  fates  of  men  and  mortal  things  obey. 
If  e'er  delighted  from  the  courts  above. 
Inhuman  form  you  sought  Alcmene's  love; 
If  fame's  unchanging  voice  to  all  the  Earth, 
With  troth,  proclaims  you  author  of  my  birth  $ 
Whence,  from  a  course  of  spotless  glory  run. 
Successful  foils  and  wreaths  of  triumph  won. 
Am  I  thus  wretched  ?  better  that  before 
Some  monster  fierce  had  drank  my  streamSnf 

gore; 
Or  crush'd  by  Cacus,  foe  to  gods  and  men. 
My  battei'd  brahis  had  strew'd  his  rocky  den ; 
Than,  from  my  glorious  toils  and  tritimphs  past^ 
To  fall  subdu'd  by  female  arts,  at  last. 
O  cool  my  boiling  blood,  ye  winds,  that  blow 
From  mountains  loaded  with  eternal  snow. 
And  crack  tbe  icy  clifl^ :  in  vain  !  in  vain ! 
Your  rigour  cannot  quench  my  raging  pain ! 
For  round  this  heart  the  fbries  wave  their  brands* 
And  wring  my  entrails  with  their  burning  hands* 
Now  bending  from  the  skies,  O  wife  of  Jove  1 
Enjoy  the  vengeance  of  thy  mjur'd  lore : 
For  fate,  by  me,  tbe  thund'rer*s  guilt  atones; 
And,  punish'd  in  her  son,  Alcmene  groans : 
The  obj<^  of  3rour  hate  shall  ^oon  expire  ; 
Fix'd  on  my  shoulders  preys  a  net  of  fire ; 
Whom  nor  the  toils  nor  dangers  could  subdue* 
By  false  Eurjrstheus  dictated  from  you ; 
Nor  tyrants  lawless,  nor  the  monstrous  brood 
Which  bauntb  the  desert  or  mfests  the  flood. 
Nor  Ontece,  nor  all  the  barb'rous  climes  thatlie 
Where  Phcebus  ever  points  his  golden  eye ; 
A  woman  hath  o^rthrown ! — ye  gods  !  I  yield 
To  female  arts,  unconquer'd  in  the  field. 
My  arms— alas  t  are  these  the  same  that  bow'd' 
Anteus,  and  his  giant  force  sybdu'd  ? 
That  dragg'd  Nemea*s  monster  from  his  den  ^ 
And  slew  the  dragon  in  his  native  fen  } 
Alas!  alas!  their  mighty  muscles  fail,    • 
While  pains  infernal  ev*ry  nerve  assail : 
Alas,  alas !  1  fed  in  streams  of  woe 
These  eyes  dissolve,  before  untaught  to  Hfm* 
Awake  my  virtue,  oft  in  dangers  try'd. 
Patient  in  toils,  in  deaths  unterrify'd. 
Rouse  to  my  aid ;  nor  let  my  labours  past. 
With  fame  achlev'd,  be  blotted  by  the  last : 
Firm  and  unmov'd,  the  present  shock  endure; 
Once  triumph,  and  for  ever  rest  secure.' 

**  *  The  hero  thus;  and  grasp'd  a  pointed  rock 
With  both  his  arms,  which  straight  in  piecee 

broke, 
Crush'd  in  bis  agony  :  then  on  his  breast 
Descending  prostrate,  further  plaint  supprest. 
And  now  the  clouds,  in  dusky  volumes  spread. 
Had  4»ikes'4  itt  tU  QKHUlUioi  iiith  their  shades 
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The  winds  withhold  their  breath;  the  Ullows 
The  sky's  dark  image  on  the  deep  imprest  [rest ; 
A  bay  for  shelter,  op'oiag  in  the  strand. 
We  saw,  and  steer'd  our  Tesael  to  the  land. 
Then  muunting^on  the  rocky  beach  above, 
Thro'  the  thick  gloom,  descry'd  the  son  of  Jove. 
His  bead,  deciin'd  between  his  hands,  he  leau'd; 
His  elbows  on  his  bended  knees  sastain*d« 
Above  him  still  a  hov'ring  vapoar  flew. 
Which,  from  his  boiling  veins,  the  garment  drew. 
Thro*  the  thick  woof  we  saw  the  fumes  aspire^ 
like  smoke  of  victims  from  the  sacred  fire, 
Oompassion*s  keenest  touch  my  bosom  thrill 'd; 
My  eyes,  a  flood  of  melting  sorrow  fiird: 
Doubtful  I  stood;  and  pond'ring  in  my  mind» 
By  fear,  and  pity,  variously  inclin'd, 
Whether  to  shun  the  hero,  or  essay. 
With  friendly  words,  his  torment  to  allay: 
When  bursting  from  above  with  hideous  glare, 
A  flood  of  lightning  kindled  all  the  air. 
From  Oeta's  top  it  rusb'd  in  sudden  streams; 
The  ocean  reddened  at  its  fiery  beams. 
Then,  bellowing  deep,  the  thunder's  awful  sound 
Shook  the  firm  mountains  and  the  shores  around. 
Far  to  the  east  it  roU'd,  a  length  of&ky; 
We  heard  Euboea's  rattling  clifi  reply« 
As  at  his  master's  voice  a  swain  appears. 
When  wak'd  from  sleep  his  early  call  he  hears. 
The  hero  rose;  and  to  the  mountain  tum'd, 
Wliose  cloud -involved  top  with  lightning  bum'd, 
And  thus  his  sire  addressed ;     *  With  patient 
Thy  call  1  hear,  obedient  and  resigned ;      [mind 
Faithfu)  and  true  the  oracle !  which  spoke. 
In  high  Dodona,  frxMn  the  sacred  oak ; 
That  twenty  years  of  painful  labours  past. 
On  beta's  top  I  should  r^ose  at  last : 
JBeibre,  involved,  the  meaning  lay  concealed; 
But  now  I  find  it  in  my  iiite  reveal'd. 
Thy  sovereign  will  I  blame  not,  which  denies. 
With  length  of  days,  to  crown  my  victories : 
1  hough  still  with  danger  and  distress  engag'd, 
For  i'^jur'd  right  eternal  war  I  wag'd; 
A  ]ifc  of  pain,  in  barb'rous  climates,  led. 
The  Heav'ns  my  canopy,  a  rock  my  bed : 
More  joy  Tvb  felt  than  delicacy  knows. 
Or  all  the  pride  of  regal  pomp  bestows. 
Dread  sire!  thy  will  i  honour  and  revere. 
And  own  thy  k>ve  with  gratitude  sincere. 
Which  watdi'd  me  in  my  toils,  that  none  could 
To  raise  a  trophy  from  my  glory  lost :        [boast 
And  though  at  last.  By  female  arts,  o'ercome, 
And  unsuspected  fraud,  1  find  my  doom ; 
There  to  have  fail'd,  my  honour  ne'er  can  shake. 
Where  vice  is  only  strong  and  virtue  weak.' 

**  *  He  said ,  and  turning  to  the  ck>udy  height, 
7*he  seat  of  thunder,  wrapt  in  sable  night. 
Firm  and  undaunted  trod  the  steep  ascent; 
An  earthquake  rock'd  the  mountain  as  he  went. 
Back  from  the  shaking  shores  retir'd  the  flood  ; 
In  horror  lost,  my  bold  companions  stood, 
To  speech  or  motion :  but  the  present  pow'r 
Of  love  inspii^d  me,  ih  that  awful  hour; 
With  trembling  steps,  I  trac'd  the  son  of  Jove  ; 
And  saw  him  darkly  on  the  steep  above,     [noise 
llirough  the  thick  gloom.    The  thunder's  awful 
Ceas'd ;  and  1  call'd  him  thus  with  feeble  voice: 
*  O  son  of  mighty  Jove !  thy  friend  await; 
Who  comes  to  comfort  thee,  or  share  thy  fiste. 
In  ev'ry  danger  and  distress  before, 
Bis  part  four  fiuthfol  PbUoetetei  bofft 


0  let  me  still  attend  yoa,  and  reeeive 

The  comfort  which  a  present  friend  cao  gire, 
Wlm  come  obsequious  for  your  last  cominand^ 
And  tenders  to  your  need  his  willing  hands,' 

'*  <  My  voice  he  heard;  and  from  the  OKMmtain^ 
Saw  me  ascending  on  the  steep  below.       [brow 
To  favour  ray  approach  his  steps  he  stay'd ; 
And  pleas'd,  amidst  his  anguish,  smiling  said : 
'  Approach,  my  Philoctates  !  Oft  I've  known 
Your  friendly  zeal  in  former  labours  shown : 
The  present,  more  than  all,  your  bve  proclaims. 
Which  braves  the  thaod'rer's  bolts  and  voUey'd 

flames; 
With  daring  step,  the  rocking  earthquake  treads. 
While  the  firm  mountains  shake  their  trembling 

beads. 
As  my  last  gift,  these  arrows,  with  the  bov. 
Accept ;  the  greatest  which  I  can  bestow  ; 
My  glory  all  my  wealth ;  of  pow'r  to  raise 
Your  name  to  honour  aud  immortal  praise  ; 
If  for  wrong'd  innocence  your  shafts  shall  fly. 
As  Jove  by  signs  directs  them  from  the  sky.' 

** '  Straight  from  his  mighty  shoulders,  as  ha 
•    spoke. 
He  loos'd  and  lodg'd  them  in  a  camm'd  rock  ; 
To  lie  untouch'd,  till  frOure  care  hail  drain'd 
Their  poison  from  the  venom'd  robe  retain'd* 
And  thus  again :  '  Theonly  aid  I  need. 
For  all  uiy  favours  past,  the  only  meed,  - 
Is,  tikat,  with  vengeful  hand,  you  fix  a  dart 
In  cruel  Deianira's  faithless  heart : 
Her  treach'rous  messenger  already  dead» 
Let  her,  the  author  of  bM  crime,  succeed. 
This  awful  scene  forsake  without  delay  ; 
In  vain  to  mingle  with  my  fote  you  stay : 
No  kind  assistance  can  my  state  retrieve. 
Nor  any  friend  attend  me,  and  survive. ' 

**  *  The  hero  thus  his  tender  cara  exprsat. 
And  spread  his  arms  to  clasp  me  to  his  breast; 
But  soon  withdrew  them,  l<»t  his  tainted  veins 
Infection  had  convey'd  and  mortal  pains : 
Silent  I  stood  in  streams  of  sorrow  drowo'd* 
Tdl  from  my  heart  these  words  a  passage  fiMmds 
'  O  bid  me  not  forsake  thee,  nor  impose 
What  wretched  Philoctetes  must  refuse. 
By  him  I  swear,  whose  presence  now  pioclaim 
The  thunder's  awful  voice  and  forked  flame» 
Beneath  whose  steps  the  tremblingdesert  quakes^ 
And  Earth  affrighted  to  her  centre  shakes  ^ 

1  never  will  forsake  thee,  but  remain 

While  struggling  life  these  ruin'd  limbs  retain: 
No  form  of  fate  shall  drive  me  from  thy  side. 
Nor  death  with  all  iu  terrours  e'er  diivide ; 
Though  the  nine  stroke  our  mortal  lives  should 

end, 
One  flash  consume  us,  and  our  ashes  blend.* 

*<  *  I  spoke ;  and  to  the  cloudy  steep  we  tum'd  ; 
Along  its  brow  the  kindled  forest  bum'd. 
The  savage  brood,  descending  to  the  plains. 
The  scatteiM  flocks  and  dread  distracted  swains, 
Rush'd  frovk  the  shaking  difis :  we  saw  UieMi 


In  wild  disorder  mingled,  through  theglooBi* 

And  now  appear'd  the  d^ert's  lofty  head, 

A  narrow  rock  with  forest  thinly  spread. 

His  mighty  hands  displayed  akJt  in  air. 

To  Jove  the  hero  thus  address'd  a  pray'r 

'  Hear  m^  dread  pow'r .'   whole  nod   controls 

the  skies. 
At  whose  command  the  winged  lightmqg  fli«f : 
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Almighty  «to!  tf  jet  yon  defgn  to  ova 
AIcoMna'y  vretdied  offtpm^  as  your  son  ; 
Some  eooifort  io  my  agony  impart, 
And  bid  thy  forked  Unaider  raid  this  heart: 
KflOBd  my  defoCed  head  it  idly  plays ;. 
And  aids  the  fire,  which  wastes  me,  with  its  rays : 
By  heat  iaflam'd,  this  robe  exerts  its  powV, 
My  sootcfaed  limhs  to  shrivel  aad  detour ; 
Upon  my  shoulders,  like  a  dragon,  clings. 
And  fixes  in  my  flesh  a  tbmisand  stings. 
Great  sire  I  in  pity  to  my  suit  attend. 
And  with  a  sudden  stroke  my  being  end.* 

''«As  thus  the  hero  pray'd,tbe  li^itningoeas'd, 
And  thicker  darkness  all  thehiH  embracM. 
HesRwhissnitdeny'd:  In  fieive  despair. 
The  rooted  pines  be  tore,  and  cedars  fiiir  ; 
And  ftom  the  crannies  of  the  rifted  rocks. 
Twisted  with  force  immense  (be  stubborn  oak^ 
Orthcsenponthediffaheap  belaid. 
And  thus  addressed  me,  as  I  stood  dismay'd : 
«  Behold,  my  friend  I  the  raler  of  the  skies, 
Io  agony  invok'd,  my  snit  denies : 
But  sure  tbeoraeleuBspir'dfrora  Heaven, 
Which  in  0odona's  sacred  grove  was  given, 
The  truth   dedar'd :    that  now  my  toils  shall 
And  all  my  painful  labours  end  hi  peace:  [cease, 
Peace,  deiOh  can  only  bring :  the  rag'mg  smart. 
Wrapt  with  my  vitals,  mocks  each  healing  art. 
Not  all  the  piMitsthat  ckithe  the  verdant  field, 
Kot  all  the  health  a  thousand  mountains  yield, 
Whidi  on  their  tops  the  sage  physician  finds. 
Or  digging  fhnn  the  veins  of  flint  unbinds, 
This  fire  can  quench.    And  therefore,  to  obey 
Ify  last  commands,  prepare  without  delay. 
When  on  this  pile  yon  see  my  limbs  ocmpos'd. 
Shrink  not,  but  bear  what  most  not  be  oppos'd  ; 
Approach,  and,  with  an  unrelentiog  hand, 
Fnc,  mthe  boughs  beneath,  a  flaming  brand. 
I  nmst  not  longer  trust  thitmad^og  pain, 
JLestaome  rash  deed  should  all  my  glory  stain. 
Xychas  Islew  upon  the  Coenian  shore. 
Who  knew  not,  sure,  the  Ihtal  gift  ha  bore : 
Hii  guilt  had  taught  him  else  to  fly,  norwait. 
Till  from  my  rage  be  found  a  sudden  Cite. 
I  will  not  Dsiaaira's  action  blame  ; 
Let  Heav>n  decide,  which  only  knows  her  aim  t 
Whether  from  hate,  with  treacherous  intent, 
'Hhb  fotal  gaiment  to  her  lord  she  sent ; 
Or,  by  the  cmming  of  a  foo  betray'd. 
His  vengeance,  thus  Imprudently  conveyed. 
If  this,  or  that,  I  urge  not  my  command. 
Nor  daim  her  fote  firom  thy  avenging  hand  X 
To  lodge  my  lifeless  bones,  is  all  I  crave, 
Bafo  and  nuigni'd  in  the  peaceful  grave.' 

"  *  This  with  a  hoUow  voice  and  alter'd  look, 
la  agony  ertieme,  the  heroqpoke. 
I  pomJd  alfeod  of  sorrow,  and  withdrew, 
Ainjd  the  kindled  groves,  4o  pluck  a  bougb ; 
Witi^hich  thestmcture  at  the  base  I  fir'd : 
On  ev'ry  side  the  pointed  flames  aspir'd. 
But  cire  involving  smoke  the  pile  endos*d, 
I  saw  the  hero  on  the  top  reposed; 
Serene  asooe  who^  near  the  fountain  laid> 
At  noon  envoys  the  cod  refreshing  shade. 
The  venom'd  garment  hiss*d;  its  touch  the  fires 
Avoiding,  ship'd  oWiqoe  theirpointad  spires : 
On  ev^  side  the  parted  flame  withdrew. 
And  levePd,  round  the  bumhig  structure  flew. 
At  last  victorious  to  the  top  they  rose  ; 
Fim  Md  wmiov*d  the  lk«ro  i«w  tbeai  dofep 


His  soul  unfoUer^d,  sought  Ibeblest  abodes. 
By  virtue  rais'd  to  mingle  with  the  gods. 
His  bones  in  earth,  with  pious  hamb,  I  laid ; 
The  place  to  publish  nothing  shall  persuade  j 
Lest  tyrants  now  unaw'd,  and  men  onjiist. 
With  insults,  should  profiuie  bis  sacred  dost* 
£>er  since,  I  haunt  this  soliUry  den, 
Retied  flrom  all  the  busy  paths  of  meo ; 
Por  these  wild  mountains  only  suit  my  state, 
And  sooth,  with  kindred  gloom,  my  deep  regret' 

'<  He  ended  thus :  amazement  long  suppressed 
My  voice ;  but  aeon  answVin^  thus  sdiiress'd : 

Brave  youth  !  von  offer,  to  our  wond'ring  ears^ 
Events  more  awful  than  tradition  bears. 
Flx'd  in  my  mind  the  hero's  fote  remains, 
I  see  his  agonies,  and  feel  his  pains. 
Yet  suffer,  that  for  hapless  Thebes  1  mouni. 
Whose  fairest  hopes  the  enviouH  fktes  o*ertum« 
If  great  Alddes  liv'd,  her  tow'rs  should  stand 
"^feand  protected  by  his  mighty  hand  : 
On  you,  brave  youth  !  our  second  hopes  depend; 
To  you  the  arms  of  Hercules  descend. 
He  did  not,  sure,  those  glorious  gifts  bestow. 
The  shafts  invineible,  the  mighty  bow ; 
From  which  the  iqnooent  protection  claim. 
To  dye  the  hills  with  blood  of  savage  game. 
Such  toils  as  these  your  glory  ne'er  can  raise. 
Nor  crown  your  merit  with  immortal  praise ; 
And  with  the  great  Alcides  place  your  name, 
Tostsiid  distinguished  in  the  rolls  of  fame.' 

f*  The  hero  thus.    The  son  of  Pomii  said : 
*  Myself,  my  arms,  I  offer  for  your  aid ; 
If  fav'ring  from  the  skies,  the  signs  of  Jove 
Confirm  what  thus  I  purpose  and  approve. 
For  when  Alcides,  with  his  last  commands. 
His  bow  and  shafts  committed  to  my  handj^; 
In  alt  attempts  he  charged  me  to  proceed 
An  Jove  by  signs  and  Augories  should  lead. 
But  these  the  rising  Son  will  best  disclose  ; 
The  season  now  invites  to  soft  repose.' 

"He  said ;  and,from  the  hearth  a  flaming  bongb« 
To  light  us  through  the  shady  cavern,  drew. 
Far  in  the  deep  recess,  a  rocky  bed 
We  found,  with  skins  of  moonuin  monsters  spread. 
There  we  compos'd  our  weary  limbs,  and  lay. 
Till  darkness  fied  before  the  morning  ray. 
Then  rose»  and  climb'd  a  promontory  steep, 
WhAse  rocky  brow,  impending  o^r  the  deep. 
Shoots  high  into  the  air,  and  lifts  the  eye, 
In  boundless  stretch,  to  Uke  a  length  of  sky. 
\Vlth  hands  extended  to  th'  etheieal  height, 
Thepow'r  wecali'd.who  rules  the  realrosof  light ; 
That  symbols  sure  his  purpose  might  esrolain, 
Whetlverthe  youth  should  aid  us,  or  refrain : 
We  pray 'd ;  and  on  the  left  along  the  vales. 
With  pinions  broad  displayed,  an  eagle  sails* 
As  near  the  ground  his  le^  flight  he  drew. 
He  stoop'd,  and  brush'd  the  thickets  as  he  flew; 
When  startmg  from  the  centre  of  a  brake. 
With  horrid  hiss  appear^  a  crested  inake : 
Her  young  to  guaid,  her  venom'dfisogs  she  reared; 
Above  the  shrubs  her  wavy  leugth  appearM  ; 
Against  bis  swift  approaches,  as  be  flew. 
On  ev'ry  side  herforked4oogue  she  threw. 
And  armed  jaws ;  but  wheeling  from  the  mare 
The  swilt  asftailant  still  escap*d  in  air ; 
But,  stooping  fipom  his  pitch,  at  last  he  tore 
Her  purple  crest,  and  drew  a.  stream  of  gore. 
She  writh'd ;  and,  hi  the  fierceness  of  her  pain, 
fi^kthe  long  thickets  with  her  twisted  train: 
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Bdax'd  aiUit,  itstpttesfeffotto  roll. 
And,  in  a  hiss,  the  breath 'd  her  fiery  soul : 
In  haste  to  gorge  hit  prey,  the  bird  of  Jove 
Duwn  to  the  bottom  of  the  thicket  drove ; 
The  young  defenceless  from  the  covert  drew ; 
Devoured  them  straight,  and  to  the  mounUins 
This  omen  seen,  another  worse  we  bear ;    £flew. 
The  sabterraneous  thunder  greets  oar  ear : 
The  worst  of  all  the  signs  which  augurs  know  ; 
A  dire  profoiostic  of  impending  woe. 

«*  Amaz'd  we  stood,  till  Philoctetes  broke 
Our  kmg  dejected  silence  thus,  and  spoke: 
*  Warriors  of  Thebes  I  the  auguries  dissuade 
My  purpose,  and  withhold  roe  from  your  aid  ; 
Though  pity  moves  me,  and  ambition  draws. 
To  share  your  labours  and  assert  your  caose^ 
In  fight  the  arms  of  Hercules  to  show. 
And  from  his  native  ramparts  drive  the  foe.    , 
But  vain  it  is  against  the  gods  to  strive ; 
Whose  counsels  ruin  nations  or  retrieve  ; 
Without  their  favour,  valour  nought  avails. 
And  human  prudence  self-subverted  fails ; 
For  irr^istibly  their  pow'r  presides 
In  all  events,  and  good  and  ill  divides. 
hot  Thebes  assembled  at  the  altars  wait. 
And  long  processions  croWd  each  sacred  gate : 
With  sacrifice  appeas'd,and  humble  pray'r. 
Their  omens  frustrated,  the  gods  may  spare. 
To  day,  my  guests,  repose ;  to  morrow  sail, 
If  Heav*n  propitious  sends  a  prosperous  gale : 
For,  shifting  to  the  south,  the  western  breeze 
Forbids  you  now  to  trust  the  faithless  seas.' 

'*  The  hero  thus ;  in  silence  sad,  we  moamM ; 
And  to  the  solitary  cave  retum'd. 
Despairing  of  success;  our  grief  he  shar'd. 
And  for  relief  a  cheering  bowl  prepar'd ; 
The  vintage  which  the  grape  spontaneous  yieldi. 
By  art  untotor'd,  on  the  woodland  fields. 
He  Bou^t  with  care,  and  mingled  in  the  bowl 
A  plant,  of  pow'r  to  calm  the  troubled  soul ; 
Its  name  nepenthe;  swains,  on  desert  ground. 
Bo  often  glean  it,  else  but  rarely  found ; 
This  in  the  bowl  he  mix'd;  and  soon  we  founds 
In  softob^vion,  all  onr  sorrows  drown'd: 
We  felt  no  more  the  agonies  of  care. 
And  hope,  succeeding,  dawn'd  upon  despur. 
From  mom  we  feasted,  till  the  setting  ray 
Retir'd,  and  ev*ning  shades  escpell'd  the  day  ; 
Then  in  the  dark  recesses  of  the  cave, 
To  dumbers  soft,  our  willing  limbs  we  gave : 
But  ere  the  morning,  from  the  east,  appear'dy 
And  sooner  than  the  eariy  laik  is  beaM, 
Cleon  awaked,  my  careless  slmnber  broke. 
And  bending  to  my  ear,  in  whispers  spoke: 
*  Dtenioes !  while  slumbering  thus  secure, 
We  think  not  what  our  citizens  endure,    [pears 
The  worst  the  signs  have  threaten'd,  noa^  ap» 
With  happier  aspect  to  dispel  our  fears; 
Alcides  lives  not,  and  his  ^iend  in  vain 
To  arms  we  call,  while  auguries  restrain: 
Betunung  thus,  we  bring  the  Tbeban  state 
But  hopes  deceivM,  and  omens  of  her  fate: 
Better  success  our  labours  shall  attend, 
Kor  all  our  aims  in  disappointment  end; 
If  you  approve  my  purpose,  nor  dissuade 
What  now  I  oounsd  (or  your  country's  aid. 
Soon  as  the  Sun  displays  his  early  beam. 
The  arms  of  great  Alcides  let  us  claim  ; 
Then  for  Bceotia's  shores  direct  our  sails; 
And  forca  must  s^tood  if  yenuaskm  fiMli : 


Agahiit  rqpnwch  oeoMiity  shall  plaaA; 
Centare  confute,  and  justify  the  deed.* 

<«  The  hero  thus,  and  ceas'd :  with  pity  mov>d» 
And  zeal  for  Thebes,  I  rashly  thus  approved. 
*  You  counsel  well;  but  prudence  would  advise 
To  work  by  cunning  rather,  and  suiprise. 
Than  force  dedar'd;  hisveoomMahafts  jonkuow^ 
Which  fiy  resistless  from  th'  Elciculean  bow  ; 
A  safe  occasion  now  the  silent  hour 
Of  midnight  yields;  when,  by  the  gentle  pow'r 
Of  careless  slumber  bound,  the  hero  lies, 
Onr  necessary  fraud  will  Escape  his  eyes ; 
Without  the  aid  of  force  shall  reach  iu  aim. 
With  danger  less  incurr*d,  and  less  of  blame.* 

*<  I  oounselM  thus;  and   Cleon  straight  sp- 
in silence  from  tlie  dark  recess  we  movM ;  [prov*d. 
Towards  the  hearth,  with  wary  steps,  we  caoie. 
The  ashes  stirr'd,and  roos'd  the  slumb'ring  flame. 
On  ev'ry  side  in  vain  we  tum*d  our  eyes. 
Nor,  as  our  hopes  had  promised,  found  the  print 
Till  to  the  couch,  where  Philoctetes  lay, 
The  qniver  led  us  by  its  silver  ray  ; 
For  m  a  pauthei's  for  together  ty'd. 
His  bow  and  shafts,  the  pilk>w*s  place  sopply'd  x 
Thither  I  went  with  careful  steps  and  slow ; 
And  by  degrees  obtained  th'  Herculean  bow: 
'ilie  quiver  next  to  disengage  essay'd  ; 
It  stuck  entangled,  but  at  last  obeyed. 
The  prize  obtained,  we  hasten  to  the  strand. 
And  rouse  the  mariners,  and  straight  command 
The  canvass  to  unfurl :  a  gentle  ^de 
Favour'd  our  course,  and  fill'd  the  swelling  sail  s 
The  shores  retir'd ;  and  when  the  momingray 
Ascended,  fiom  the  deep,  th*  ethereal  way  ; 
Upon  the  right  Cenisum's  beach  appearM, 
And  PeUon  on  the  left  his  summit  rear'd. 
I  All  day  wesailM ;  but  when  the  setting  light 
I  Approach'd  the  ooean,  from  th'  Olympian  height, 
(The  l>reeze  was  hush'd;  and,  stretch'd 


I  the  main, 

||  Like  mountains  rising  on  the  wat'ry  plain, 
LThe  doods  collected  on  the  billows  stood, 

II  And,  with  incambent  shade,  obscar'd  the  flood. 
Thither  a  current  bore  us;  soon  we  found 

.A  night  of  vapour  closing  fast  around. 

■  Loose  hung  the  empty  sail :  we  pty'd  onr  oan^ 
And  strove  to  reach  Eubosa's  friendly  shores ; 
But  strove  m  vain ;  for  erring  from  the  oounc. 
In  mazes  wide,  the  rower  spent  his  force. 
Seven  dajrs  and  nights  we  try 'd  some  port  to  gain, 
Where  GredL  or  harb'rous  shores  exclude  the 


But  knew  not,  whether  backwards,  or  before^ 
Or  on  the  right,  or  left,  to  seek  the  shore  : 
Till,  rising  on  the  eighth,  a  gentle  breeze 
Drove  the  light  fog,  uid  bnish'd  the  curling  SMib 
Our  canvass  to  it^  gentle  pow'r  we  spread  ; 
And  fix'd  onr  oars,  and  followed  as  it  led. 
Befofonssoon,  impending fipom above,      ^ 
Through  parting  clouds,  we  saw  a  kAy  grover 
Alarm'd,  the  sail  we  slacken,  and  explore 
The  deeps  and  shallows  of  the  unknown  shore. 
Near  on  the  right  a  winding  creek  appeared* 
Thither  directed  by  the  pole,  we  steer'd  ; 
And  landed  on  the  beach,  by  fate  misled. 
Nor  knew  again  the  portfiraim  which  we  fled. 
Thegodsthemselveideceiv'dus:  toourey^ 
New  caverns  open,  airy  difls  arise; 
That  Philoctetes  might  again  possess 
,  Hit  aoMi  and  Hmv'q  our  ii\)ary  lodicm 
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**  Tk€  wakasmm  ngkMi  pwrpot'd  to  exploi«» 
CleoB,  with  me  alone,  fornket  the  shure  ; 
Back  to  the  cave  we  left*  by  angry  iate 
Implicitly  cooducted,  at  the  gate 
Tlie  iDJur'd  youth  we  fbaiid ;   a  thick  diiguise 
His  natire  form  cooceal'd,  and  mocked  oureyet^ 
For  the  black  kicks  in  waving  ringleU  spread^ 
A  wreath  of  hoary  white  Involv'd  hit  head. 
Beneath  a  load  of  yean,  heteem'dtobendt  • 
His  breasttosink,  his  shoalders  to  ascend. 
He  saw  as  straight,  and,  rising  from  his  seat. 
Began  with  sharp  reproaches  to  repeat 
Oar  crime ;  but  could  not  thas  s'lspicion  give ; 
So  strong  is  errour  when  the  gods  deceive  I 
We  qoestion'd  of  the  country  as  we  came. 
By  whom  inhabited,  and  what  its  name  | 
How  hi  from  Thebes:  that  thither  we  were  boaad| 
And  thus  the  wary  youth  our  errour  found. 
Sniooth*d   to  deceive,  his  accent  straight   he 

tum'd. 
While  in  h'ls  breast  the  thirst  of  vengeance  bum*d; 
And  thinking  now  his  bow  and  shafts  re.i^in'd, 
Reply'd  with  hospitable  kindness  feigned : 

*  On  Ida's  sacred  height,  my  guests !  you  stand; 
Here  Priam  rules,  in  peace,  a  happy  land.  ■ 
Twelve  cities  own  him,  on  the  Phrygian  plain, 
Their  lord,  and  twelve  fdir  islands  on  the  main. 
From  hence  to  Thebes  in  seven  days  space  you'll 
If  Jove  propitious  sends  a  prosp'rous  gale,  [sail. 
But  now  accept  a  homely  meal,  and  deign 

To  share,  what  Heav'n  aflEbrds  a  humble  swain* 
''  He  said  ;  and  brought  a  bowl  with  vintage 
fiH'd, 
•From  berries  wild,  and  mountain  grapes  distilPd, 
Of  largest  size  ;  and  placed  it  on  a  rock. 
Under  the  covert  of  a  spreading  oak  ; 
Around  it  autumn*s  mellow  stores  he  laid. 
Which  the  Sun  ripens,  in  the  woodland  shade. 
Our  thirst  and  hunger  thus  at  once  allay'd, 
IV)  C!eon  turning,  Philoctctes  said : 

*  The  bow  yon  wear  of  such  unusual  size, 
With  wonder  still  I  view  and  curious  eyes ;  [art, 
For  length,  for  thickness,  and  the  workman's 
;5arpassing  all  Tveseen  in  ev'ry  part.' 

**  Dissembling,  thus  inquired  tne  wary  youth, 
And  thus  your  valiant  son  declared  the  truth  : 

*  Father !  the  weapon,  which  you  thus  commend. 
The  force  of  great  Alcides  once  did  bend ;  [du'd, 
These  shafts  the  same  which  monsters  Aeroe  sub- 
And  lawless  men  with  vengeance  just  pursu'd.' 

"  The  hero  thus ;   and  Poran's  son  again : 

*  What  now  I  ask,  refuse  not  to  explain ; 
Whether  the  hero  still  exerts  bis  mighty 
For  innocence  oppress'd:  and  ii^ur'd  right  ? 
Or  yields  to  fate ;  and  with  the  mighty  dead, 

'  From  toil  reposes  in  the  Elysian  shade ! 
Sore,  if  he  liv'd.  he  would  not  thnsfbregQ 
His  shafts  invincible  and  mighty  bow,. 
By  which  he  oft  immortal  honour  gain'd 
For  wrongs  redress'd    and  lawlos  force   re- 
straint .> 
«  The  rage  suppressed,  which  in  his  hoiom 
bum'd. 
He  qnestk)o*d  thus ;  andCleonthuiretnm'd: 

*  What  we  have  heard  of  Hercules,  Til  show ; 
What  by  report  we  leam'd,  and  what  we  know. 
From  Thd)es  to  OeU's  wilderness  we  went. 
With  supplicatkxis,  to  the  hen>,  sent 

From  ail  our  princes  ;  that  he  would  exert 
His  putghlcOT  valour  OB  hii  coivitiyi  part. 


Against  whose  state  united  fbes^  conspire. 
And  waste  her  wide  domain  with  sword  ^d  fire. 
There  on  the  cliti&,  which  bound  the  neigbb'ring 
We  found  the  mansion  of  a  lonely  swain ;  [main. 
Much  like  to  this,  but  that  its  rocky  mouth, 
The  cooling  north  respects,  as  this  the  south  ; 
And,  in  a  comer  of -the  caveconceal*d, 
The  dob  which  great  Alcides  us'd  to  wield* 
Wrapt  in  his  shaggy  robe,  the  lion's  spoils, 
The  mantle  which  he  wore  in  all  his  toils. 
At  ev'na  hunter  in  the  cave  appeared ; 
From  whom  the  fate  of  Hercules  we  heard. 
He  told  us  that  he  saw  the  chief  expire, 
That  he  himself  did  light  his  fun'ral  fire  ; 
And  boasted,  that  the  hero  had  resign'd, 
To  him,  this  bow  and  quiver,  as  his  friend : 
Oft  seen  before,  these  deadly  shafts  we  know. 
And  tipp'd  with  stars  of  gold  th'  Herculean  bows 
But  of  the  hero's  fate»  the  tale  he  told, 
Whether  'tis  true,  I  cannot  now  unfold.* 

"  He  spoke,  like  youth  with  indignation  buro'd. 
Yet  calm  in  outward  semblance,  thus  return'd : 
*  I  must  admire  the  man  who  could  resign 
To  you,  these  arms  so  precious  and  divine. 
Which,  to  the  love  of  such  a  friend,  >e  ow'd  ; 
Great  was  the  gift  if  willingly  bestow'd  : 
By  force  they  could  not  easily  be  gain'd, 
And  firand,  1  know,  yonr  gen'rous  sjuls  disdain'd.* 

*<  Severely  smiling,  thus  the  hero  spoke  ^ 
With  conscious  shame   we  heard,  nor  silence 

broke: 
And  thus  again:  'The  only  boon  (claim, 
Wnich,  to  your  host  deny'd,  would  merit  blame; 
Is,  that  my  hands  that  weapon  may  embrace. 
And  on  the  flaxen  cord  an  arrow  place ; 
An  honour  which  I  covet ;  though  we  mourn'd. 
By  great  Alcides,  once  our  state  o'ertum'd : 
When  proud  Laomedon  the  hero  brav'd. 
Nor  paid  the  ransom  for  his  daughter  say'd.* 

**  Dissembling  thus  did  Philoctetes  strive 
His  instruments  of  vengeance  to  retrieve : 
And,  by  the  Fates  deceiv'd,  in  et il  hour. 
The  bow  and  shafts  we  yielded  to  his  pow'r. 
In  mirthfhl  mood,  provoking  him  to  try 
Whether  the  weapon  would  his  force  obey ; 
For  w«Ak  he  seem'd,  like  those  whose  nerves  have 
lost,  [boast. 

Through  age,  the  vigour  which  in  youth  they 
The  belt  around  his  shoulders  first  he  flung. 
And,  glitt'ring  by  his  side  the  quiver  hung : 
Compreas'd  with  aD  his  force  the  stubborn  yew 
He  bent,  and  from  the  case  an  arrow  drew ; 
And  yielding  to  his  rage  in  furious  mood, 
With  aim  direct  against  us  full  he  stood,   [guise. 
For    vengeance  arm*d ;  and  now  the  tliick  di&- 
Which  veird  his  form  before,  and  mock'd  our 
Vanished  in  air ;  our  errour  then  appeared;  [eyes, 
I  saw  the  vengeance  of  the  gods,  and  fea^d. 
B^ore  him  on  the  ground  my  knees  I  bow'd. 
And,  with  extended  hands,  for  mercy  su'd. 
But  Cleon,  fierce  and  scorning  to  entreat. 
His  weapon  drew,  andrusb'd  upon  his  fate: 
For  as  he  came,  the  fatel  arrow  flew. 
And  from  his  heart  the  vital  current  drew: 
Supine  he  frU :  and,  welling  from  the  wound, 
A  tide  of  gore  impurpled  all  the  ground, 
llie  son  of  PoDan  stooping  drew  the  dart, 
Yet  warm  with  slaughter,  from  the  hero's  heart  ^ 
And  tum'd  it  full  on  me :  with  humble  jray'r 
And  lifted  lumds,  I  mov*d  him  still  to  ipvc* 
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At  lait  he  yielded,  from  bis  purpose  tway*d. 
And  answer'ring  thus  hi  milder  accents,  laid : 
*  No  favour,  sure,  you  merit ;  and  the  cause. 
Of  ririit  infriog^d  and  hospitable  laws, 
Woiml justify  revenge;  but  as  yonclahn. 
With  Hercules,  your  native  Foil  the  same; 
I  now  shall  pardon  for  the  heir's  sake, 
Nor,  though  the  gods  approve  it,  vengeance  take : 
But  stimight  avoid  my  presence,  and  unbind. 
With  speed,  your  flying  canvass  to  the  wind. 
For  if  again  to  meet  these  eyes  you  come, 
Ko  prayers  shall  change,  or  mitigate  your  doom.' 

*'  With  ffowning  aspect  thus  the  hero  said. 
His  threats  I  foar'd,  and  willingly  obey*d. 
Straight  in  his  purple  robe  the  dead  I  bound. 
Then  to  my  shoulders  rais'd  him  from  the  ground: 
And  from  the  hills  descending  to  the  bay, 
Where  ancboff'd  near  tbe  beach  our  galley  lay, 
The  rest  oonven'd,  with  sorrow  to  relate 
This  anger  of  the  gods  and  Cleon*s  fate : 
The  hero's  fate  his  bold  companions  moum'd. 
And  ev'ry  breast  with  keen  resentment  buni'd. 
They  in  their  heady  transports  straight  decreed, 
Hisfallwith  vengeance  to  requite  or  bleed. 
I  fear*d  the  angry  gods ;  and  gave  command. 
With  sail  and  oar,  to  fly  the  fktal  strand  ; 
Enraged  and  sad,  the  mariners  obey'd, 
Vnfuri'd  the  canvass,  and  the  anchor  wdgh'd. 
Our  course,  behind,  Uie  western  breezes  sped, 
And  from  the  coast  with  heavy  hearts  we  fled. 
All  day  they  fiivour'd,  but  withev'ning  ceas'd; 
And  straight  a  tempest,  from  the  stormy  east. 
In  opposition  ftiU,  began  to  blow. 
And  rear  in  ridges  high  the  deep  below. 
Against  its  boistVous  sway  in  vain  we  strove; 
Obliquely  to  the  Thracian  coast  we  drove : 
Where  Pelion  lifts  his  head  alolt  in  air. 
With  pointed  cliffs  and  precipices  bare ; 
Thither  our  course  w6  steer'd,  and  on  the  strand 
Descending^  fixM  our  cable  to  the  land. 
There  tv^enty  days  we  stayed,  and  wish'd,  in  vain, 
A  favourable  breeze,  to  cross  the  main  ; 
For  with  unceasing  rage  the  tempest  raVd, 
And  o'er  the  rocky  beach  the  ocean  heav'd. 
At  last  with  care  the  hero's  limbs  we  buro'd. 
And,  water'd  with  our  tears,  his  bones  inum'd. 
There,  where  a  promontory's  height  divides. 
Extended  in  the  deep,  the  parted  tides, 
Ilis  tomb  is  seen,  which,  from  its  airy  stand, 
Marks  to  the  mariner  the  distant  land.  [will 

«  This,  princes !  is  the  tnith ;  and  though  the 
Of  Heav'n,  the  sov'reign  cause  of  good  and  ill. 
Has  dash'd  our  hopes,  and,  for  the  good  in  view. 
With  griefs  aflBictB  us  and  disasters  new  ; 
Yet,  imiooent  of  all,  I  justly  claim 
To  itand  exempt  from  punishment,  or  blame. 
That  zeal  for  Thebes  'gainst  hoq»itable  laws 
Prevail'd,  and  ardour  in  my  country's  cause, 
I  freely  have  confess'd ;  but  sure,  if  wrong 
Was  e*er  permitted  to  inducement  strong. 
This  claims  to  be  excus'd  :  our  country's  need, 
With  all  who  hear  it,  will  for  fhvour  plead." 

He  ended  thus.    Unable  to  subdue 
Bia  grief,  the  monarch  from  the  throne  withdrew/ 
bsitoBt  wonder  fiz'd,  the  rest  remain 'd; 
Till  Clytuphon  the  geo'ral  sense  explain'ds 
*<  Yonr  jttit  defeuoe,  we  mean  not  to  refbse; 
Yoor  prudence  censure,  or  your  zeal  accuse : 
To  Heaven  we  owe  the  valiant  Cleon's  fiae. 
With  eadi  disoter  wfakh  aflkU  the  ftate. 


SoooastheSunfofiaketthe  eaileni  siai% 

Atev'iyaltarletahuU  beriaitt;  ' 

And  Thebes  asseonMed  move  the  pow*rs  to  spare. 

With  tows  of  sacrifice  and  humble  pray'r : 

But  now  the  night  invites  to  soli  repose. 

The  momentary  core  of  human  woes; 

The  stars  descend;  and  soon  the  morning  ray 

Shall  rouse  us  to  the  labours  of  the  day." 

The  hero  thus. '   In  silence  all  approv>d. 

And  rising,  various,  from  th'  assembly  wao^d. 
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Behin o  the  palace,  where  a  stream  desceodi. 
Its  lonely  wsJks  a  sha<^y  grove  extends; 
Once  samd,  now  for  common  use  ordain'd« 
By  war's  wide  licence  and  the  ax  prolsn'd : 
Thither  the  monarch,  from  th'  assembly,  went 
A*one,  his  fury  and  despair  to  vent. 
And  thus   to  Heav'n:    **  Dread po^r  f  whose 

soVreign  sway 
The  fates  of  men  and  mortal  things  obey  * 
From  me  expect  not  such  applause  to  hear. 
As  fawning  vot'ries  to  thine  altars  bear ; 
But  truth  severe.    Although  the  forked  brand. 
Which  for  destruction  arms  thy  mighty  hand. 
Were  level'd  at  my  head ;  a  mind  I  hold. 
By  present  ills,  or  future,  uncontrol'd. 
Beneath  thy  sway,  the  race  of  mortals  groan  ; 
Felicity  sincere  is  felt  by  none : 
Delusive  hope  th'  unpractis*d  mind  assails. 
And,  by  ten  thousand  treach'rous  arts,  prevails^ 
Through  all  the  Earth  the  fair  deceiver  strays. 
And  wvetched  man  to  misery  betra3rs. 
Our  crimes  3rou  punish,  never  teach  to  shun. 
When,  blind  fh>m  folly,  on  our  fate  we  nm : 
Hence  sighs  and  groans  thy  tyrant  reign  confess^ 
With  ev*ry  rueful  symptom  of  distress. 
Here  war  unchniu'd  exerts  his  wastefol  pow'r  ; 
Here  famine  pines ;  diseases  there  devour. 
And  lead  a  tram  of  all  the  ills  that  know 
To  shoiten  life,  or  lengthen  it  hi  woe. 
All  men  are  curst ;  but  I,  above  the  rest. 
With  tenfold  vengeance,  for  my  crimes,  opprest  ^ 
With  hostile  pow'rs  beset  my  totfring  reign. 
The  people  wasted,  and  my  children  slain ; 
In  swift  approach,  I  see  destruction  come. 
But,  with  a  mind  unmov'd»  III  meet  my  doom; 
For  know,  stem  pow'r  !   whose  vengeance  has 


That  Creon,  after  all  Ms  sons,  should  bleed  ; 
As  fkom  the  summit  of  some  desert  rock. 
The  sport  oftempesU,  foils  the  leafless  oak. 
Of  all  its  honours  stript,  thou  ne'er  shalt  find. 
Weakly  submiss,  or  stupidly  rcsign'd 
This  dauntless  heart ;  but  purpos'd  to  debate 
Thy  stem  decrees,  and  burst  the  chains  of  fhte.** 
He  said ;  and  turning  where  the  herals  dstand 
All  night  by  turns,  and  wait  their  lord's comnnnd  |^ 
Menestbeus  there  and  Hegesander  found. 
And  Phsmitts  sage,  for  valour  once  renown'd  ; 
Uechaig'd  them  thos:  '< Beyond  the  eastern 


Summon  to  meet  in  arms  our  martial  pow'rs* 
In  silence  let  them  move;  let  signs  command. 
And  mute  obedience  reign  through  ev'ry  band  ^ 
ForwhAii  th^cast  with  early  twilight  glows. 
We  rusli,  from  cover'd  ambush|  oa  our  foes 
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StCQveafMdiinprBpaf^d:  the 
Our  plighted  CkUi',  the  leal  of  wine,  and  gore. 
Mo  ties  I  hold;  allpMty  dkdaia: 
Advene  to  ne  the  godg,aiid  1  to  then." 
Hie  angry  monarch  thus  his  will  dedar'd ; 
His  rage  the  heraldi  liHur'd,  and  atratght  repidr'd 
To  ronae  the  warriors.    N<m  the  morning  light 
Begins  to  mingle  with  the  shades  of  night: 
In  every  street  a  glittPring  stream  appears,  . 
Of  polished  helmets  mix'd  with  sbining  spears: 
Towards  the  eastern  gate  they  drive  along, 
Nations  and  tribes,  an  qndjstingmsh'd  throng: 
Creon  himself  superior,  in  his  car, 
Receiv'd  them  coming,  and  disposed  the  war. 

And  now  the  Argires  from  their  tents  proceed. 
With  rites  scfmlchral  to  hUomb  the  dead. 
The  king  of  men,  annd  the  fun'ral  fires. 
The  drieib  aasemhies,  and  the  wodc  inspires. 
And  thus  the  Pylian  sage,  in  counsel  wise : 
"  Princes !  I  view,  with  wonder  andsarprtse. 
Yon  Add  abaodon*d,  where  the  foe  pursn*d 
l^eir  fun'ral  rites  before,  with  toil  renewVI: 
Not  half  their  dead  interr'd,  they  now  abstain, 
And  silcnee  reigns  through  all  the  smoky  plain: 
Tbenoe  jealousy  and  (ear  posMM  my  mind 
Of  ftuth  infring'd,  and  treachery  designed : 
B^ind  those  woody  heights,  behind  those  tow*rs, 
I  dread,  in  ambush  laid,  the  Theban  pow*rs ; 
With  pitrpoie to  asnoH  us,  when  they  know 
That  we,  confidbg,  least  expect  a  foe : 
Let  half  the  warriors  arm,  and  itand  prepar'd, 
Fnm  sodden  violence,  the  host  to  guard ; 
While,  in  the  mournful  rites,  the  rest  proceed. 
Due  to  tlie  haneoHd  reliques  of  the  dead." 

Thus  as  he  spoke ;  approaching  from  afar^ 
The  hostile  pow'n^  embattled  for  the  war, 
Appear'djand  streamingfrom  theirpolisb>d  shields 
A  Maze  of  splendour  brightened  all  the  fields. 
And  thus  the  king  of  men,  with  lifted  eyes^ 
And  both  his  hands  extended  to  the  skies: 
*'  Ye  powers  sopre^ie  I  whose  unresisted  sway 
The  fote  of  men  and  mortal  things  obey ! 
Let  all  the  plagues,  which  peijory  attend. 
At  onee,  and  sudden,  on  our  foM  descend  I 
Let  not  the mcred  seal  ofwineand  gore. 
The  hands  we  plighted,  and  the  oaths  we  swore. 
Be  now  in  vafai;  but,  ftt>m  your  bright  abodes, 
Confound  the  bold  despisers  of  the  gods." 

He  pray 'd  J  andnearer  came  the  hostile  train, 
Witlrswift  approach  advandag  on  the  plain; 
Embattled  thick ;  as  when,  at  fiiU  of  night, 
A  shepherd,  from  some  promontory's  he'ght. 
Approaching  frdm  the  deep,  a  fog  descries. 
Which  hoWring  lightly  o^er  the  billows  flies  $ 
By  breeaes  borne,  the  solid  soonitgaoM, 
Climbs  the  steep  hills,  and  darkens  all  theplahM: 
Sileoi  and  swift  the  Theban  pow'n  drew  near ; 
The  chariots  led,  a  phalanx  ckM'd  the  rear. 

ConfhskNistrdght  through  all  the  host  arose, 
SthrrM  Kke  the  ooean  when  a  tempest  bloart. 
Some  ana  for  fi|^t;  the  rest  to  (errour  yields 
Inactive  stand,  m- trembliog  quH  the  field. 
OnevVy  side,  asmuftsthedodba'dear 
Thadiieocd  load  of  tamnH,r4fe,  and  foar. 
Saperior  in  his  oar,  with  ardent  eyes. 
The  kingolmen  through  all  the  army  flies ; 
The  rash  restraim,  the  cold  with  courage  firai, 
And  all  with  hope  and  oonfideaoe  iaspires; 
As  whantha  4tip,  hi  Hqpnd  nwantamrhari'd, 
AasaidtstfaoMckylinitiufths«ari4  i 


When  tempests  with  unKoens^d  fury  rave. 
And  sweep  from  shore  to  shore  theflyingwave  : 
If  he  to  whom  each  pow^  of  ocean  boids, 
To  quell  such  uproar,  from  the  deep  ascRnds, 
Sorene,  amidst  the  wat'ry  war,  be  rides, 
And  fixes,  with  hb  voice,  the  moving  tides : 
Sochseem'd  the  monarch.  From  ih'  Olympian 
The  martial  maid  precipitates  her  flight;  [height. 
To  aidher  fav*rite  host  the  goddem  came, 
Mentor  she  seem'd,  her  radiant  arms  the  same^ 
Who  with  Ulysses  brongbt  a  chosen  band 
Of  warriors  from  the  Cephalenian  strand ; 
Already  armM  the  valiant  youth  she  found. 
And  arming  for  the  fight  his  warriors  round. 
And  thosb^gan :  **  Brave  prince!  our  foes  appear 
For  battle  order*d,  and  the  fight  is  near. 
Dauntless  they  come  superior  and  elate. 
While  foar  unmans  us,  and  resigns  to  fote. 
Would  some  immortal  from  th*  Olympian  height 
Descend,  and  (or  a  moment  stop  the  fight ; 
Fron^  sad  dejection  rons'd,  and  cold  despair. 
We  yet  might  arm  us.  and  for  war  prepare; 
But  if  on  human  aid  we  most  deplmd, 
Nor  hope  to  see  the  fav'ring  gods  descend. 
Great  were  the  hero's  praise,  who  now  could  boast 
From  ruin  iamiinent  to  save  the  host ! 
The  danger  near  some  prompt  expedient  clahns. 
And  prudance  triumphs  oft  in  worst  extremes.'* 

Thus,  inaform  assuraM,  the  martial  maid; 
The  generous  warrior,  thus  replying,  said : 
'*  tn  youth,  I  cannot  hop^  to  win  the  pnise. 
With  which  experience  crowns  a  length  of  dayi : 
Weak  are  tbe  hopes  that  on  my  couuels  stand. 
To  combats  new,  nor  practised  in  command : 
But  as  the  gods,  to  save  a  sinking  state^ 
Or  snatch  an  army  from  the  jaws  of  fote. 
When  prudence  stands  confouoded,  oft  suggest 
A  prompt  expedient  to  some  vulgar  breast ; 
To  your  discerning  ear  I  shall  expose 
What  now  my  miml  excites  me  to  disclose. 
Sav'd  from  th*  unfinished  honours  of  the  slain^ 
The  mingled  spoils  of  forests  feed  tbe  phitn; 
In  heaps  contiguous,  round  the  camp  they  lie, 
A  fonce  too  weak  to  stop  the  enemy : 
But  if  we  mix  them  with  the  seeds  of  fire. 
Which  unextinguish*d  glow  in  ev^rr  pyre, 
Agahist  the  foe  a  sudden  wall  shall  rise. 
Of  flame  and  smoke  aseendiug  to  the  skies : 
The  steed  dismay'd  shall  backward  hurt  the  cnr; 
Mix  with  the  phalanx,  and  confound  the  war.'' 

He  said.  The  goddess,  in  her  conscious  breasic, 
A  mother's  triumph  for  a  son  possessed, 
>¥ho  emulates  his  shre  in  glorious  deeds, 
And,  with  his  virtue,  to  his  fome  succeeds : 
Oraoefhl  the  goddess  tum*d,  and  with  a  voice. 
Bold  and  sup«ior  to  the  vulgar  noise. 
O'er  all  the  field  commands  the  woods  to  fire ; 
Straight  to  obey  a  thousand  hands  conspire, 
Onev'ry  side  the  tpreading  flame  extends. 
And,  rolPd  in  doudy  wreaths,  the  smoke  ascends. 

Creon  beheld;  enraged  to  be  withstood  ; 
Like  some  fierce  lion  when  he  meets  aflood 
Ortrench  defoosiva,  which  his  nige  restrams 
For  flodts  nnguardad,  left  by  careless  swaios: 
O'er  all  the  field  he  sends  his  eyes  afor, 
Tomarkfitentmnoe  for  a  pointed  war: 
Near  on  the  right  a  narrow  space  hefonnd. 
Where  fun'rd  ashes  soiok'd  upon  the  ground : 
Thithtrthe  warriors  of  the  Theban  host. 
Whose  Biattial  skiU  hepriz'd  and  valour  most. 
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Thejnonarob  Mnt,  CWeidanuit  the  itroiig^ 
Who  from  lair  TbespU  ladUfmutiAl  thraofy 
Where  Heliopa  erects  hit  Y^daat  bea<l, 
ibid  crowns  the  champftign  with  a  lofty  shade : 
Oechalia's  chief  was  added  to  the  band. 
For  valour  fam'd  and  skilful  in  oommaiKl ; 
EritbiBus,  with  him,  his  brother,  came. 
Of  worth  unequal,  and  unequal  lame. 
Kbesus,  with  these,  the  Thracian  leader,  went, 
To  merit  fame,  by  high  achievements,  bent; 
Of  stature  tall,  he  scorns  the  pointed  spear, 
^nd  crushes  with  his  mace  the  nusks  of  war: 
With  him  twelve  leaders  of  his  native  train. 
In  combats,  tau^rht  the  bounding  steed  to  rein, 
By  none  surpassed  who  boast  superior  skill 
To  send  the  winged  arrow  swift  to  kill, 
Mov'dto  the  fight.    The  rest  of  vulgar  name, 
Though  brave  in  combat,  were  unknown  to  fame. 

Their  bold  invasion  dauntless  to  oppose. 
Full  in  the  midst,  the  bulk  of  itjax  rose; 
tJnann*d  he  stood;  but,  in  his  mighty  hand, 
Brandished,  with  gesture  fierce,  a  burning  brand, 
SoatchM  fix>m  tbeashesof  a  fnn*ral  fire; 
An  dive's  trunk,  five  cubit  lengths  entire. 
Arm^d  for  the  fight,  the  Cretan  monarch  stood ; 
And  Merioo,  thirsting  still  for  hostile  bkxKl ; 
The  prince  of  Ithaca,  with  him  who  led 
The  youtii,  in  Sycioo,  and  Pellene,  bred. 
But  ere  they  clos'd,  the  Thracian  leader  prest. 
With  eager  courage,  far  before  the  rest ; 
Him  Ajax  met,  inflam'd  with  equal  rage : 
Between  the  wondering  hosts  the  chiefs  engage ; 
Their  weighty  weapons  round  their  beads  they 

throw. 
And  swift,  and  heavy  falls  each  thundering  blow ; 
As  when  in  .£tna's  caves  the  giant  brood. 
The  one-ey'd  servants  of  the  Lemniau  god. 
In  order  round  the  burning  anvil  stand. 
And  forge, with  weighty  strokes,tbe  forked  brand: 
The  shaking  bills  their  fervid  toll  coofov. 
And  echoes  tattling  through  each  dark  reoess: 
So  rag  'd  the  fight ;  their  mighty  limbs  they  ftiain; 
And  oft  their  pond'rous  maces  Ikll  in  vain : 
For  neither  chief  was  destin'd  yet  to  bleed  ; 
But  fate  at  last  the  victory  decif<eed. 
The  Sal^minian  hero  aun'd  a  stroke. 
Which  thund'ringon  the  Thracian  helmet  broke ; 
8tunn*d  by  the  boist'rous  shock,the  wanriorreel'd 
With  giddy  poise,  then  sunk  upon  the  fidd. 
Their  leader  to  defend,  his  native  train 
With  speed  advanoe,  and  guard  him  on  the  plain, 
il gainst  bis  fiie,  their  threat'ning  lances  rise, 
And  aim'd  at  once,  a  storm  of  arrows  flies; 
Around  the  chief  on  ev'ry  side  they  smg ; 
One  in  his  shoulder  fix^d  its  barbed  stmg. 
Amaz*d  he  stood,  norcould  the  fight  renew; 
But  slow  and  sullen  from  the  foe  withdrtw. 
Straight  to  the  charge  Idomeneus  proceeds. 
With  hardy  Merion,  try'd  in  martial  deeds, 
Laertes'  valiant  son,  and  he  who  led 
The  youth  in  Sycion,  and  Pellene,  bred ; 
With  fproe  united,  these  the  foe  sustain. 
And  wasteful  havoc  k)ads  the  purple  plain : 
In  doubtful  poise  the  scales  of  combat  sway'd. 
And  various  fetes  altemrtely  obey 'd. 

But  now  the  flames,  which  harr'd  th*  invading 

Sunk  to  the  wasted  wood,  in  ashesglov;      [foe, 

Thebes  rushes  to  the  fight ;  their  pdishM  shields 

Gleam  through  tbe  tmokM,  tad  bnghten  aU  the 

fieMsi 


Thick  fly  the  enbevBf  where  tte  oonnen  trtal^ 
And  cloudy  vokunes  all  the  weDun  shade. 
The  king  of  men,  to  meet  the  tempert,  fires 
His  wav'ring  bands,  and  raknir  thus  inspires. 
"  Gods  1  shall  one  fatal  hoar  defece  the  prais*- 
Of  all  our  sleqpless  nights,  and  bloody  days } 
Shall  no  jostDMed  for  all  our  toils  remain  ? 
Our  labours,  bkiod,  and  victories  in  vain  ? 
Shall  Croon  trionpb,  and  his  impious  brow 
Claim  the  feir  wreath,  to  truth  and  vaknir  dne^ 
No,  warriors !  by  the  heavenly  pow'rs,  is  weigh*d 
Justice  with  wrong,  in  equal  balance  laid : 
From  Jove's  high  roof  depend  th'  eternal  scales. 
Wrong  mooots  defeated  still,  and  right  prevails. 
Fear  then  no  odds ;  on  Heaven  itself  depend. 
Which  febohood  wiU  CQofound,and  truth  defend.*^ 

He  said ;  and  sudden  in  the  shock  they  dose. 
Their  shields  and  beloMts  ring  with  mutual  blown 
Disorder  dire  the  mingling  ranks  confounds. 
And  shouts  of  triumph  mix  with  dying  sounds  | 
As  fire,  with  wasteful  conflagration,  spreads. 
And  kindles,  in  its  course,  the  wuodbnd  shades. 
When,  shooting  sudden  from  the  clouds  above. 
On  some  thick  forest  fill  the  flames  of  Jove  ; 
llie  lofty  oaks,  the  pines  and  cedars  burn. 
Their  verdant  honours  all  to  ashes  turn ; 
Loud  roars  the  tempest ;  and  the  trembling  swaiM 
See  the  wide  havoc  of  the  wasted  plains : 
Such  seem*d  the  conflict ;  such  the  dire  alarms. 
From  shouts  of  battle  iniz*d  with  din  of  arms. 
Pherides,  first,  Lycaon's  valiant  son. 
The  sage  whose  comisels  propp'd  the  Tbeba« 

throne, 
Roseintbefigfa^  superior  to  the  rest. 
And  brave  Demooleon's  fall  his  night  confest. 
The  chief  and  leader  of  a  valiant  band. 
From  feir  Eione  and  th'  Asinian  strand. 
Next  Asius,  Iphitus,  and  Crates  fell ; 
Terynthian  Podius  trode  the  path  to  Hell : 
And  Schedius,  frooi  Mazeta's  fruitful  plain. 
Met  there  his  fete,  and  perisb'd  with  the  slain. 
Aw'd  by  thdr  fall,  the  Argive  bands  give  way  ; 
As  yields  some  rampart  to  the  ocean's  sway, 
\^Tie » rouS'd  to  rage,  it  scorns  opposing  nMMUMls, 
And  sweeps  rictorioos  through  forbidden  groauids. 

But  Pallas,  anxious  for  her  fevhrite  host,. 
Their  best  already  wounded,  many  fost, 
Ulysses  sought :  she  found  him,  in  the  rear. 
Wounded  and  feint,  and  leaning  op  his  spear. 
And  thus  in  Mentor's  form;  **  Brave  prince !  I 

dread 
Our  hopes  defeated,  and  our  fell  decreed : 
For  conqn'ring  on  the  right  the  foe  prevails. 
And  all  defence  against  their  fury  feils ; 
While  here,  in  doubtfnl  poise,  the  battle  8way% 
And  various  fates  altematdy  obeys ; 
If  great  Tydides,  who  behdds  from  fer 
Our  danger  imminent,  yet  shuns  the  war, 
Hdd  by  resentment,  or  some  cause  unknown, 
Regardless  of  our  safety  and  his  own. 
Would  rise  to  aid  us ;  yet  we  might  nsptre. 
And  Creoo,  frustrated,  again  retire. 
Great  were  his  praise,  who  could  the  chief  per* 
In  perilso  e^ftreme,  the  host  to  aid.        |[suadej 
The  fittest  you,  who  boast  the  happy  skill, 
With  pleasiiig  words,  to  move  the  fixed  will : 
Thon^  Nestor  justly  merits  eqiwl  fame, 
A  friend  the  soonest  will  a  friend  redaim.** 

And  thus  Ulysses  to  the  martial  maid;. 
"  I  cannot  hope  the  hero  to  persuade; 
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ReaflOQ  in  vam  from  loose  coi^tiire  ptoadt ; 
The  fatal  truce,  with  faithless  Creoa  made. 
Provokes  him  not,  nor  holds  bim  from  o«r  aid ; 
He  easily  resign'd  whate'er  be  mov'd, 
TiU  BOW,  approving  as  the  rest  approved. 
Some  dire  disaster,  some  disgrace  ooaeeo, 
Conlbands  his  steady  temper,  else  serene : 
But  with  my  utmost  search,  IMl  strive  to  find 
The  secret  ^efs  which  wound  his  gen'roos  mind; 
If  dratn'd  of  b'Ood,  and  spent  with  toils  of  war. 
My  weary  liin^>s  can  bear  their  load  so  far.*' 

He  spoke ;  bis  words  the  martial  maid  admir'd; 
With  energy  divine  his  breast  inspired ; 
li^tJy  the  hero  mov*d,  and  took  his  way 
Where  broad  enc  'mp'd  th'  Etolian  warriort  lay. 
Already  ann*d  he  found  the  daring  band, 
Fierce  and  impatient  of  their  lord's  command ; 
Some,  murmVing,   round  the  king's   pavilion 

stood. 
While  othera,  moiw  remote,  complain'd  aloud : 
With  pleasing  words  he  soothM  them  as  he  WMit, 
And  sought  their  valiant  leader  in  his  teot: 
Him  pondering  deep  in  his  distracted  mind. 
He  found,  and  sitting  sad,  with  head  declin'd. 
He  thas  addressed  him:  "Will  the  news,  I  bring. 
Afflict,  or  gratify,  th'  Etolian  king? 
'  That  wav'ring  on  the  brink  of  foul  defeat, 
Withoat  the  hopes  of  success  or  letraat. 
Our  valiant  bands  th>  unequal  fight  mamtam; 
Thetr  best  already  wounded,  man?  slain.' 
If  treach'roQs  Thebes  has  brib'd  you  with  her 

store. 
And  bowgbt  the  venal  firith  which  oaee  wow  swore; 
Has  promis'd  precious  ore,  or  lovely  dames. 
And  pays  to  lust  the  price  which  treason  claims : 
Name  but  the  proffers  of  the  perjur'd  king, 
And  more,  and  better,  from  your  friends  PU  bring; 
Vast  sums  of  precious  ore,  and  greater  §u 
Than  Thebes,  in  peace,  had  treasured  lor  the  war; 
Or,  though,  $0  gratify  thy  boundless  mind. 
Her  private  wealth  and  public  were  oombin'd. 
tf  beauty's  pow*r  your  am'rous  heart  inAamas, 
Unrhral'd  are  Achaia's  lovely  dames; 
Her  fturest  dames  Adrastas  shall  bestow. 
And  purchase  thus  the  aid  you  freely  owe. 
Gods  1  that  our  armies  e*er  should  need  to  fiear 
Destruction,  and  the  son  of  Tydeus  near  1" 

Ulysses  thus ;  and  Tydeus'  son  again  x 
*•  Your  false  reproaches  aggravate  my  pain 
Too  great  alr^dy :  in  my  heart  1  feel 
Its  venom'd  sting,  more  sharp  than  pointed  steel. 
Ko  bribe  persuades,  or  pronuse  from  the  foe. 
My  oath  to  ri'late,  and  the  war  forego : 
fai  vain  fn*  this  were  all  the  precious  store,    . 
Which  tradmg  Zidon  wafts  from  shore  to  short ; 
With  all  that  rich  Iberia  yet  contains, 
jBafe  and  unrifled  in  her  golden  veins. 
The  source  from  which  my  miseries  arise, 
The  cause,  which  to  the  host  my  aid  denies. 
With  truth  I  shall  relate;  and  hope  to  claim 
Your  friendly  sympathy,  for  groundless  blamiu 
In  yonder  walls  a  captive  maid  remains. 
To  me  more  dear  than  all  the  world  contahw  ; 
Fairer  she  is  than  oymph  was  ever  £sir ; 
Pallet  in  stature  and  msgestic  air ; 
As  Venus  soft,  with  Cynthm's  sprightly  graee. 
When  on  Tajgetus  she  loKlf  the  chiMi 


Or  Eryamnlbns ;  while  in  fti^dnnnea^ 
At  awful  distanoe  held,  the  satyrs  gase. 
With  oaths  divine  our  plighted  faith  we  bound ; 
Hymen  had  soon  our  mutual  wishes  crown'd ; 
When,  cali'd  to  arms,  against  the  Theban  tow'rs. 
From  Calydon  I  led  my  martial  pow'rs. 
Her  female  form  in  niartial  arms  ooqoeal'd. 
With  me  she  brav'd  the  terrours  of  the  field: 
Unknown  and  unrewaided,  from  my  side 
No  toil  could  drive  her,  and  no  shock  divide. 
But  now  proud  Thebes  injuriously  detains 
The  lovely  irirgio,  lock'd  in  hostile  chains  ; 
Doom'd  and  reserv'd  to  perish,  for  my  sake. 
If  of  your  counsel  s  I,  or  works,  partake  ; 
Till  twenty  mornings  in  (he  east  shall  rise. 
And  twenty  ev'nings  gild  the  western  skies. 
See  then  the  cause  which  holds  me,  and  conflnei 
My  arm,  to  aid  you,  though  my  heart  inclines  ; 
Love  mix'd  with  pity,  whose  restraints  I  feel 
Than  adamant  more  strong,  and  links  of  steeL* 

The  hero  thus.    Laertes'  son  reply'd  : 
'*  Oft  have  I  heard  what  now  is  verify'd ; 
That  still  when  passion  reigns  without  oontfol* 
Its  sway  confounds  and  darkens  all  the  sonU 
If  Thebes,  by  perjury,  the  gods  provok'd. 
The  vengeance  slighted,  by  themselves  invok'd^ 
Assault^  us,  secure,  with  hostile  arms. 
And  mix'd  our  pious  rites  with  dire  alarms  t 
With  better  ^th,  by  fisithless  Creon  sway'd. 
Will  they  at  last  restore  the  captive  maid } 
When  from  their  battlements  and  k>ay  spires, 
Thsy   see  their  ehampnign  shine  with  hoatik 

fbas; 
And,  pitch'd  around  them,  hosts  of  armed  foea. 
With  strict  ambraoe,dkeir  straiten'd  waUsencloMi 
The  gods  they  soom  as  impotent,  and  vain  i 
What  will  they  do,  when  you  akine  reaaain  } 
Our  prinoasfsll'n,  the  vulgar  warriors  fled,  , 
Shall  to  your  tent  the  captive  fhir  be  led  ? 
Or  rather  must  yon  see  her  matcbleas  cbanna 
Reserr*d  to  bless  some  happier  rival's  arms : 
While  rage  and  jealousy  divide  your  breast* 
No  present  friend  to  pity  or  assist  ? 
Now  rather  rise ;  and,  ere  it  is  too  late. 
Rescue  our  armies  from  impending  fate. 
The  captive  maid  uni^jor'd  you'll  regain  ; 
Foroe  oft  obtains  what  justice  asks  m  vain. 
With  snoeeis  thus  your  wishes  shall  be  crown'di 
Which  trust  in  Thebes  would  frustrate  and  oon- 


Ulysses  thus :  his  weighty  wotds  inclin'd. 
Long  tortur'd  with  suspense,  the  hero*s  mind  ; 
As  settling  winds  the  moving  deep  control. 
And  teach  the  wav'ring  billows  how  to  ndU 
Straight  fVom  his  seatth'  Etolian  warrior  rose ; 
His  mighty  Hmbs  the  martial  greaves  enclose  ; 
His  breast  and  thighs  in  polish'd  steel  he  dress'4| 
A  plumed  hehnet  next  his  temples  press'd: 
From  the  broad  baldric,    round  his  shouldess 

flong. 
His  shining  sword  and  starry  fhkhion  hung : 
The  spear  be  last  assum'd,  «id  pond'rous  shield. 
With  martial  grace,  and  issu'd  to  the  field : 
To  mingle  in  the  fight,  with  eager  baste 
He  rusb'd,  nor  oell'd  his  warriors  as  he  past. 
Ulysses  tlMse  convenHl ;  his  prudent  caro 
Their  ranks  dispos'd,  and  led  them  to  the  war. 
Afar  distinguish'd  by  hw  armour  bright, 
With  ibMtf  l>did6i  ivui'd  tht  ling'riof  fig^; 
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TbronghantheliottliitiMrtkl  foioe  Tetoaod«» 
And  ev'ry  hmti  with  kindliog  •rdour  boondft  ; 
As  when  the  San  ajceodt.  with  gtedwme  r»y. 
To  light  the  weary  trailer  on  hit  way ; 
Or  cheer  the  mariner  by  tempeitt  tost 
Amidst  tha  dangers  of  some  per'knis  coast: 
So  to  his  wishing  friends  Tydides  came ; 
Their  danger  such  before,  their  joy  the  same. 

Pherides  saw ;  and,  springiiuf  from  the  throng, 
Call'd  the  bold  Thebans,  as  he  rusb'd  along : 
**  Ye  genProns  youths !  whom  fair  Bceotia  breeds, 
The  nurse  of  valour  and  heroic  deeds ; 
Let  not,  though  oft  renew'd,  these  tedious  toils 
Your  martial  ardour  <}aench,   and  damp  your 

souls. 
Tydides  comes ;  and  leads,  in  armour  bright,. 
His  native  bands,  impatient  fdr  the  figbt; 
Myself  tbe  first  the  hero^  arm  shall  try. 
And  teach  you  how  to  conquer,  or  to  die. 
We  stri\*e  not  now,  as  when,  in  days  of  peace. 
Some  prince's  hymeneal  rites  to  grace, 
In  listed  fields  bedew'd  with  fragrant  oil. 
In  oombat  feign'd,  the  mimic  warriors  toil ; 
Alike  the  tioton,  and  the  vanquished  iare. 
And  genial  feasU,  «o  both,  conclude  the  war :  . 
We  now  must  conquer;  or  it  stands  decreed 
That  lliebes  shall  perish,  and  her  people  bleed. 
Ko  hopes  of  p^ce  remain;  nor  can  we  find 
Kew  gods  to  witness,  or  new  osths  to  bind, 
Tbe  first  infringed :  and  therefore  must  prepare 
To  stand  or  perioh  by  the  lot  of  war: 
Tlien  let  us  all  undaunted  brave  our  fiite : 
To  stop  is  doubtful,  desp*rate  to  retreat." 

The  hero  thus;  and  to  tbe  battle  led ; 
like  Man,  he  seem*d,  in  radiant  armour  clad,  , 
Tow'ring  sublime;  behind  his  ample  shield. 
He  mov'dto  meet  Iodides  on  the  field : 
As  when  at  noon,  descendii^  to  the  rills. 
Two  herds  encounter,  from  the  BeigfabhringhUls; 
before  the  rest,  tbe  rival  bulls  prepare. 
With  awful  prelude,  for  th*  approaching  war; 
Whhdeqi^rate  horns  they  plough  the  smoking 

ground; 
Their  hideous  roar  thehoUow  caves  roMimd ; 
Heav*do^er  their  badiS  the  streaming  sand  as- 
cends; 
Their  stem  euoounter  both  tbe  herds  suspends: 
Sometthechieft;  and  such  amasemeat  quell'd 
The  rest,  and  in  suspense  tbe  combat  held. 
Tydides  first  his  weighty  weapon  threw. 
Wide  of  the  mark  with  erring  force  it  flew. 
Phericies !  thine  succeeds  with  happier  aim. 
Full  to  the  center  ofthe  shieU  it  came : 
But  slightly  joinVI,  unequal  to  the  stroke, 
Sbort  from  the  steel,  the  staff  in  splhitets  broke. 
With  grief  Tydides  saw  his  aim  deceiv'd ; 
Prom  off  tbe  field  a  pond'iiMis  rock  he  heav'd ; 
With  figures  mde  of  antique  sculpture  graced, 
it  mark'd  the  reliques  of  a  man  deoeas'd. 
PushM  at  hb  foe  the  weighty  mass  he  flung; 
Urand^nng  it  fell ;  the  Tbeban  helmet  rung : 
JDeep  with  the  brahn  tbe  dinted  steel  it  mix'd. 
And  lifeless,  on  the  ground,  the  warrior  fix*<JU 
Aw'd  by  his  fidt  the  Theban  bands  letirei 
At  flodcs  defencekss shun  alioo's ire; 
At  once  they  yieldi  unable  to  withitand 
The  wide  destraotioii  of  Tydides^  hand. 
Disorder  soo<|i,  the  form  of  war  coofbunds, 
And  shoats  of  triumph  nix  with  dying  svtindir 


Creon  peroeiv'd,  vhtn  nding  on  the  right- 
In  equal  poise  heboid  the  scales  of  fight, 
Bta^henUng  HeaVn,  he  impiously  resign'd. 
To  stem  despahr,  his  unsnbmitting  mind: 
Yet,  ms'd  in  all  the  various  turns  of  fate. 
The  brisk  assault  to  rule,  or  safo  retreat. 
He  drew  bis  firm  battalions  from  the  foe. 
In  martial  order,  legulariy  slow. 
Ufi  f  *1K^'««^«»»»  thund»ring  in  the  rear, 
»JU  forwards  on  the  yielding  squadrons  bear : 
The  stnfo  with  unabated  fury  boms. 
They  stop,  they  combat,  and  retreat  by  turns; 
As  the  gnm  lion  souriy  leaves  the  plains. 
By  dogs  oompcli'd,  and  bands  of  armed  swains  ; 
Indignant  to  h»  woody  haunts  he  goes. 
And  with  retorted  gtare  restrains  bis  foes, 
tr  ?!?*".!?!'*  Tydides,  near  the  Cadmean  gale, 
Urg»d  with  incessant  toil  the  work  of  fate ; 
Towards  the  walls,  an  undistinguish'd  throng, 
lUe  victors  and  the  vanquished,  rush»d  alonjr. 
Access  to  both  the  guarded  wall  denies ; 
From  ev'ry  tow»r,  a  storm  of  jav'lins  flies ; 
Thick  as  the  hail  descends,  when  Boreas  fling», 
pe  rattling  tempest  from  his  airy  wmw : 

S^i-^  i^^t"*"'  ^"»  "^  I»'°ted  s^irs; 
Behind  them  close,  another  host  appears, 
in  ordered  cohimns  rang'd,  by  Creon  led : 
Ulysses  saw;  and  thus  to  Diomed : 
"  Bold  as  you  are,  avoid  these  guarded  tow»is. 
Fromtoose  pursuit  recal  your  scattered  pow'rs : 
See  Creon  comes;  his  thick  embatded  train. 
In  phalanx  joined,  approaches  from  the  plain. 
Here  if  we  sUy  th»  unequal  fight  to  prove, 
T^  tow'rs  and jramparts  threaten  from  above 
With  darts  and  stones ;  while  to  th»  invading  foe. 
In  order  k>oi^  our  scattered  ranks  we  show; 
Nor  by  your  matchless  vak>ur  hope,  in  vain, 
Suchodds  to  conquer,  and  the  fight  maintain; 
Agamst  an  army  single  force  must  fese: 
Immod'rate  courage  stfll  like  foHy  shows. 
See  where  mto  the  field  yon  turret  calls. 
Drawn  to  a  pohit  the  long-^artended  waOs : 
There  force  your  way,  and  vpetdilj  regain 
The  space,  and  safety  of  the  openplain.» 

Ulysses  thus ;  and,  by  his  prudence  swaVd, 
The  martml  son  of  Tydeus  straight  obey'd. 
Thrice  to  the  height  the  hero  rais'd  his  voio^ 
Loud  as  the  silver  trumpet's  martial  noise, 
TTie  signal  of  retreat ;  his  warriors  heard. 
And  round  their  chief  in  ordered  ranks  appeaT*d, 
Drawn  from  the  mhigled  tumult  of  the  plab  ; 
As,  severed  on  the  floor,  tbe  golden  grain 
Swells  to  a  heap;   while,  whirling  through  tbe 

nies, 
Tbe  dusty  chaff  in  thick  disoider  flies; 
Tydides  leads;  between  the  guaitled  fow'if 
And  hostile  ranks,  he  draws  his  martial  pow^ 
Towards  tbe  plain ;  as  mariners,  with  oar 
And  sail,  avoid  some  promontory's  shore ; 
When,  caught  between  the  ocean  and  the  landL 
A  sadden  tempest  bears  them  on  the  strand  ; 
Tbe  stem  opposing  to  its  boisfrous  9way, 
Thtj  shun  the  cape  and  stretch  mto  the  bay : 
Soscap'dTydkles.    Cover'd  by  their  tow'i 
In  stffetystoodretir'd  tbe  Theban  now»rs. 
For  fipom  above  an  hron  tempest  rain'd. 
And  the  mcunkms  of  the  foe  restrain'd* 
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A  ifD^nov  the  king  of  men  hit  anny  callt 
Back  from  the  danfer  of  th'  impeodinf  walla  ; 
They  quit  the  combat,  and  io  order  loof 
The  field  poaieM,  a  phalanx  deep  and  acionf  . 
Rank  following  rank,    the  Tbobao  tqnailteoiif 

move 
Still  to  the  rampart*  and  the  tow'rs  above: 
Creon  himself,  unwilling,  quits  the  field, 
EnragM,  defeated,  and  oonstraio'd  to  yield : 
'(aainstall  bis  foes,  bis  indignation  bun^ 
£ut  first  on  Diomed  its  fory  tanis. 
He  call'd  a  Tolgar  warrior  finom  the  erowd, 
A  villain  dark,  and  try'd  in  wovkaof  biood» 
Krembos  nam*d,  of  huge  gigantic  sise,     [eyes; 
With  ckrody  features  mark'd,  and  dovi 
Cbid  and  inactive  still  in  combat  found, 
hot  wont  to  kindle  at  the  tmmpalfs  sound  i 
Bo>  bold  in  villany  when  pow'r  foinmands ; 
A  weapon  fited  for  a  tyrant's  bands.        [•« 
And  thus  the  wrathful  OMinarcbt  <<Tak*  this 
A  sign,  to  all  my  servants,  fitom  their  lonli 
And  hither  bring  the  foir  £toliaa*8  bead| 
1,  whoooromaQdyou,  will  reward  the  dead : 
Bot  let  not  pitv,  or  remorse,  prevail ; 
Your  own  shall  answer,  if  in  aught  you  foil.'* 
He  said ;  the  muith'rer,  nractis'd  to  obey. 
The  royal  sword  reoeiv'd,  and  took  his  way 
Straight  to  the  palace,  where  theoaptinre  foir. 
Of  hope  bereft,  and  yielding  to  deqiair. 
Lamenting  sat    Their  mutnal  griefo  to  blend, 
The  qneen  and  alt  tbe  royal  maids  attend. 
And  thus  the  queen :  "  Fair  stranger  1  shall  yonr 
All  hopes  reject  ofcomfort  and  relief?         [grief 
Your  woes  Tve  measnr'd,  all  your  somnrs  known; 
And  find  them  light  when  balanc'd  with  my  own. 
In  one  sad  day  my  valiant  sire  1  moam'd ; 
My  brother  slain  ;  my  native  walls  o'eitttm'd  ; 
Myself  a  captive,  destined  to  folfil. 
In  servile  drudgery,  a  master's  will ; 
Yft  to  a  foil  so  low,  the  gods  decreed 
This  envy'd  height  of  greatness  to  suooead. 
The  pow'rs  above,  for  purposes  unknown. 
Oft  raise  the  folPn,  and  bring  the  lofty  down; 
Elude  the  vigilance  of  all  our  care: 
Oor  surest  hopes  deceive,  and  mock  despair. 
Let  no  desponding  thoughts  your  mind  poasess, 
To  banish  hope,  the  medicine  of  distress : 
For  nine  short  dasrs  your  freedom  will  restore. 
And  break  the  bondage  whidi  you  thus  depkive. 
But' I,  alas  !  unhappy  still,  must  mourn 
Joys  once  possess^,  which  never  can  return ; 
Four  valiant  sons,  who  perishM  on  the  plain 
In  this  dire  strife,  a  fifth  on  Oeta  slain : 
These  shall  return  to  bless  my  eyes  no  more ; 
The  grave's  dark  mansion  knows  not  to  restore. 
For  time,  which  bids  so  oft  the  solar  ray 
Repeat,  with  lig^trenew'd,  tb'  ethereal  way. 
And  from  the  soil,  by  heat  and  vernal  winds. 
To  second  lifethe  latent  plant  unbinds^ 
Again  to  flourish,  nurs'd  by  wholesome  dews. 
Never  to  mortal  man  bis  life  renews. 
These  griefii  are  sure ;  but  others  still  I  fear; 
AfoyalbusbandJosfy  and  bondage  nq^j , 


Myself,  mydaugbtflrs.dragg'dbyhostHebmidi^ 
Our  digni^  exohaag'd  for  servile  bands : 
All  this  tbe gods  may  purpose,  and  fulfil; 
And  we  with  patience  must  endure  their  wilL*' 

As  thus  Laodioe  her  sorrow  try*d 
With  sympathy  to  sooth ;  the  maid  reply'd  : 
**  Great  queen!  on  whom  the  sov'reign  pow'ra 
A  gen'rousheait  to  feel  another^  woe;    [bertow 
Letstill  untoucVd  through  life  yonr  honours  last» 
With  happier  days  to  come  for  sorrows  past  I 
Yet  strive  not  thus  a  hopelesa  wretch  to  cheer^ 
Whom  sure  conjecture  leads  tbe  wont  to  fear. 
Shall  Diomed  a  public  cause  forego, 
His  feithful  friends  betray ,  and  trust  a  foe  } 
By  treachery  heboid  the  host  o'erthrown, 
Renounoe  the  pnblic interest  and  his  own? 
Shall  kings  and  armies,  in  the  bahmee  laid» 
Avail  not  toont-weigh  a  tingle  maid  > 
One,  whom  his  fury  folsely  did  reprove 
For  crimes  unkmnm,  whose  only  crime  was  km  f 
No,  sure  ere  this  he  triumphs  in  the  AMi 
Yonr  •rmiea  to  his  matchless  vakrar  yield: 
And  soon  submitting  to  the  fetal  blow. 
This  head  mnstgradfy  a  vanqnith'd  foe. 
If  symboto  e^er  the  seo9Bt  fetes  eKplaiUt 
If  vitioni  donotalwnys  warn  in  vaJn, 
If  dreams  do  ever  true  prognostics  proves 
And  dreamt,  the  sages  say,  descend  from  Jove^ 
My  fete  approaches  :  late  at  dead  of  night; 
My  veint  yet  fraeit  with  horronr  and  affinght  f 
I  thought  that,  all  forsaken  and  alone. 
Pensive  I  wander'd  fer  d»ro«gfa  ways  unknown  ; 
A  gfooiiiy  twilight,  neither  night  |ior  dar, 
Frown'd  on  my  steps,  and  ladden'd  all  the  way  « 
Long  dreary  vales  I  saw  on  ev*ry  side. 
And  cavnms sinking  deep,  with  entrance  wide; 
On  ragged  diA  the  blasted  forests  hong ; 
Her  bsJefel  note  the  boding  screeob-owl  sung. 
At  last,  with  many  a  weary  step,  I  found 
This  melancholy  country's  outmost  bound, 
An  ocean  vast:  upon  a  cliff  1  stood, 
And  saw,  beneath  me  fer,  tbe  sable  flood; 
No  islands  rose  the  dull  expanse  to  grace, 
And  nought  was  seen,  tbroagh  all  the  boundless 

space,  £irown'd. 

But  fow-brow'd  clouds,  which  on  tiie  billows 
And,  in  a  night  of  shade,  the  prospect  drown'd. 
The  winds,  which  seem'd  around  tbe  diflSi  tn 

blow. 
With  doleful  cadence,  utter'd  soondsof  woe. 
Wafting,  from  ev'ry  cave  and  dreary  den, 
Tbe  wail  of  infants  mix'd  with  groans  of  men» 
Amas*d,  on  ev'ry  side  my  eyes  I  turn. 
And  see  depending  from  tbe  craggy  bourn 
Wretches  unnnmbet'd;    some  the  oioold'ring 

toil,  [toil  I 

Some  grasp'd  the  slippery  rock,  with  fhiitlest 
Some  hung  sutpcided  by  the  roots,  which  pass 
Through  crannies  of  the  diffs,  or  wither'd  grass. 
Still  torn  the  steep  they  plung'd  into  the  main  4 
As  from  the  eves  descends  the  tridiliag  rain. 
Amaji'd  I  tum'd,  and  strove  in  vain  to  fly  ; 
Thk!ketsoppos'd,  and  precipices  high 
To  stop  my  flight:  and,  ftom  the  airy  steep, 
A  tempest  snatch'd,  and  hurFd  me  to  the  deep. 
The  sudden  vfolence  my  slumber  broke ; 
The  waves  I  seem'd  to  touch,  and  straigbtawcke. 
With  sleep  the  vision  fled;  but,  in  my  mind» 
Imprinted  dcq),  its  image  left  behuML 
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1^  had  fbe  fif  iglltftit  boom  wbidi  tocy  drew, 
And  what  I  seem'd  to  suffer,  all  been  trne ; 
Had  fate  appear'd,  in  blackest  colours  dress'd, 
K6  deeper  had  its  borrours  been  impress'd. 
Wben  thus  the  gods^by  certain  sjinbols  irani> 
And  sure,  firom  dreams,  their  purposes  we  learn, 
Ito  Uaoie  I  merit,  that  to  fear  resigned, 
Fate's  dead  approach  sits  beavj  on  my  mind." 

Cassandra  thus  ;  Laodice  again : 
**  Futurity,  in  dreams,  'we  seek  in  Tain ; 
For  oft,  iiom.  thoughts  disturbed,  such  phan- 
toms rise, 
As  fogs  from  marshes  climb,  to  blot  the  skies: 
With  a  dark  ▼eil,  the  cheerful  face  of  day 
They  sadden,  and  eclipse  the  solar  ray ; 
Bu^  soon,  in  dews  and  soft  descending  rains. 
Fall  to  reifresh  the  mountains  and  the  plains. 
For  Diomed*8  offence  you  ne'er  can  Meed ; 
Fiayour,  3roor  sex  and  innocence  will  plead, 
Xv'n  with  the  worst :  nor  wilt  a  gen*Tous  foe 
His  rage,  in  cruelty  and  baseness,  show. 
Kow  to  the  tow'rs  I  haste,  to  tiew  from  for 
The  danger  or  success  of  this  day's  war. 
I^ei  Clymene  with  me  the  walls  ascend ; 
The  rest  at  home  domestic  cares  attend.** 

She  ended  thus ;  and  from  her  seat  arose ; 
The  royal  maid  attends  her,  as  she  goes 
Towafds  the  western  gate  $  where  foil  to  view 
Expos'd,  the  araiies  and  the  camp  she  knew. 
And  now  appear'd  within  the  lofty  gate. 
By  Creon  seat,  the  messenger  of  ftite. 
His  shining  Made,  for  execution  bar^d. 
And  aspect  dark,  his  purpose  straight  dedai^d. 
Alarm'd  at  once  the  royal  virgins  rise, 
And  scatt'ring,  fill  the  dome  with  female  cries: 
But,  bolder  from  deipair,  Cassandra  staki. 
And  to  th'  siSBiiin  thus,  undaunted,  said: 
^  Approach  i    diride  this  ttecSk  with  deathfol 

steel, 
A  t3rrant's  rassal  no  remorse  should  fed. 

0  Diomed !  let  this  example  prove. 

In  man,  that  stubborn  honour  conquers  love : 
With  weight  superior,  great  ambition  draws 
The  scale  for  glory,  and  a  public  cause. 

1  blame  thee  not  for  this ;  nor  will  impeach 
A  great  example^  which  I  could  not  reach : 
For  had  whole  armies,  in  the  balance  laic^ 
And  kings  and  mighty  states  with  thee  been 

weighed. 
And  I  the  judge  appointed  to  decree, 
They  all  had  perished  to  ransom  thee." 
Cassandra  thus ;  and  for  the  bfow  prepar'd, 
With  both  her  hands,  her  shhiing  neck  she  bar'd, 
And  round  her  head  a  purple  garment  roU'd, 
With  leaves  of  silver  mark'd,  and  How'rs  of  gold. 
Bais'd  for  the    stroke,    the  glitt'ring  fakhion 

hung, 
And  swift  desoendmg,  bore  the  head  along. 
A  tide  of  gore,  difiiis'd  in  purple  streams. 


What  holds  us,  and  resirahis  our  maitiaT  powers; 
While  haughty  Th^>es  insults    us,   fiom  her 

tow*rs? 
In  vain  we  conquer  thus,  and  bleed  in  vain. 
If  victory  but  yields  the  empty  plain. 
Behind  his  walls,  perfidious  Crenn  lies. 
And  safely  meditates  a  new  surprise: 
When  on  the  ura  our  pious  tears  we  pour  ; 
Or  m\rth  disarms  us,  and  the  genial  hour; 
No,  let  as  rather,  now  when  fortune  calls. 
With  bold  assault,  attempt  to  mount  the  waBs  | 
Myself  the  first  a  chosen  band  shall  lead, 
Where  yon  low  rampart  sinks  into  the  mead : 
There  will  I  gain  the  battlements,  and  lay. 
For  others  to  succeed,  an  open  way. 
If  bars  of  steel  have  force  their  works  to  tear. 
Or,  from  their  hingea  beav*d  the  gates   can 
bear.»' 
Tydides  thus.    His  counsel  to  oppoee. 
The  leaderof  the  Cretan  warriors  rose: 
«  Confed^te  kmgs  :    and  thou,  whose  sovVeiga 


Sways  the  dread  sceptre  of  Supreme  command  I 
Let  not  Tydides  now,  with  martial  rage. 
In  measures  hot  and  rash,  the  host  engage. 
To  sober  reason,  still  let  passion  yield. 
Nor  here,  admit  the  ardour  of  the  field : 
If  Thebes  could  thus  with  csie  assault  be  won. 
Her  armies  vanqnish'd,  and  her  wall  o'erthiowi^ 
Could  this  one  signal  day  reward  our  toil, 
So  long  endur'd,  with  victory  and  spoil : 
No  soldier  in  the  ranks,  no  leader  here. 
Would  Shun  the  fight,  or  counsel  to  forbear. 
But  if  for  victory,  a  foul  defeat. 
With  all  the  Shame  and  danger  of  retreat. 
Should  be  the  issue,  which  the  wise  must  dread* 
To  stop  is  better,  sure,  than  to  proceed. 
On  yonder  walls  and  lofty  turrets,  stand. 
Not,  sav'd  from  shameful  flight,  a  heartless  band. 
Who,  dei|>'f«te  of  their  state,  would  soon  foreg» 
Thehr  last  defences,  and  admit  a  foe ; 
But  who,  from  fight  recalFd,  without  dismay, 
A  safe  retreat  maintained,  in  firm  array. 
Secure  they  combat  from  protect  mg  waits ; 
Thrown  from  above  each  weapon  heavier  falls; 
Against  such  odds,  can  we  the  fight  maintain* 
And  with  a  foe  found  equal  on  the  plain  ? 
Though  we  desist,  no  leader  will  oppose 
That  thus  the  fruits  of  victory  we  lose; 
When,  pent  within  their  battlements  and  tow'rs» 
In  narrow  space,  we  hold  the  Tbeban  powers :  * 
For  oftener»  than  by  arms,  are  ho5ts  oeerthrowtt 
By  dearth  and  sickness,  in  a  straitened  town. 
He  who  can  only  wield  the  sword  and  spear. 
Knows  less  than  half  the  hutroroents  of  wan 
Heart-gnawing  hunger,  enemy  to  life, 
Wide-wastmg  pestHence,  and  civil  stril^ 
By  want  hiflam'd,  to  all  our  weapons  daim 
Superior  force,  and  strike  with  surer  aim : 
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rreoiiapptti*d ;  CanaB^H  head,  displayed 
Upco  a  i«iict*8  point,  be  held,  and  mid : 
*'  Yie  Argire  warriore !  view  this  sign;  and  know, 
That  OeoD  nef er  fiuls  to  quit  a  foe.. 
This  bloody  trophy  mark;  and  if  itbringt 
Grief  ud  de^irto  any  of  the  kings. 
Lit  bira  revenge  it  on  the  man  who  broke 
His  faith,  and  dar'd  my  fnry  to  provoke." 
He  eoled  thas.     Tydides,  as  be  heard, 
With  rage  distracted,  aod  deapah*,  appear*d. 
LoogOD  the  to«*r  he  fix*d  his  burning  eyes ; 
The  restwete  mate  with  wonder  and  snrprisei 
Bat,  to  tbe  ooonsei  tuning,  thns  at  last : 
**  If  any  fiiToar  claim  my  merits  pastj' 
I^  by  a  present  benefit,  ye'd  bind 
To fotare  serrices a  gratefU mind; 
Itft  what  I  nrge  in  council,  now  prerail, 
Wiih  hostile  anna  yon  rampart  to  assaJT: 
Else,  with  my  native  bands,  alonePM  try 
The  combat,  fix'd  to  conquer  or  to  die." 
The  hero  thus.     Ulysses  thus  exprest 
Hie  prudent  dictates  of  his  generous  breast  t 
**  Princes !  shall  dire  contention  still  preside 
b  ail  oar  eouodls,  and  tbe  kings  divide  ? 
Sure,  of  the  various  ills  that  can  distress 
Uated  armies  and  prevent  success. 
Discord  »  chief:  where'er  the  fory  strays, 
Tbe  parU  she  severs  and  the  whole  betrays. 
Nov  let  Tydides  lead  bis  native  pow'n 
To  combat,  and  assault  the  Theban  tow'rs; 
Tbe  rest,  on  various  parts,  tbeir  forces  show. 
By  mock  appioaches  to  dist  ract  the  Ibe. 
If  be  prevails,  to  victory  he  leads ; 
Aadiafe  behind  him  all  the  host  succeeds : 
If  Jovefovbids  and  all-decreeing  fhte, 
Tbe  field  is  open,  and  a  safe  retreat." 

Ulysses  thus.    The  princes  all  assent ;  [went, 
Straight  from  the  council  through  Che  host  they 
Beviev>d  its  order,  and  in  front  disposed 
Tbe  slingers;  and  the  rear  with  bowmen  dosM ; 
Arming  the  rest  with  all  that  oould  avail. 
The  tow'rs  aod  battlements  to  sap  ur  scale. 
Tydidea  first  Ms  martial  squadrons  leads ; 
tJIyasea,  with  his  native  band,  succeeds. 
Upon  them,  as  they  came,  theThebans  pomr 
A  storm  of  jav*lnM,shot  from  ev*ry  tow*r ; 
As  from  the  naked  heighU  the  feather'd  kind, 
By  bitter  showVs  compeird,  and  wintry  wind, 
la  doods  assembled,  fhmi  some  mountain's  bettd. 
To  shelter  crowd,  and  dive  mto  tbe  shade ; 
Such  and  so  tluck  the  winged  weapons  flear, 
^Mmany  warriOTS  wounded,  many  slew. 
^T  ^^  ^y*"  Tanks,  by  forceful  enghies  thrown, 
opnstf^,  fhim  the  twisted  rope,  the  pond*TOU8 

With  wWe  destnictlon  throngh  tbehostto  roll, 
JO  row  ite order aad  confound  thewhole. 
And  .^r?*"  ^^  Etoliaa  chief  proceeds; 
TSi'^^V'y*^  follows  as  he  leads. 


Supine  upon  the  earth  the  hero  fhlli, 

Mix'd  with  the  smoke  and  ruin  of  the  walls. 

By  disappointment  chaTd,  and  fierce  firom  pak^ 

Unable  now  the  rampart  to  regam. 

He  turned,  and  saw  his  native  bands  afar,  * 

By  .fear  restndn'd,  and  ling'ring  in  the  war. 

From  Creon  straight   and   Thebes,    his  anger 

turns. 
And  'gainst  his  friends,  with  equal  fury*  bums  } 
As  when,  finom  snows  dissolved  or  sudden  raini^ 
A  torrent  swells  and  roars  along  the  plains ; 
If,  rising  to  oppose  its  angry  tide, 
In  full  career,  it  meet^a  mountain's  side; 
In  foaming  eddies,  backwards  to  its  source^ 
it  wheels,  and  rdges  with  inverted  course : 
So  tum'd  at  once,  the  fury,  in  his  breast. 
Against  Ulysses,  tlSbs  itself  exprest ; 
*<  Author  accur^,  and  source 'of  all  my  woes! 
Frie&d  more  pemicioas  than  the  worst  o£  foes ! 
By  thy  suggestions  firom  my  purpose  sway'd^ 
1  slew  Cassandra,  and  mjrself  betray 'd  ; 
Hence,  lodg'd  within  this  tortur'd  breast,remaina 
A  fury,  to  iniict  eternal  pains. 
I  need  not  follow,  witb  vindictive  spear, 
A  traitor  absent,  while  a  worse  is  near: 
Creon  but  acted  what  ]rou  well  foreknew. 
When  me  imwilling  to  the  fight  3rou  drew. 
To  you  the  first  my  vengeance  shall  proceef^ 
And  then  on  Creon  and  myself  succeed: 
Such  sacrifice  Cassandra's  ghost  demands. 
And  such  TU  offer  with  determin'd  hands." 

Thus  as  he  spoke,  Ulysses  pond*ring  stools 
Whether  by  art  to  sooth  hif  fiirious  mood, 
Or,  with  a  sudden  hand,  his  lance  to  throw. 
Preventing,  ere  it  fell,  the  threatened  blow. 
But,  ghdmg  firom  above,  the  martial  maid 
Between  them  stood,  in  majesty  displayM  ; 
Her  radiant  eyes  with  indignation  bum'd. 
On  Diomed  their  piercing  light  she  tum'd ; 
And  frowning  thus :  "  Thy  frantic  rage  restrain  ; 
FJse  by  dread  Styx  I  swear,  nor  swear  in  vain, 
That  proof  shall  teach  you  whether  mortal  might 
This  arm  invincible  can  match  in  fight. 
Is  t  not  enough  that  he  whose  hoary  hairs 
Still  watdi'd  your  welfore  with  a  father's  cares^ 
Who  dar'd,  with  zeal  and  courage,  to  withstand 
Your  fotal  pbrenzy,  perish'd  by  your  hand } 
That,  slighting  ev*ry  tie  which  princes  know. 
You  leagued  in  secret  with  a  public  foe  ? 
And,  from  your  faith  by  fond  afifection  sirajr'd. 
The  kings,  the  army,  and  yourself  betray'd? 
Yet,  still  uoaw'd,  from  such  atrocious  deedii. 
To  more  and  worse  your  desptate  rage  proceeds. 
And  dooms  to  perish,  by  a  mad  decree. 
The  chief  who  sav'd  alike  the  host  and  thee. 
Had  Thebes  preraii'd,  and  one  decisive  hour 
The  victory  had  fix'd  beyond  thy  pow'r; 
These  limbs,  ere  now,  had  captive  fetters  worn. 
To  infamy  condemn' d,  and  hostile  scorn ; 
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For  DOW  the  gods  oonaent,  in  veogeance  just, 
For  all  her  crimes,  to  mix  bcr  with  the  Uuat" 
The  goddess  thus ;  and  turning  to  the  field. 
Her  deity  in  Mentor's  form  concealM : 
With  courage  new  each  warrior's  heart  inspires. 
And  wakes  again,  in  all,  their  martial  fires. 
Conscious   of  wrong,  and    speechless   from 
surprise, 
Tydides  stood,  nor  dai'd  to  lift  bis  eyes. 
Of  fate  regardless ;  though  from  ev'ry  tow*r, 
Stones,  darts,  and  arrowtfell,  a  mingled  show'r : 
For  awe  divine  snbduM  him,  and  the  shame 
Which  Thrtue  suffers  from  the  touch  of  blame. 
But  to  Ulysses  taming,  thus  at  last: 
**  Prince !  can  thy  generous  love  forget  the  past; 
And  all  remembrance  banish  from  thy  mind. 
Of  what  my  fury  and  despair  design'd  ? 
If  3^oa  forgive  me,  straight  our  powers  recall 
Who  shun  the  tight,  while  1  attempt  the  wall. 
Soqne  present  god  inspires  me;  for  I  feel 
Irf  y  heart  exulting  knock  the  plated  steel : 
la  brisker  rounds  the  vital  spirit  flies. 
And  ev'ry  limb  with  double  force  sullies.** 

Tydides  thus.    Ulysses  thus  again: 
"  Shall  Heav'n  forgive  oflSeoces,  man  retain; 
Though  bom  to  err^  by  jarring  passions  tost } 
The  best,  in  good,  no  steadiness  can  boast : 
No  malice  therefore  in  my  heart  shall  live ; 
lb  sin  is  human  ;  human  to  forgive. 
But  do  not  now  your  single  force  oppose 
To  lofty  ramparts  and  an  host  of  foes; 
Let  me  at  least,  attending  at  yuur  side, 
Partake  the  danger,  and  the  toll  divide : 
For  see  our  pow'rs  advancing  to  the  storm  ! 
Pal  las  excites  them  in  a  mortal  form. 
liCt  us,  to  mount  the  rampart,  straight  proceed ; 
They  of  themselves  will  follow  as  we  lead.*' 

Ulysses  thus ;  and,  springing  from  the  ground, 
Both  chiefs  at  once  ascend  the  lofty  moumL 
Before  him  each  his  shining  buckler  bean 
'(lainst  flying  darts,  and  thick  portended  spears. 
Now,  on  the  bulwark's  level  top,  they  stand. 
And  charge  on  ev^ry  side  the  hostile  band : 
There  many  warriors  in  close  fight  they  stew. 
And  many  headloog  from  the  rampart  threw. 
Pallas  her  fiiv>rite  champions  still  inspires,  [fires. 
Their  nerves  confirms,  and  wakes  their  martial 
With  course  divided,  on  the  foe  they  fall. 
And  bare  between  them  leave  a  length  of  wall ; 
As  fire,  when  kindled  on  some  mountain's  head. 
Where  runs,  in  long  extent,  the  woodland  shade. 
Consumes  the  middle  forest,  and  extends 
Its  parted  progress  to  the  distant  ends : 
Sto  fought  the  leaders, while  their  scattered  pow'rs. 
In  phalanx  join'd,  approach'd  the  Tbeban  towers; 
With  hands,  and  heads  against  the  rampart  lean'd. 
The  first,  upon  their  shields,  the  rest  sustain'd : 
Rank  above  rank  the  living  structure  grows. 
As  settling  bees  the  pendent  heap  compose. 
Which  to  some  cavern's  roof  united  clings. 
Woven  thick  with  complicated  feet  and  wings : 
Thus  mutually  sustain'd,  the  warriors  bead ; 
While  o'er  their  heads  the  order'd  ranks  ascend. 

And  now  the  martial  goddess  with  delight, 
PlacM  on  a  turret's  top,  survey'd  the  fight 
Thrice  to  the  hei^  the  raised  her  awful  voice  ; 
The  towVs  and  bulwarks  trembled  at  the  Doise: 
Both  warring  hosts  alike  the  signal  hear; 
Tothi^  the  cause  of  hope,  to  that,  of  foar. 


And  Theseus  thus  addreiiVd  hkmaifkl  triia  f 
**  Here  shall  we  wage  a  distant  war  in  vain. 
When  now  Tydides,  from  the  con^uer'd  tow*?! 
Descending,  on  the  town  his  wamors  pours  ? 
Your  glory  if  ye  would  assert,  nor  yield 
At  once  the  praise  of  many  a  well-fought  field; 
Ascend  these  lofty  battlements,  and  claim 
With  those  who  conquer  now  an  equal  fame.'* 
The  monaroh  thus ;  and  to  the  coaibat  leads; 
With  emulatioD  fir'd,  the  host  proceeds ; 
Under  a  sbow'r  of  falling  darts  they  go. 
Climb  the  steep  ramparts,  and  assault  the  foe; 
As  winds  outrageous,  finom  the  ocaan  wide. 
Against  some  mole  impel  the  stormy  tide. 
Whose  rocky  arms,  opposed  to  the  deep. 
From  tempests,  safe  the  anchoring  vessel  keep; 
Wave  beap'd  on  wave,  the  stormy  deluge  tow'n» 
And  o*er  it,  with  resistless  fury,  pours : 
Such  seem'd  the  fight,  the  Tbeban  host  6'er- 

thrown. 
The  wall  deserts,  and  mingles  with  the  town. 
Creoo  io  vain  thedesp'rate  rout  withstands 
With  sharp  reproaches  and  vindictive  hands ; 
His  rage  tbey  shun  not,  nor  his  threat'iiiogs 

hear. 
From  stunning  clamours  deaf,and  blmd  finom  fear« 
And  thus  the  monarch  with  uplifted  eyes. 
And  both  his  hands  extended  to  the  skies. 
"  Ye  pow'rs  supreme,  whose  unresisted  swaj 
The  fktesof  men  and  mortal  things  obey ! 
Against  your  counsels,  vain  it  is  to  strive. 
Which  only  rain  nations  or  retrieve. 
Here  in  your  sight,  with  patience  I  resign 
That  envy'd  royalty  which  once  was  mine  ; 
Renounce  the  cares,  that  wait  upon  a.  crawo. 
And  make  my  last  attention  all  my  own. 
Seven  virgin  daughteis  in  my  house  remain. 
Who  must  not  live  to  swell  a  victor's  train ; 
Nor  shall  mj  wretched  queen,  in  triumph  bomc^ 
Be  lifted  to  the  eye  of  public  scom  : 
One  common  fote  our  miseries  shall  end. 
And,  with  the  dust  of  Thebes*  our  ashes  Ueod." 

His  fix'd  decree  the monardi  thus  exprest; 
One  half  the  fates  confiim'd,  deny'd  the  reat: 
For  now  surrounded  by  the  hostile  crowd 
His  captive  queen,  an  humble  suppliant,  stood. 
Tydides  found  her  as  she  left  the  walls ; 
Before  the  hero  to  the  ground  she  falls ; 
With  trembling  hands,   his  mighty  knaet  ahe 

press'd. 
And,  supplicating,  thus  with  tears  address'd : 
**  Illustrious  chief  I  for  sure  your  gallant  niien 
No  less  proclaims  you,  spare  a  wretched  queen  ; 
One  whmn  the  gods  with  endless  hate  pursue. 
To  griefs  already  sumless  adding  new ; 
O  spare  a  helpless  wretch,  who  humble  bends^ 
And  for  proteotion  on  thy  might  depends !" 
As  supplicating  thus  her  suit  she  press'd, 
Ulysses  heard,  and  thus  the  chief  address'd  r 
*<  See  how  th'  immortals,  bv  a  just  decree, 
Canandra's  fisll  avenge,  and  honour  thee  ! 
See,  at  thy  feet,  the  wife  of  CreoB  laid, 
A  victim  ofifer'd  for  the  ii^nr^d  maid. 
Let  her  the  first  your  just  resentment  feel; 
By  Heav'n  presented  to  your  vengeful  steeL^ 

Ulysses  thus.    With  sighs  the  hero»  said: 
<' Enough  is  oflisr'd  to  Cassandra's  shade; 
With  wide  deslructioa,  wasting  sword  aiid  fir^ 
To  plague  the  autbon  of  her  fjidly  comphrsw 
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Yit  aB  itt  i9an,    Koncriict  rtcA 

The  parted  gbott  from  Plukfyt  gkwmy  wtHf  • 

Too  loog,  alas !  has  lawlees  fary  mPd, 

To  reason  deaf,  by  do  reflection  oooPd : 

WfaUe  1  unhappy,  by  its  dictates  sway'd, 

My  guardian  oMrdeHd,  and  the  host  betray'd. 

No  victim,  therefore,  to  my  rage  Til  pay  ; 

Nor  ever  follow  as  it  points  the  way." 

The  son  of  Tydetts  thus;  and  to  his  tent, 
Pnim  insults  safe,  the  royal  matron  sent. 
Himself  again  the  conirse  of  conquest  led 
Till  Thebes  was  overthrown,  and  Creoo  bled. 


A  DHEAM. 

I  m  TBB   MANHia   07   SPBNSBI. 

Ohi  ev*niagr*  as  by  pleasant  Forth  1  strayed, 
in  pensive  mood,  and  meditated  still 
f        Od  poets'  learned  toil,  with  scorn  repaid 

By  envy's  bitter  spite,  and  want  of  skill  ; 
A  cave  1  fband,  which  opened  in  a  hill. 
The  floor  was  sand,  with  various  shelb  3rblended, 
Hiroogh  which,  in  slow  meanders,  crept  a  rill ; 
he  roof,  by  Nature's  cunning  slight  suspended : 
Thither  my  steps  I  tnm'd,  and  there  my  journey 
aided. 

I         Upon  the  gvoood  my  listless  Kmbs  I  laid, 

Lull'd  by  the  murmur  of  the  passing  stream : 
Then  sleep,  soft  stealing,  did  my  eyes  invade  ; 

And  waking  thought  soon  ended  in  a  dream. 

Transported  to  a  xwon  I  did  seem. 
Which  withThessalian  Tempe  might  compare; 

Of  verdant  shade  composed,  and  wat'ry  gleam : 
Not  ev'n  Valdanio,  thought  so  passing  fair. 
Might  match  this  pleasant  land  in  all  perfec- 
tjonarare. 

One,  like  a  hoary  palmer,  near  a  brook. 

Under  an  arbour,  seated  did  appear; 
A  shepherd  swain,  attending,  held  a  book. 

And  seem*d  to  read  therein  that  he  mote  hear. 

Fkom  curiosity  I  stepped  near; 
ftut  ere  I  reach'd  the  place  where  they  did  sit, 

The  whisp'ring  breezes  wafted  to  my  ear 
The  sound  of  rhymes  which  I  myself  had  writ : 
Bhymes  much,  alas,  too  mean,  for  such  a  judge 
unfit. 

For  him  heseem'd  who  sung  Achilles'  rage. 
In  lofty  numbers  that  shall  never  die, 
.  And  wise  Ulysses'  tedious  pilgrimage. 
So  kmg  the  sport  of  sharp  adversity : 
The  praises  of  his  merit,  Fame  on  high. 

With  her  shrill  trump,  for  ever  loud  doth  sound) 
With  him  no  bard,  for  excellence,  can  vie. 

Of  all  that  late  or  ancient  e'er  were  found ; 

So  much  he  doth  surpass  ev'a  bards  the  most  re- 
Bown'd. 

The  ibepherd  swain  invited  me  to  come 

Hp  to  the  arbour  whete  they  seated  were; 
For  Homer  call'd  me :  much  I  fear'd  the  doom 

Which  such  a  judge  seem'd  ready  to  declare. 

As  1  approach'd,  with  meikle  dread  and  care, 
ot  thusaddress'd  mc :  "  Sir,  the  cause  explain 

Why  all  yonr  story  here  is  told  so  bare  ? 
Few  circumstancet  mix'd  of  various  grain  i 
•tt^  •orely,  much  enrich  and  rais«  a  poet's 
strain." 


«  Certes,**  quoth  !,  *'  the  critics  are  the  cauat 

Of  this  and  many  other  mischiefs  more ; 
Who  tie  the  Muses  to  such  rigid  laws, 

That  all  their  songs  are  frivobus  and  poor.    . 

They  cannut  now,  as  oft  they  did  before, 
Ere  pow'rful  prejudice  had  dipt  their  wings. 

Nature's  domain  with  boundless  flight  explore^ 
And  traffic  freely  in  her  precious  things : 
£ach  bard  bow  fears  the  rod,  and  trembUi  whild 
ha  sings. 

'^Though  Shakespear,still  disdaining  narrow  nilc% 

His  bosom  IHI'd  with  Nature's  sacred  fire. 
Broke  all  the  cobweb  limits  fix'd  by  fools. 

And  left  the  worid  to  blame  him  and  admirt ; 

Yet  his  reward  few  mortals  would  desire  | 
For,  of  his  learned  toil,  the  only  meed 

That  ever  I  could  find  he  did  acquire. 
Is  that  our  dull,  degenerate,  age  ia  lead, 
Says  that  he  wrote  by  ohauoe,  and  that  he  aearc* 
oould  read." 

«  I  ween,"  quoth  he,  *<  that  poets  are  to  blame 

When  they  submit  to  critics'  tyranny : 
For  learned  wights  there  is  no  greater  shame. 

Than  blindly  with  their  dictates  to  comply. 

Who  ever  taught  the  eagle  how  to  fly. 
Whose  wit  did  e'er  hu  airy  tract  define ; 

When  with  fVee  wing  he  claims  his  native  sky. 
Say,  will  he  steer  his  course  by  rule  and  line  ? 
Ceirtes,  he'd  scorn  the  bound  that  would  his  flight 

confine. 
"  Not  that  the  Muses'  art  is  void  of  rules : 

Many  there  are,  I  wot,  and  stricter  Hr, 
Than  those  which  pedants  dictate  firom  the 
schools. 

Who  wage  with  wit  and  taste  eternal  war : 

For  foggy  ignorance  their  sight  doth  mar ; 
Nor  can  their  low  conception   ever  reach 

To  what  dame  Nature,  crown'd  with  many  a 
star,  • 
Explains  to  such  as  know  her  learned  speech ; 
But  few  can  comprehend  the  lessons  she  doth 

teach. 
«  As  many  as  the  stars  that  gild  the  sky. 

As  many  as  the  flow'rs  that  paint  the  ground. 
In  number  like  the  insect  tribes  that  fiy. 

The  various  forms  of  beauty  still  are  found ; 

That  with  strict  limits  no  man  may  them 
bound. 
And  say  that  this,  and  this  alone,  is  right : 

Escperience  soon  such  rashness  would  ouofbuod. 
And  make  lU  folly  obvious  as  the  light ; 
Fur  such  presumption  sure  becomes  not  mortal 
wight 

«  Therefore  each  bard  should  freely  entertain 
The  bints  which  pleasing  fancy  gives  at  will; 

Nor  curb  her  sallies  with  too  strict  a  rein. 
Nature  subjecting  to  her  hand-maid  Slull : 
And  you  yourself  in  this  have  done  but  ill  ; 

With  many  more,  who  have  not  comprehended 
That  genius,  crampt,  will  rarely  mount  the 
hill. 

Whose  forked  summit  with  the  clouds  is  blended : 

Therefore,  when  next  you  write,  let  this  defect  be 
mended. 

"  But,  like  a  friend,  who  candidly  reproves 
For  fisults  and  errours  which  he  doth  espy. 

Each  yice  he  freely  marks ;  yet  always  loves 
To  BUDfle  ftivour  with  severity. 
Jl 
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Certes,"  quoth  be,  "  I  cannot  well  deny, 
That  you  in  oiany .  things  may  hope  to  please  : 

You  force  a  barbarous  northern  tongue  to  ply. 
And  bend  it  to  your  purposes  with  ease ; 
Though  rough  as  Albion^s  rocks,  and  hoarser 
than  her  seas. 

*'  Nor  are  your  tales,  I  wot,  so  loosely  yok'd. 

As  those  which  Colhi  Oout  ■  did  tell  before ; 
Kor  with  description  crowded  so,  and  chok'd. 

Which,  thinly  spttead,  will  alwajrs  please  the 
more. 

Colin,  I  wot,  was  rich  in  Nature's  store  ; 
More  rich  than  you,  bad  more  than  he  could  use : 

But  mad  Orlando  *  taught  him  bad  his  lore : 
Whose  flights,  at  random,  oft  misled  his  Muse: 
To  follow  such  a  guide,  few  prudent  men  would 
chuse. 

*  *  Me  you  have  followed :  Nature  was  my  guide  > 

To  this  the  merit  of  your  verse  is  owing : 
And  know  for  certain,  let  it  check  your  pride, 
That  all  you  boast  of  is  of  my  bestowing. 
The  flow'rs  I  see  through  all  your  garden 
blowing, 
Are  mine ;  most  part,  at  least :  I  might  demand. 
Might  claim  them,  as  a  crop    of  my   own 
sowing. 
And  leave  but  few,  thin  scattered  o'er  the  land  : 
A  claim  so  just,  l.wot,  you  could  not  well  with- 
sUnd." 


«'  Certes,»»  quoth  I,  "that  justice  were  full  hard, 

Which  me  alone  would  sentence  to  restore ; 
When  many  a  learned  sage,  and  many  a  bard. 

Are  equally  your  debtors,  or  much  more. 

Let  Tityrus  «  himself  produce  his  store. 
Take  what  is  thine,  but  little  will  remain : 

Little,  1  wot,  and  that  indebted  sore 
To  Ascra's  banl4,  and  Aretbusa's  swain  ' ; 
And  others  toobeside,who  lent  him  many  a  strain. 

"  Nor  onuld  the  modem  bards  afford  to  pay. 

Whose  songs  exalt  the  champions  of  the  Cross : 
Take  from  each  hoard  thy  sterling  gold  awNsy, 
And  little  will  remain  but  worthless  dross. 
Not  bards  alone  could  ill  support  the  loss ; 
But  sages  too,  whose  theft  sut>picion  shunned  : 
E'en  that  sly  Greek^,  who  steals  and  bides  so 
close. 
Were  half  a  bankrupt,  if  he  should  refund. 
.  While  these  are  all  forbom,  shall  I  alone  be 
dttnn'd." 

He  sroil'd ;  and  from  his  wreath,  which  well 
could  spare  fwere  clad, 

Such  boon,  the  wreath  with  which  his  locks 
Plucked  a  few  leaves  to  hide  my  temples  bare  ; 

The  present  I  receiv'd  with  heart  lull  glad. 


But  dreams  are  short;  for  as  T  thongbrto  Uef 

My  limbs  at  ease  upon  the  flow'ry  ground,. 
And  drink,  with  greedy  ear,  what  he  roi^t  say. 

As  murm'ring  waters  sweet,  or  music**  sound ; 

My  sleep  departed ;  and  I,  wakinf,,  found 
Myself  again  by  Fortha's  pleasant  strt^am. 

Homewards  I  stepp'd,  in  meditation  drowned, 
ReBecttng  on  the  meaning  of  my  dream  t 
Which  let  each  wight  interpret  as  him  beat  dotk 


FABLES. 


TO  THE 

EJRL  OF  LAUDERDALE. 

MY  lORD, 

It  is  vndoubtedly  an  uneasy  situation,  to  Ge  - 
under  gri^t  obligations  without  being  able  t» 
make  suitable  returns:  all  that  can  be  done  in 
this  case  is.  to  acknowledge  the  debt,  which 
(though  it  does  not  entitle  to  an  acquittance) 
is  looked  upon  as  a  kind  of  compensation,  bdng 
all  that  gratitude  has  in  its  power. 

This  is  in  a  peculiar  manner  my  sitnation  with 
respect  to  your  lordship.  What  yon  have  done 
for  me  with  the  most  uncommon  favour  and 
condescension,  is  what  I  never  shall  be  able  to 
repay ;  and  therefore  have  used  the  freedom  to 
recommend  the  following  performance  to-  yoor 
protection,  that  I  might  have  an  opportanity  of 
acknowledging  my  obligations  in  the  most  public 
manner. 

It  is  evident  that  the  world  will  hardly  a]Jow 
my  gratitude  upon  this  occasion  to  be  disinter- 
ested. Your  distinguished  rank,  the  additiooal 
honours  derived  from  the  lustre  of  your  ances- 
tors, your'  own  uncommon  abilities,  equally 
adapted  to  the  service  of  your  country  in  peace 
and  in  war,  are  circumstances  sufficient  to  make 
any  author  ambitions  of  your  lordship's  patron- 
age. But  I  must  do  myself  the  justice  to  insist, 
it  is  upon  the  account  of  distinctions  less  splen- 
did, though  far  more  interesting  (those,  I  menn. 
by  which  you  are  distinguished  as  the  friend  of 
human  nature,  the  guide  and  patron  of  unexpe- 
rienced yt)uth,  and  the  father  of  the  poor)»  that 
I  am  zealoas  of  subscribing  myself, 
my  lord, 

your  lordship's 

most  humble,  and 
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%  bid  ydar  friend  bb  enourt  mend, 

^9  almost  certain  to  offend : 

Though  you  in  softest  terms  advise, 

Confns  him  good ;  admit  him  wise ; 

In  vain  yon  sweeten  the  discourse, 

He  thinks  you  call  him  fool,  or  worse ; 

Yon  paint  his  character,  and  try 

If  he  will  own  it,  and  apply. 

Without  a  name  reprove  and  warn : 

Here  none  are  hurt,  and  all  may  learn. 

llib  too  must  fttil,  the  picture  shown, 

No  man  will  take  it  for  his  own* 

In  moral  lectures  treat  the  case* 

Say  this  is  hooett,  that  is  hase ; 

to  ooovenatkm  Done  will  bear  it; 

And  for  the  pulpit,  few  come  near  it. 

And  it  thteie  thett  no  other  way 

A  moral  lesson  to  convey  ? 

Most  all  that  shall  attempt  to  teach. 

Admonish,  satyrise,  or  preach  ^ 

Yes,  there  irone,  an  ancient  art, 

By  sages  foqnd  tb  reach  the  hemt,  ' 

Ere  science  with  distincttons  nice 

Had  ftxt  what  virtue  is,  and  vice, 

Inventing  aH  the  various  names 

On  which  the  moralist  declaims: 

They  wou*d  by  simple  tales  advise^ 

Which  took  the  hearer  by  surprise  t 

Atarm'd  his  conscience,  unprepar'd. 

Ere  pride  had  put  it  on  its  guard ; 

And  made  him  from  himself  receive 

The  lessons  which  they  meant  to  give. 

That  this  devke  will  oft  prevail, 

And  gain  its  end,  when  others  feil, 

If  any  shall  pretewl  to  doubt. 

The  tale  which  follows  makes  it  ont. 
There  was  a  little  stubborn  dame 

Whom  DO  authority  could  tame, 
Restive  by  loog  indulgence  grown. 

No  will  she  minded  but  her  own : 

At  trifles  oft  she'd  scold  and  fret, 

Then  in  a  comer  take  a  seat. 
And  sonrly  moping  all  the  day. 
Disdain  alike  to  work  or  play. 
Papa  all  softer  arts  bad  hyd, 
And  sharper  remedies  apply*d  $ 
Bat  both  were  vain,  for  every  ooitrse 
He  took  still  made  her  worse  and  worse, 
nit  strange  to  think  how  female  wit, 
So  oft  shou'd  make  a  Incky  hit, 
When  man  with  all  his  high  pretence 
To  deeper  judgment,  soimder  sense. 
Will  err,  and  measures  felse  pursue-* 
' Tis  very  strange  I  own,  but  true- 
Mama  observ'd  the  rising  lass, 
By  stealth  retiring  to  the  glass, 
To  practise  little  aim  unseen. 
In  the  true  genius  of  thirteen : 
On  this  a  deep  design  she  laid 
To  tame  the  humour  of  the  maid  | 
Contriving  like  a  prudent  mother 
To  make  onefelly  cure  another. 
Upon  the  wall  against  the  seat 
Which  Jessy  us'dfor  her  retreat, 
Whene'er  by  accident  offianded, 
A  looking-glass  was  straight  suspended. 
That  it  might  show  her  how  deform'd 
She  look'd,  and  frightful  when  she  storm'd  ^ 
And  warn  her,  as  Aepriz'd  her  beauty) 
Ttt  band  her  bamoar  to  her  duty. 


All  this  the  looking-glass  achieved, 
Its  threats  were  minded  and  believ'd. 

The  maid,  who  s|)um'd  at  all  advice, 
Grew  tame  and  gentle  in  a  trice. 
So  when  all  other  means  had  feil'd, 
The  tfilent  monitor  prevailed. 

Thus,  fable  to  the  human-kind 
Presents  an  image  of  the  mind  i 
It  is  a  mirror  where  we  spy 
At  large  our  own  deformity^ 
And  learn  of  course  those  faults  to 
Which  but  to  mention  would  oSend, 


THE  KITE  AND  THE  ROOKS. 

1  oo  say  'tis  vain  in  verse  or  prose 

T6  tell  whatev'ry  body  knows, 

And  stretch  invention  to  express 

Plain  truths  which  all  men  will  o 

Go  on  the  argument  to  mend. 

Prove  that  to  know  is  to  attend. 

And  that  we  ever  keep  in  sight 

What  reason  tells  us  once  is  right : 

Till  this  is  done  you  must  excuse 

The  zeal  and  freedom  of  my  Muse, 

In  hinting  to  the  human-kind 

What  few  deny  but  fewer  mind : 

Theie  is  |  folly  which  we  blame, 

'Tis  strange  that  it  should  want  a  i 

For  sure  no  other  flpds  a  place 

So  often  in  the  human  race; 

I  mean  th*e  tendency  to  spy 

Our  neighbour's  feults  with  sharpen'd  eye. 

And  make  his  lightest  feilings  known, 

Without  attending  to  our  own. 

The  prude,  in  daily  use  to  vex 

With  groundless  censure  half  the  sex. 

Of  rigid  virtue,  honour  nice. 

And  much  a  foe  to  every  vice. 

Tells  lies  withont  remorse  and  shame, 

Yet  never  thinks  herself  to  blame. 

A  scriv'ner,  though  afraid  to  kill, 

Yet  scruples  not  to  forge  a  wiiyn 

Abhors  the  soldier's  bloody  feats. 

While  he  as  freely  daoms  all  cheats. 

The  reason's  plain,  'tis  not  his  way 

To  lie,  to  cozen  and  betray. 

But  tell  me  if  to  take  by  force. 

Is  not  as  bad  at  least,  or  worse. 

The  pimp  who  owns  it  as  his  trade 

To  poach  for  letchers,  and  be  paid. 

Thinks  himself  honest  in  his  station. 

But  rails  at  rogues  that  sell  the  nation: 

Nor  would  he  stoop,  in  any  case, 

And  stain  his  honour  for  a  place. 

To  mark  this  errour  of  mank'md 

The  tale  which  follows  is  design'd. 

A  flight  of  rooks  one  harvest  mom 
Had  stopt  upon  a  field  of  corta. 
Just  when  a  kite,  as  authors  say. 
Was  passing  on  the  wing  that  way : 
His  honest  heart  was  fiUM  with  pain. 
To  see  the  farmer  lose  his  gram. 
So  lighting  gently  on  a  shock 
He  thus  the  foragers  bespoke. 
*«  Believe  me,  sirs,  you're  much  to  blame, 
'TIS  strange  that  neither  fear  nor  shame 
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Can  keep  yoa  ftom  vour  aiml  way 
Of  stealth,  and  fMPiUtg  cv»ry  day. 
No  KXMier  has  tli*  ftidiistriout  swain 
His  field  turn'd  tip  and  sow'd  the  graiiiy 
But  ye  come  dockinjf  on  the  wing, 
Prepared  to  snatch  it  ere  it  spring : 
And  after  all  Iris  toil  and  care 
Leave  every  furtxiw  spoH'd  and  here: 
If  aught  escapes  your  greedy  bills. 
Which  nurs'd  by  summer  grows  aad  fills, 
Tis  still  ^r  prey :  and  though  ye  know 
N&  look  did  ever  till  or  sow, 
Ye  boldly  reap,  without  r^^ 
To  justice,  industry'*  reward. 
And  use  it  freely  as*  your  own. 
Though  men  and  cattle  sbou'd  got  aonft 
I  never  did  In  any  case 
Bescend  to  pmcAlses  so  base; 
Though  stung  with  hunger's  sharpest  pain, 
I  still  have  soom'd  to  touch  a  grain, 
BVen  when  |had  it  in  my  pow*r. 
To  do  H  with  safety  every  hoar : 
For,  trust  me,  nought  that  can  be  gain'd 
Is  worth  a  character  unstain'd." 

Thus  with  a  fhoe  austerely  grave 
HaraqguM  the  hypocrite  and  knave  ; 
And  answering  from  amidst  the  flook 
A  rook  with  indignation  spake. 

"  What  has  been  said  is  strictly  tnie» 
Yet  comes  not  decently  from  you  ; 
For  sure  it  indieates  a  mind 
Fhmi  selfish  passiodt  more  than  blind. 
To  miss  your  greater  crimes,  and  q^«t« 
Our  lighter  fiiilings  thus  by  rote. 
I  mufteonfen  we  wnmg  the  swabt 
Too  oft  hy  piirriag  of  his  grain : 
But  is  our  guilt  like  yours,  I  pray. 
Who  rob  and  murder  every  day  ? 
No  harmless  bird  can  momt  theskM 
But  you  attack  him  as  he  flies ; 
And  when  at  eve  he  ligfateta  rekt, 
You  stoopadd  Miate|>  him  fWmi  his  vast. 
The  hnsbandm«M  i^ho  seeiM  to  share 
So  large  a  portion  of  youroart. 
Say,  is  he  ever  oiff  his  guard. 
While  you  are  boVringo^eftlie  yaid? 
He  knows  too  well  yowQsual  tridis, 
Your  ancient  kpite  to  tender  cknchsy 
And  that  you,  like  aMon,  watch 
For  somethhig  to  tutpriae  and  sMteh.'^ 

At  this  rebuke  flojwt,  the  kite 
Smjwpis'd,  abasb'd,  and  silenced  tfoHtb^, 
And  prov*d  a  vHlahi  to  Ms  fcee, 
Straight  ioar'd  aloft  and  lift  the  plaeak 


THE  MUSS  JND  THE  WEPBSRD. 

Lit  every  bard  who  seeks  applause 
Be  true  to  virtue  and  her  cause. 
Nor  ever  try  to  raise  his  &me 
By  praising  that  wbioh  merite  blame  ^ 
The  vain  attempt  he  needs  must  roe. 
For  disappointment  will  ensue. 
Virtue  with  her  superior  charms 
Exalts  the  tioet's  soul  and  warms. 
His  taste  refines,  bis  genius  fires, 
like  PhflBhns  and  the  Nine  inspires; 


While  vice,  tbo^gk  seemingly  ap^rofv'ly 
Ts  coldly  flatteed,  never  kiv'd. 

Palemon  once  a  story  told. 
Which  by  coojeoture  must  he  old  : 
I  hare  a  kind  of  half  conviction 
That  at  the  best  'tis  hot  a  fiistion  % 
But  taken  right  and  understood. 
The  moral  certainly  is  good. 

A  shepherd  swain  was  wont  to  sing 
The  ioiaot  beauties  of  the  spring. 
The  bloom  of  sumoMr,  winter  Iniar, 
The  autumn  rich  in  various  store ; 
And  prais'd  in  nnmbeis  strong  and  dear 
The  Ruler  of  the  changeful  year. 
To  human  themes  he'dt  neat  desoead. 
The  shepherd*!  harmless  life  con 
And  prove  him  happier  than  the  |^ 
With  all  their  pageantry  and  slate: 
Who  oft  for  plearare  aaid  far  wealth. 
Exchange  their  Innooence  and  haahfa^ 
The  Muses  listen'd  to  his  lays 
And  crown'd  him  as  he  sung  with  bagpfc 
Euterpe,  goddess  of  the  tyre, 
A  harp  beitow'd  with  golden  wire : 
And  oft  wou'd  teaoh  him  how  toaftng. 
Or  touch  with  art  the  tremMiag  striaigt 
His  fiime  o'er  all  the  «"««»y**»^  flow. 
And  to  his  cot  theshej^icrda  drew  ; 
They  heard  his  music  with  delight. 
Whole  summer  days  from  mom  to  mfgULt 
Nor  did  they  ever  thmk  him  long. 
Such  was  the  magic  of  his  song : 
Some  rural  present  eaeh  prepar*!!^ 
His  skill  to  hoMMr  asid  reward ; 
A  flute,  a  sbeep-hoofc,  or  a  lanb 
Or  kidliog  faUow'd  by  its  dam : 
For  bards  it  seeais  in  earlier  days. 
Got  something  mere  than  empty  pniie; 
All  this  oontinoM  far  a  while, 
But  soon  our  songster  chang'd  bis  atyl^ 
Infected  with  the  common  iteh. 
His  gains  to  double  and  grew  rich : 
Or  i^ly  seeking  new  applanse. 
Or  this  or  t'other  was  the  aanse  $ 
One  thing  is  certain,  that  ilia  iliyaMi 
Grew  more  obsequious  to  the  times, 
T^ess  stiff  and  farmal,  aketVl  quite 
To  what  a  ooswtier  oaUapoMte, 
Whoe'er  grew  ric^  hy  sight  orwmi^ 
Became  die  hero  of  ft  smg : 
No  nymph  «r  shepherdess  oould  wad. 
But  he  must  sing  the  waptialhed. 
And  still  was  rsady  toreoite 
The  secret  tvansporu  of  the  night. 
In  strains  too  lusckms  far  the  ear 
Of  sober  chastity  to  bear. 
Astonish'd  at  a  change  so  great. 
No  more  the  shepherds  sought  hiseeaty 
But  in  their  place,  a  horned  crowd 
Of  satyrs  flock*d  from  every  wood. 
Drawn  by  the  magic  of  his  lay. 
To  dance,  to  froBc,  aport  and  play* 
The  goddess  of  the  lyra  disdain^ 
To  see  her  sacred  gtft  profan'd. 
And  gliding  swiftly  totiie  pkoe. 
With  indignation  in  herfsee. 
The  trembKng  shepherd  thus  addrttt^ 
In  awful  mqeaty  eonfess^d. 

'*  Thoq  wretched  fool,  that  harp  I 
For  know  it  is  IIP  kxigar  thine} 
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It  wMootgiTenymitoiBipirt 
A  herd  like  tbk  with  loose  desire. 
Nor  to  assist  that  renal  praise 
Which  Tice  may  purchase,  if  it  pays : 
9iich  (rffices  my  lyre  disgrace ; 
Here  take  this  bag-pipe  io  iU  plaoe. 
TIs  fitter  far,  beUereittme, 
Both  for  thew  miscreants  and  you." 
The  swain  dismay'd,  vitboot  a  woid. 
Submitted,  and  the  harp  restored. 


THE  GBASSBOPPER  AND  THE 
GLOfTfFORM. 

WflSN  ignoruice  possess'd  the  schools, 
And  reignM  by  Aristotle^s  mles, 
£ie  Verulam,  like  dawning  lij^t, 
Boee  to  dispel  the  Gothic  night: 
A  man  was  taught  to  shut  his  eyes. 
And  grow  abstracted  to  be  wise. 
Nature's  broad  volume  feirly  spread, 
Where  all  true  science  might  be  read 
The  wisdom  of  th'  Eternal  Mind, 
Dedar'd  and  poblish'd  to  mankind. 
Was  quite  neglected,  ibr  the  whims 
€f  mortals  and  their  airy  dreams : 
By  narrow  principles  and  few. 
By  hasty  maxims,  oft  untrue, 
By  words  and  phrases  ill-defin'd. 
Evasive  truth  they  hop'd  to  bind ; 
Which  still  escap'd  them,  and  the  elves 
At  butt  caught  nothing  but  themselves. 
Kor  is  this  foUy  modem  quite, 
Tis  ancient  too:  the  Stagirite 
Improved  at  first,  and  taught  bis  school 
By  rales  of  art  to  play  the  fooL 
Ev*n  Plato,  from  example  bad. 
Would  oft  turn  sophist  and  run  mad ; 
Make  Socrates  himself  discourse 
like  Clarke  and  Leibnitz,  oft-times  worse ; 
'Bout  quirks  and  subtilties  contending. 
Beyond  all  human  comprehending. 
From  some  strange  bias  men  pursue 
False  knowledge  still  in  place  of  true. 
Build  airy  systems  of  their  own. 
This  moment  rais'd,  the  next  pull'd  down ; 
While  few  attempt  to  catch  those  rays 
Of  truth  which  nature  still  displays 
Throughout  the  universal  plan. 
From  moss  and  mushrooms  up  to  man^ 
lliis  sure  were  better,  but  we  bate 
To  borrow  when  we  can  create; 
And  therefore  stupidly  prefer. 
Our  own  conceits,  by  which  we  err, 
To  all  the  wisdom  to  be  gain 'd 
From  nature  and  her  laws  explained. 

One  ev^ing  when  the  Sun  was  set, 
A  grasshopper  and  glowworm  met 
Upon  a  hillock  io  a  dale. 
As  Mab  the  foiry  tells  the  tale. 
Vain  and  conceited  of  his  spark. 
Which  brighten'd  as  the  night  grew  dark. 
The  shroing  reptile  swell'd  with  pride 
To  see  his  rays  on  every  side, 
Mark'd  by  a  circle  on  the  ground 
Of  livid  light  some  inches  round. 

Quoth  he,  '*  If  glowworms  never  shoot, 
TaUghi  the  Earth  when  d%y  is  gone. 


In  spite  of  all  Che  stars  that  burnt 
Primeval  darkness  wpu'd  return: 
They're  less  and  dimmer,  one  may  see. 
Besides  much  farther  off  than  we ; 
And  therefore  thro*  a  lon^  descent 
Their  light  is  scatter'd  quite  and  spent : 
While  ours,  compacter  and  at  band. 
Keeps  night  and  darkness  at  a  stand. 
Diffused  around  in  many  a  ray. 
Whose  brightness  emulates  the  day." 

This  pass'd  and  more  without  d'utputi^ 
The  patient  grasshof^per  was  mute : 
But  soon  the  east  began  to  glow 
With  light  appearing  from  below. 
And  level  fVt>m  the  ocean's  streams 
The  Moon  emerging  shot  her  be,im9. 
T6  gild  tbe  mouutains  and  the  woods^ 
And  shake  and  glitter  on  the  floods. 
Tbe  glowworm,  when  he  found  his  light 
Grow  pale  and  faint  and  vanish  quite 
Before  the  Moon's  prevailing  ray. 
Began  his  envy  to  display. 

"Thatgk)be,»  quoth  he,  "which  seomf  lofrir. 
Which  brightens  all  the  Earth  and  air, 
And  sends  its  beams  so  far  abroad. 
Is  nought,  believe  me,  but  a  clod  ; 
A  thing  which,  if  the  Sun  were  gone. 
Has  no  more  light  in't  than  a  atone. 
Subsisting  merely  by  supplies 
From  Phoebus  in  the  nether  skioi: 
My  light  indeed,  I  must  confess. 
On  some  occasions  will  be  less ; 
But  spite  itself  will  hardly  say 
Pm  debtor  for  a  single  ray ; 
'Tis  all  my  own,  and  on  the  score 
Of  merit,  mounts  to  ten  timos  mora 
Than  any  planet  can  demand 
For  light  dispens'd  at  second  hand." 

To  hear  the  paltry  insect  boast. 
The  grasshopper  all  patience  lost. 

Quoth  he,  "  My  friend,  it  may  be  so. 
The  Moon  with  borrowed  light  may  glow  i 
That  your  fUnt  glimm'riog  is  your  owd« 
I  think,  is  questioned  yet  by  none : 
But  sure  the  ofllce  to  collect 
The  solar  brigbtocatand  reflect. 
To  catch  those  rays  that  wou»d  be  speql 
Quite  useless  in  the  firmament, 
And  turn  them  downwards  on  the  sl^adf 
Which  absence  of  the  Sun  has  made. 
Amounts  to  more  in  point  of  m«rit 
Than  all  your  tribe  did  e*Qr  inherit : 
Oft  by  that  planet's  friendly  ray 
The  midnight  traveler  finds  his  way  ; 
Safe  by  the  fisvour  of  her  beams, 
'Midst  precipices,  lakes  and  streams  i  » 

While  you  mislead  him,  and  your  lighW 
Seen  like  a  cottage-lamp  by  night. 
With  hopes  to  And  a  safo  retreat. 
Allures  and  tempU  him  to  his  £ste  ; 
As  this  is  so,  I  needs  must  call 
The  merit  of  your  light  but  small : 
You  need  not  boast  on  *t  though  your  owiy 
Tis  light  indeed,  but  worse  than,  none  j 
Unlike  to  what  Mke  M«joo  supplies. 
Which  you  call  borrowed,  Md  de$j^^** 
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THE  APE,  THE  P.4nP0T,  AND  THE 
JACKDAfF. 

I  HOLD  it  rash  at  any  time 

To  deal  with  f(X)l8  disposM  to  rhjrme  ; 

Dissuasive  arguments  provoke 

Their  utmest  rage  as  soon  as  spoke : 

Encourage  them,  and  for  a  day 

Or  two  you're  safe  by  giving  way ; 

But  when  they  find  themselves  betray 'd, 

On  you  at  last  the  blame  is  hud. 

They  hate  and  scorn  you  as  ^  traitor, 

The  common  lot  of  those  who  flatter: 

T^ut  can  a  scribbler,  sir,  be  shunn'd  ? 

What  will  you  do  when  teas'd  and  dunned  ?  * 

When  watch'd,  and  caught,  and  closely  prest'd, 

When  complimented  and  caressed, 

When  Bavins  greets  you  with  a  bow, 

**  Sir,  please  to  reail  a  line  or  two  ;" 

If  you  approve  and  say  theyVe  clever, 

**  You  maike  me  happy,  sir,  for  ever.** 

What  can  be  done  ?  the  case  is  plain. 

No  methods  of  escape  remain  : 

You're  fairly  noos'd,  and  must  consent 

To  bear,  what  nothing  can  present, 

A  coxcombs  anger ;  and  your  fate 

Will  be  to  suffr  soon  or  late. 

An  ape  that  was  the  sole  delight 
Of  an  old  woman  day  and  night, 
InduIgM  at  table  and  in  bed, 
Attended  like  a  child  and  fed : 
Who  knew  each  trick,  and  twenty  more 
Than  ever  monkey  play'd  t)efbre. 
At  last  grew  frantic  ana  wou'd  try, 
Inspiteofilature^slaws,  tofly. 
Oft  from  the  window  wou'd  he  view 
Tlie  passing  swallows  as  they  flew, 
Observe  them  fluttering  round  the  walls, 
Or  •gliding  o'er  the  snoooth  cantds :  ' 

He  too  must  fly,  and  cope  with  these; 
For  this  and  nothing  else  wou'd  please : 
Oft  thinking  from  the  window's  height. 
Three  stories  down  to  take  his  flight: 
He  still  was  something  loth  to  venture. 
As  tending  strongly  lo  the  centre  : 
And  knowing  that  the  least  mistake 
M  ight  cost  a  limb,  perhaps  his  neck. 
The  case  you'll  own  was  something  nice  ; 
He  thou)cht  it  best  to  ask  advice ; 
And  t<»  the  parrot  straight  applying, 
Allow'd  to  be  a  judge  of  flying. 
He  thus  began  :  **  You'll  think  me  rode, 
Porgive  me  if  I  do  intrude. 
For  you  alone  my  doubts  can  clear 
In  something  that  concerns  me  near : 
Do  you  imagine,  if  I  try, 
That  1  shall  e'er  attain  to  fly  ? 
The  project's  whimsical,  no  doubt. 
But  ere  you  censure  hear  me  out : 
That  liberty's  our  greatest  blessing 
You  Ml  grant  me  without  farther  pressing ; 
.To  live  coufin'd,  'tis  plain  and  clear, 
Is  something  very  hard  to  bear: 
This  you  must  know,  who  for  an  age 
Have  been  kept  pris'ner  in  a  cage, 
Deny'd  the  privilege  to  soar 
With  boundless  freedom  as  before. 
\  have,  'tis  true,  much  greater  scope 
Than  you  my  fiiend,  can  ever  hope  ; 


I  traverse  all  the  house  and  play 

My  tricks  and  gambols  er'ry  days 

Oft  with  my  mistress  inachair 

1  ride  abroad  to  take  the  air ; 

Make  visits  with  her,  walk  at  large, 

A  maid  or  footman's  constant  cbarge. 

Vet  this  is  noth  ng,  for  1  find 

Myselfstillhamper'dand  coofin*4j 

A  grov'ling  thing  :  I  &in  would  rise 

Above  the  Earth  and  mount  the  skiea: 

The  meanest  birds,  and  insects  too. 

This  feat  with  greatest  ease  can  dio. 

To  that  gay  creature  turn  about 

That's  beating  on  the  pane  without  ; 

Ten  days  ago,  perhaps  but  five, 

A  wdrtn,  it  scarcely  seem'd  alive: 

By  threads  suspended,  tough  and  smalt, 

'Midst  dusty  cobwebs  on  a  wall; 

Nowdress'd  in  afl  the  diflPrent  dyes 

That  vary  in  the  ev'ning  skies. 

He  soars  at  large,  and  on  thef  wing 

Enjoys  with  freedom  all  the  spring; 

Skims  the  firesb  lakes,  and  rising  sees 

Beneath  him  far  the  loftiest  trees ; 

And  when  he  rests,  he  makes  his  bow^r 

The  cup  of  some  delicious  flowV. 

Shall  creatutTS  so  obscurely  bred, 

On  mere  corruption  nurs'd  and  fed, 

A  glorious  privilege  obtain. 

Which  I  can  never  hope  to  gain  ? 

Shall  I,  like  man's  imperial  race 

In  manners,  custoitis,  shape  and  face. 
Expert  in  all  ingenious  tricks, 

To  tumble,  dance,  and  leap  o'er  sticks  ; 
Wdo  know  to  sooth  and  coax  oiy  betteiSi^ 

And  match  a  beau,  at  least  in  letters ; 

Shall  I  despair,  and  never  try 

(What  meanest  insects  can)  to  fly  ? 

Say,  nuiyn't  I  without  <lread  or  care 

At  once  commit  me  to  the  air, 

And  not  fall  down  and  break  my  bones 

Upon  those  hard  and  flinty  stones  ? 

Say,  if  to  stir  my  limbs  l>efore 

Will  make  me  glide  along  or  soar  ?  . 

All  things  they  say  are  leam'd  by  tryhig  ; 

No  doubt  it  is  the  same  with  flying. 

1  wait  your  judgment  with  respect, 

And  shall  proceed  as  you  direct " 

Poor  Poll,  with  gen'rous  pity  mov'd, 
The  Ape's  fond  rashness  thus  repruv'd : 
For,  though  inbtructed  by  mankind. 
Her  tongue  to  candour  still  inclin*d. 
»*  My  friend,  the  privilege  to  rise 
Above  the  Earth  and  mount  the  skies. 
Is  glorious  sure,  and  'lis  my  fate 
To  feel  the  want  on't  with  regret  j 
A  pris'ner  to  a  cage  confin'd,  ' 

Though  wing'd  and  of  the  flying  khid. 
With  you  the  case  is  not  the  same, 
You  're  quite  terrestrial  by  your  frame^ 
And  sbou'd  be  perfectly  conteot 
With  your  peculiar  element: 
You  have  no  wings,  I  pray  reflect. 
To  lift  you  and  your  coune  direct ; 
Those  arms  of  yonrs  will  never  do,^ 
Not  twenty  In  the  place  of  two ;  ' 

They  ne'er  can  lift  you  from  the  gnyon^^ 
For  broad  and  long,  they're  thick  and  round ; 
And  therefore  if  you  choose  the  way^ 
To  leap  the  window,  as  you  say. 
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*TH  certain  that  yon'll  be  the  jest 
Of  ereiy  insect,  bird  and  bea«t. 
When  you  lie  batter'd  by  your  foil 
Just  at  the  bottom  of  the  wall. 
Be  pradent  then,  improve  the  pow*n 
Which  nature  gives  in  place  of  ours. 
YouMI  find  them  readily  conduce 
At  once  to  pleasure   and  to  use. 
But  airy  whims  and  crotchets  lead 
To  certain  loss,  and  oe'er  succeed : 
As  folks,  though  inly  vexM  and  teas*dj 
Will  oft  seem  satisfyM  and  pleas'd." 

TTie  ape  approved  of  every  word. 
At  this  time  utter'd  by  the  bird: 
But  nothing  in  opinion  changed, 
Thought  only  how  lo  be  reveng'd. 
It  happened  when  the  day  was  fair, 
Hiat  Poll  was  set  to  take  the  air, 
Just  where  the  monkey  oft  sat  poring 
About  experiments  in  soaring : 
Dissemblmg  his  contempt  and  rage. 
He  slept  up  softly  to  the  cage, 
And  with  a  sly  malicious  grin. 
Accosted  thus  the  bird  within. 

"  You  say,  I  am  not  Ci>rm'd  for  flight ; 
In  this  you  certainly  are  right; 
T'S  very  plain  upon  reflection. 
But  to  yotu^self  there's  no  objection. 
Since  flying  is  the  very  tra/de 
For  which  the  winged  race  is  made ; 
And  theicfore  for  our  mutual  sport, 
ril  make  you  fly,  you  can't  be  hurt." 
With  that  he  t;lyly  slipt  the  string 
Which  held  the  cage  up  by  th«  ring. 
In  vain  the  parrot  begg'd  and  pray'd. 
No  word  was  minded  that  she  said  ; 
Driwn  went  the  cage,  and  on  the  ground 
Bruis'd  and  half-dead  poor  Poll  was  found. 
Pug  who  fur  some  time  had  attended 
To  that  al'ine  which  now  was  ended. 
Again  had  leisure  to  pursue 
The  project  he  had  first  in  view. 

Quoth  he,  **  A  person  if  he's  wise 
Will  only  with  his  friends  advise, 
They  know  his  temper  and  his  parts. 
And  have  his  interest  near  their  hearts. 
In  matters  which  he  should  forbear. 
They  '11  hold  him  back  with  prudent  care, 
But  never  firom  an  envious  spirit 
Forbid  him  to  display  6is  merit; 
Or  judging  wrong,  from  spleen  and  hata 
His  talents  slight  or  underrate : 
I  acted  sure  with  small  reflection 
In  asking  counsel  and  direction 
From  a  sly  minion  whom  I  know 
To  be  my  rival  and  my  foe : 
One  who  will  constantly  endeavour 
To  hurt  me  in  our  lady's  flivour, 
i^od  watch  and  plot  to  keep  me  down. 
From  obvious  inter^ts  of  her  own : 
Bat  on  the  top  of  that  old  tow'r 
An  honest  daw  has  made  his  bow'r ; 
A  &ithful  firiend  whom  one  may  trusty 
My  debtor  too  for  many  a  crust ; 
Which  in  the  window  oft  1  lay 
For  him  to  come  and  take  away : 
From  gratitude  no  doubt  he'll  give 
Soch  counsel  as  I  may  receive ; 
Well  bock'd  with  reasons  strong  and  plaia 
To  piiih  me  Ibrwatd  or  restrain." 


One  morning  when  the  daw  appear*d. 
The  project  was  propos'd  and  heard :  * 
And  though  the  bird  was  much  surpris'd 
To  find  friend  Pug  so  ill  advis'd. 
He  ratber  chose  that  he  shon'd  try 
At  his  own  proper  risk  to  fly, 
Tlian  hazard,  in  a  case  so  nice. 
To  shock  him  hy  too  free  advice. 

Quoth  he,  "  Vm  certain  that  you'll  find 
The  project  answer  to  your  mind ; 
Without  suspicion',  dread  or  care, 
At  once  commit  you  to  the  air ; 
Yo  I  '11  soar  aloft,  or,  if  you  please, 
Proceed «trfigbc  forwards  at  yuur  ease: 
The  whole  depends  on  resolution* 
Which  you  possess  from  constitution ; 
And  ff  you  follow  as .  I  lead, 
Tis  past  a  doubt  you  must  succeed." 

So  saying,  from  the  turret's  height 
The  Jack-daw  shot  with  downward  flight. 
And  on  the  edge  of  a  canal. 
Some  fifty  paces  from  the  wall, 
'Lighted  obsequious  to  attend 
The  monkey  when  he  should  descend : 
But  he,  ^Uho' he  had  believ'd 
The  flatterer  and  wasdeceiv'd. 
Felt  some  misgivings  at  his  heart 
In  vent'riiig  on  so  new  an  art :  • 
But  yet  at  last,  Hween  hope  and  fear. 
Himself  he  trusted  to  the  air  ; 
But  far'd  like  him  whom  pbets  mention 
With  Dedalus's  old  invention  ^ 
Directly  downwards  on  his  head 
He  fell,  and  lay  an  hour  for  dead. 
The  various  creatures  in  the  plaoe. 
Had  difl'rent  thoughts  upon  the  case, 
From  some  his  fate  compassion  drew. 
But  those  I  must  confess  were  few ; 
The  rest  esteem'd  him  rightly  serv'd. 
And  in  the  manner  he  deserv'd, 
For  plapng  tricks  beyond  bis  sphere. 
Nor  thought  the  punishment  severe. 
They  gather'd  round  him  as  be  lay. 
And  jeer'd  him  when  be  limp'd  away* 

Pug,  disappointed  thus  and  hurt. 
And  grown  besides  the  public  sport. 
Found  all  bis  different  passions  change 
At  once  to  fury  and  revenge  : 
The  daw  'twas  useless  to  pursue ;  - 
His  helpless  brood,  as  neoct  in  view. 
With  unrelenting  paws  he  seiz'd. 
One's  neck  he  wrung,  anotheraqueez'd, 
Tdl  of  the  nember  four  or  five. 
No  single  bird  was  left  alive. 

Thus  counsellors,  in  all  regards 
Though  different,  meet  with  like  rewards. 
The  story  shows  the  certain  fate 
Of  every  mortal  toon  or  late. 
Whose  evil  genins  for  his  crimes 
Connects  with  any  fop  that  rhymM. 


THE  BOY  AND  THE  RAINBOfF. 

DacLAaBy  ye  sages,,  if  ye  find 
'Mongst  animals  of  ev'ry  kind. 
Of  each  condition,  sort)  and  size. 
From  whales  and  elephants  to  fiies, 
A  creature  that  mistakes  his  plan. 
And  erra  so  oonttantly  as  man  ? 
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Each  kind  pursues  his  proper  goody  . 
And  seeks  for  pleasure,  rest,  and  food. 
As  nature  points,  and  never  errs 
In  what  it  chooses  and  prefers; 
Man  only  blunders,  though  possest 
Of  talents  far  above  the  rest 
Descend  to  instances  and  try; 
^  An  ox  will  scarce  attempt  to  fly^ 
'  Or  leave  his  pasture  in  the  wood. 
With  fishes  to  expkne  the  flood. 
Man  only  acts,  of  every  creature. 
In  opposition  to  his  nature. 
The  happiness  of  human  kind. 
Consists  in  rectitude  of  mind, 
A  will  subdu'd  to  reason's  sway. 
And  passions  practis'd  to  obey  ; 
An  open  and  a  gen'rous  heart, 
Befin'd  from  selfishness  and  art ; 
Patience  which  mocks  at  fortune's  pow'ft 
And  wisdom  never  sad  nor  sour : 
In  these  consist  our  prqper  bliss  ; 
Else  Plato  reasons  Aiuch  amiss: 
But  iboirsh  mortals  still  pursue 
False  happiness  in  place  <^  true  ; 
Ambition  serves  us  for  a  guide. 
Or  lust,  or  avarice,  or  pride  j 
While  reason  no  assent  can  gain. 
And  revelation  warns  in  vain. 
Bence  through  our  lives,  in  every  ttage« 
Vrom  infancy  itself  to  age« 
A  happiness  we  toil  to  find. 
Which  still  avoids  us  like  the  wind  ; 
Ev'n  when  we  think  the  prize  our  own. 
At  once  'tis  vaniidi'd,  lost,  and  gone. 
You'll  ask  me  why  I  thus  rehearse 
All  Epictetus  in  my  verae, 
And  if  1  fondly  hope  to  please 
With  dry  reflections  such  as  these, 
So  trite,  so  hackney'd,  and  so  stale  ? 
I'll  take  the  hint  and  tell  a  tale. 
One  evMing  as  a  simple  s«ain 
His  flock  attended' on  the  plain. 
The  shining  bow  he  chanced  to  spy. 
Which  warns  us  when  a  show'r  is  nigh  ; 
With  brightest  rays  it  seem'd  to  glow. 
Its  distance  eighty  yards  or  so. 
This  bumpkin  had  it  seems  been  told 
The  story  of  the  cup  of  gold. 
Which  Fame  reports  is  to  bie  found 
Just  where  the  rainbow  meets  the  ground  ; 
He  therefore  felt  a  sudden  itch 
To  seize  the  goblet  and  be  rich; 
Hoping,  (yet  hopes  are  oft  but  vans)  r 
Ko  more  to  toil  through  wind  and  rahi. 
But  sit  indulging  by  the  fire, 
'Midst  ease  and  plenty,  like  a  '^nire : 
He  mark'd  the  very  spot  of  land 
On  which  the  rainbow  seem'd  to  stand. 


And  left  him  to  compnte  his  gains. 
With  nought  but  labour  for  his  painc. 


CELIA  AND  HER  MIRROR. 

As  there  are  various  sorts  of  minds. 
So  friendships  are  of  diftrent  kinds : 
Some,  constant  when  the  object's  near* 
Soon  vanish  if  it  disappeah 
Another  sort,  with  equal  flame. 
In  absence  will  be  still  the  same  : 
Some  folks  a  trifle  will  provoke. 
Their  weak  attachment  soon  is  broke  ; 
Some  inaX  offences  only  move 
To  change  in  friendship  or  in  love. 
Afiection,  when  it  has  its  source 
In  things  that  shift  and  change  of  CDUrte« 
As  these  diminish  and  decay, 
Must  likewise  fiide  and  melt  away. 
But  when  'tis  ef  a  nobler  kind, 
Inspir'd  by  rectitude  of  mind. 
Whatever  accident  arrives. 
It  lives,  and  death  itself  survives ; 
Those  diflerent  kinds  reduc'd  to  two. 
False  friendship  may  be  call'd,  and  true* 

In  Celiacs  drawing-room  of  late 
Some  female  fViends  were  met  to  chat ; 
Where  after  much  discourse  had  past, 
A  portrait  grew  the  theme  at  last : 
Twas  Celia's  you  must  understand. 
And  by  a  celebrated  hand. 
Says  one,  **  That  picture  sure  must  strike^ 
In  all  ref^sects  it  is  so  like ; 
Your  very  features,  shape  and  air 
Express'd,  believe  me,  to  a  hair: 
The  price  I'm  sure  cou'd  not  be  small,'*--* 
**  Just  fifty  guineas  firame  and  all." — 
"  That  mirror  there  u  wond'rous  fine."— 
"  I  own  the  bauble  cost  me  nine  j 
I'm  fairly  cheated  you  may  swear. 
For  never  was  a  thing  so  dear." — 
*•  Dear!"— quoth  the  looking-glass— and  spok^* 
"  Madam,  it  wou'd  a  saint  provoke : 
Must  that  same  gaudy  thing  be  own'd 
A  pennyworth-  at  fifty  pound ; 
While  I  at  nine  am  reckon'd  dear, 
'Tis  what  I  never  thought  to  bear. 
I«t  both  our  merits  now  be  try'd. 
This  fair  assembly  shall  decide; 
And  I  will  prove  it  to  your  face. 
That  you  are  partial  in  the  case. 
I  give  a  likeness  far  more  true 
Than  any  artist  ever  drew : 
And  what  is  vastly  more,  expresi 
Your  whole  variety  of  dress: 
From  morn  to  noon,  from  noon  to  night, 
I  watch  each  chans-e  and  namt  it  ncrht  * 
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The  cap  IB  elmgfd,  thecloke,  the  gown; 
It  mast  BO  longer  stay  in  town; 
But  goes  in  coarse  to  bide  a  wall 
With  others  iu  your  ooantry-balL" 

The  mirror  thus  i-^— the  nymph  T€flf*i^ 
'*  Yoar  merit  cannot  be  dcoy'd: 
The  portrait  too,  I  must  confess. 
In  some  respecU  has  vastly  less. 
But  you  yourself  will,  freely  grant 
That  it  has  virtues  which  you  want* 
'Tis  certain  that  you  can  express 
My  shape,  nly  feainres,  and  my  dressy 
Kot  just  as  wdl,  but  better  too 
Than  Kneller  once  or  Ramsay  now. 
Bat  that  yame  imsge  in  your  heart 
Which  thus  excels  the  painter^  art» 
The  shortest  absence  can  defiwse. 
And  put  a  monkey's  in  its  place : 
That  other  which  the  canvas  bears, 
Uuchang'd  and  consttat,  lasts  for  ftn% 
Wou'd  keep  its  lostre  and  iu  bloom 
llioogh  it  were  here  and  I  at  Rome. 
When  age  and  sickness  shaH  invade 
Those  youthful  charms  and  make  them  fiide, 
You'll  fcon  perceive  it,  and  reveal 
What  partiai  firienddiip  sbou'd  conceal : 
You'll  tell  me,  in  your  usual  way. 
Of  fiirrow'd  cheeks  and  locks  grown  gray  ^ 
Your  gen'rous  rival,  not  so  cold. 
Will  ne'er  suggest  that  1  am  old; 
Kor  mark  when  time  and  slow  di«eait 
Have  stol'n  the  graces  wont  to  please| 
But  keep  my  image  to  be  seen 
In  the  ftill  blossom  of  sixteen*: 
Bestowing  freely  aH  the  praise 
1  merited  in  better  days. 
Yon  will  (when  1  am  tum'dto  dos^ 
For  beauties  die,  as  all  thmgs  must. 
And  you  remember  but  by  seeing) 
Forget  that  e'er  1  had  a  being : 
Bnt  in  that  picture  I  shall  live, 
My  charms  shill  death  itself  sur^ve; 
And  figur'd  by  the  pencil  there 
Tell  that  your  mistress  once  was  fftir. 
Weigh  each  advantage  and  defect. 
The  portrait  menu  most  respect : 
Your  qualities  would  recommend 
A  servant  rathi^  than  a  friend  ; 
But  service  suroi  in  every  case. 
To  friendship  yields  the  higher  place*  ** 


THE  FISBERMEN. 

IMITATED  PaOM  THtOCtfrVi^ 

By  aH  the  sages  'tis  confest 
That  hope  when  moderate  is  best: 
But  when  iodulg'd  beyond  due  measort. 
It  yields  a  vain  deceitful  pleasure. 
Which  cheats  the  simple,  and  betra)^ 
To  mischief  in  a  thousand  ways : 
jjost  hope  assists  m  all  our  toils. 
The  wheels  of  mdustry  it  oils ; 
la  great  attempU  the  bosom  Ares, 
And  zeal  and  constancy  inspires. 
F«£k  hope,  like  a  deceitful  dream. 
Rests  on  some  visionary  scheme. 
And  keeps  us  idle  to  our  loss, 
yjirh<med  with  our  hands  acroaik 


A  tale  an  andent  hnrd  has  toU 
Of  two  poor  fishermen  of  old^ 
Theirttames  were  (lest  I  should  foiyel 
And  put  the  reader  in  a  pet. 
Lest  critics  too  shou'd  miske  a  pother) 
The  one  Asphelio,  Oripus  t'other. 
The  men  were  rerv  poor,  their  trade 
Cou'd  scarce  afford  them  daily  bread: 
Though  ply 'd  with  industry  and  cajre 
Through  the  whole  season,  foul  and  faisw 
Upon  a  rock  their  cottage  stood. 
On  all  sides  bounded  by  the  flood  : 
It  was  a  n^satable  seat. 
Like  cold  and  hunger's  wont  retreats 
And  yet  it  serv*d  them  both  for  lite^ 
As  neither  cou'd  maintain  a  wife ; 
Two  walls  were  rock,  and  two  were  sand, 
Ramm'd  up  with  stakes  and  made  to  stai^ 
A  roof  bung  thieat'ning  o'er  their  beada 
Of  boards  balf-rotten,  thatcfa'd  with  i 
And  as  no  thief  e'er  loach'd  their  store, 
A  hurdle  serv'd  them  for  a  door. 
Their  beds  were  leaves  |  against  the  wall 
A  sail  hung  drying,  yard  and  all. 
On  one  side  lay  au  ohl  patch'd  wbertf 
Like  Charon'son  the  Stygian  forry : 
On  t'  other,  baskets  and  a  net. 
With  sea*weed  foul  and  always  wnt. 
These  sorry  instrumenu  of  trade 
Were  all  the  furniture  they  bad: 
For  they  had  neither  spit  nor  pot. 
Unless  my  author  has  fbrgot 

Once,  some  few  hours  ere  break  Of  da|v 
As  in  their  hut  our  fishers  lay, 
The  one  awak'd  and  wak'd  his  neighbour^ 
That  both  might  ply  theirdaily  labo^i 
For  cold  and  hunger  are  confost 
No  friends  to  indolence  or  rest. 

*'  Friend,"  <{aoth  the  drowsy  swain,  and  vm^^ 
**  What  you  have  done  has  har^  me  moi^ 


Than  all  your  service  can  rfipny 

For  years  to  come  by  niight  and  day; 

You've  broke— the  thou^ton't  makes  ih6  fnad-M 

The  finest  dream  that  e'er  1  had."  Q>ix>vn 

Quoth  Oripus :  **  Friend    your  speech  ^ou'd 
You  mad  indeed,  or  else  hi  love; 
For  dreams  shou'd  weigh  but  light  wHhth^si 
Who  feel  the  want  of  food  md  dothes: 
1  guess,  though  simple  and  untaught. 
You  dream'd  about  a  lucky  draught. 
Or  money  found  by  chance:  they  say. 
That  hungry  foxes  dream  of  pitsy.'* 

"  You're  wond'rous  sbiewd.  Upon  my  ttfoth,** 
Asphelio  cry'd,  **  atid  rigbt  in  both : 
My  dream  had  gold  in*t,  as  you  said. 
And  fishing  too,  our  constant  trade; 
And  since  your  guess  has  hh  so  near. 
In  short  the  whole  on't  you  shall  hear. 

«  Upon  the  shore  I  seemed  to  standi 
My  rod  and  tackle  in  my  httnd  ; 
The  baited  hook  full  oft  1  threw. 
But  still  in  vain,  I  nothing  drew : 
A  fi^  at  last  appeared  to  bite, 
Ihe  cork  div'd  quickly  out  of  dgfbt. 
And  soon  the  dipping  rod  1  found 
With  something  weighty  bent  half  nMddi 
Quoth  1,  *  Good  luck  has  oooie  at  iWt, 
I've  surely  made  a  happy  cast : 
This  fish,  when  In  the  market  sold. 
In  pboe  of  brass  will  lell  for  gold;* 
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To  bring  It  safe  wHhin  my  reach 
I  drew  it  safely  to  the  beach, 
But  long  ere  it  bad  come  so  near. 
The  water  gleam 'd  with  something  clear ; 
Each  passing  billow  caught  the  blaze, 
And  glitrring  shone  with  golden  rays. 
Of  hope  and  expectation  f^ll 
Impatient,  yet  afraid  to  pull, 
To  shore  I  slowly  brought  my  prize, 
A  golden  fish  of  largest  size : 
'Twas  metal  all  fiom  head  to  tail. 
Quite  stiff  and  glitt'ring  ev'ry  scale. 
Thought  I,  '  My  fortune  now  is  made  ; 
,  *Tis  time  to  quit  the  fishingtrade. 
And  choose  some  other,  where  the  gains 
Are  sure,  and  come  for  half  the  pains. 
Like  creatures  of  amphibious  nature 
One  hour  on  land  and  three  in  water; 
We  live  'midst  danger,  toil  and  care. 
Yet  never  have  a  groat  to  spare : 
While  others,  not  expos'd  to  harm, 
Grow  rich,  though  always  dry  and  warm  ; 
This  treasure  will  suffice,  and  more, 
To  place  me  handsomely  on  shore. 
In  some  snug  manor;  now  a  swain» 
lAy  steers  shall  turn  the  furrow 'd  plain, 
While  on  a  mountain's  grassy  side 
M3(  flocks  are  pasturing  far  and  wide : 
Beside  all  this,  Pll  have  a  seat 
Convenient,  elegant  and  neat, 
A  house  not  over-great  nor  small. 
Three  rooms,  a  kitchen,  and  a  halL 
*rbe  offices  contriv'd  with  care 
And  fitted  to  completed  square: 
A  garden  well  laid  out ;  a  wife. 
To  double  9II  the  joys  of  life ; 
With  children  pratt'ling  at  my  knees, 
Such  trifles  as  are  sure  to  plense. ' 
Those  gay  designs,  and  twenty  more, 
I  in  my  dream  was  running  o'er. 
While  you,  as  if  you  ow'd  me  spite. 
Broke  in  and  put  them  all  to  flight. 
Blew  the  whole  vision  into  air. 
And  left  me  waking  in  despair. 
Of  late  we  have  been  poorly  fed, 
Last  night  went  supperless  tp  bed. 
Yet,  if  I  had  it  in  my  pow'r 
My  dream  to  lengthen  for  an  hour, 
The  pleasure  mounts  to  suph  a  sum, 
I'd  fast  for  fifty  yet  to  come. 
Therefore  to  bid  me  rise  is  vain 
1*11  wink  and  try  to  dream  again." 

"  If  Ibis,"  quoth  Gripus,  "  is  the  way 
You  choose,  I've  nabing  more  to  say  ; 
*Tis  plain  that  dreams  of  wealth  will  serve 
A  person  who  resolves  to  starve; 
But  sure,  to  hug  a  fancy'd  case. 
That  never  did  nor  can  take  place. 
And  for  the  pleasures  it  can  give 
Neglect  the  trade  by  which  we  live. 
Is  madness  in  its  greatest  height, 
-    Dr  I  mistake  the  matter  quite : 
Leave  such  vain  fancies  to  th^great, 
'or  folly  suits  a  large  estate : 
The  rich  may  safely  deal  in  dreams, 
lomantic  hopes  and  airy  schemes, 
iut  you  and  I,  upon  my  word, 
luch  pastime  cannpt  well  afford  ; 
iud  therefore  if  ypu  would  be  wise, 
"ake^y  advioe,  for  once,  and  rise." 


WILKirrS  POEMS. 


CUPID  AND  THE  SHEPHERD. 

Who  sets  h|s  heart  on  things  bekyir. 

But  little  happiness  shall  know ; 

For  every  objeet  he  pursues 

Will  vex,  deceive  him,  and  abuse f 

While  he  whose  hopes  and  wishes  rise 

To  endless  bliss  above  the  skies, 

A  true  felicity  shall  gain. 

With  freedom  from  both  cfireand  pahi. 

He  seeks  what  yields  him  peace  and  rest. 

Both  when  in  prospect  and  possest. 
A  swam,  whbse  flock  had  gone  astray. 

Was  wand'ring  far  out  of  the  way 

Through  deserts  wild,  and  chanc'd  to  see 

A  stripiing  leaning  on  a  tree. 

In  all  things  like  the  human-kind. 

But  that  upon  his  back  behind 

Two  wings  were  firom  bis  shoulders  spread 

Of  gold  and  azure  ting'd  with  red ; 

Their ooldur  like  the  ev'ning  sky: 

A  golden  quiver  grac'd  his  thigh  : 

His  bow  unbended  in  his  hand  ^ 

He  held,  and  wrote  with  on  the  sand  ; 

As  one  whom  anxious  cares  pursue. 

In  musing  oft  is  wont  to  do. 

He  started  still  with  sudden  fear. 

As  if  some  danger  had  been  near. 

And  tum'd  00  every  side  to  view 

A  flight  of  birds  that  round  him  flew. 

Whose  presence  seem'd  to  make  him  sad. 

For  all  nere  ominous  and  bad  ; 

The  hawk  was  ihere,  the  type  of  spite, 

I1)e  jealous  owl  that  shuns  the  light. 

The  raven,  whose  prophetic  bill 

'Denounces  woe  and  mischief  still  ; 

The  vulture  hungry  to  devour, 

Though  gorged  and  glutted  ev'ry  hour  j 

With  these  confus'd  an  ugly  crew 
Of  harpies,  bats,  and  dragons  flew, 
With  talons  arm'd,  and  teeth,  and  stingi. 

The  air  was  darken 'd  with  their  wings. 

The  swain,  though  frighten 'd,  yet  drew  near, 

C>)mpa8sion  rose  in  place  of  fear  \  ^ 

He  to  the wnged  youth  began, — 

'*  Say,  are  you  mortal  and  of  nuin. 

Or  something  of  celestial  birth, 

Fr  m  Heaven  descended  to  the  Earth  ?*• 

"  lam  not  of  terestfial  kind," 

Quoth  Cupid,  "  nor  to  Earth  oonfin'd  : 

Heav'n  is  my  true  and^  proper  sphere. 

My  rest  and  happiness  are  there : 

Through  all  the  boundless  realms  of  light 

The  phoenix  wnits  upon  my  flight. 

With  other  birds  whose  names  are  known 

In  that  delightful  place  alone. 

But  Then  to  Earth  my  course  I  bend. 

At  once  they  leave  roe  and  ascend  *^ 

And  for  companions,  in  their  stead,^ 

Those  winged  monsters  there  succeed. 

Who  bov'Tnig  round  me  night  and  day, 

£x))ect  and  claim  me  as  their  prey." 

•*  Sir,"  quoth  the  shepherd,  "  if  you'll  try^ 
Your  arrows  soon  will  make  them  fly  ^ 
Or  if  they  b)rave  them  and  resist. 
My  sling  is  ready  to  assist. " 

*'  Incapable  of  wounds  and  ^ain,** 
Reply'dthe  winged  youth  agaiQ» 
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*•  Tboe  foMourwetpons  will  defy; 
Iminorta]  made,  they  never  die ; 
But  live  to  haunt  me  every  where, 
While  I  remain  within  their  sphers.** 

**  Sir,''  quoth  the  swain,  '*  might  I  advise, 
You  straight  sho«'d  gf-t  above  the  skies  i 
It  seems  indeed  your  only  way. 
For  nothing  here  is  worth  your  stay: 
Beside,  when  foes  like  these  molest, 
YoQ'il  find  bat  little  peace  or  rest*'' 


THE  SWAN  AND  OTHER  BIRDS. 

Each  candidate  for  public  fame 
Engages  10  a  desp'rate  game : 
His  labour  be  will  find  but  lost. 
Or  less  than  half  repaid  at  moat : 
To  prove  this  point  I  shall  not  thoose 
^Tbe  arguments  which  Stoics  use  ; 
'That  human  life  is  but  a  dream, 
And  few  things  in  it  what  they  seem  t 
That  praise  is  vain  and  little  worth, 
Ao  empty  bauble,  and  so  forth. 
ril  offer  one,  but  of  a  kind 
Not  half  so  subtil  and  rc&n*d ; 
Which,  when  the  I'est  are  out  of  sight, 
BAay  sometimes  chance  to  have  its  weight. 
The  man  who  sets  his  merits  high 
To  glitter  in  the  public  eye, 
Shou*d  have  defects  but  very  small^ 
Or  strictly  speaking,  none  at  all : 
For  that  success  which  spreads  his  fame, 
Provoketeach  envious  tongue  to  biame, 
And  makes  his  faults  and  filings  known 
Where'er  his  better  parts  are  shown. 

Upon  a  time,  as  poets  sing, 
The  birds  all  waited  on  their  king, 
His  hymeneal  rites  to  jprace; 
A  flow'ry  meadow  nas  the  place ; 
They  all  were  frolicsome  and  gay 
Amidst  the  pleasures  of  the  day. 
And  ere  the  festival  was  clos'd,' 
A  match  at  singing  was  propos'd ; 
The  queen  herself  a  wreath  prepar'd. 
Tube  the  conquerur's  reward  ; 
With  store  of  pinks  and  daisies  in  it. 
And  many  a  songster  try'd  tu  win  it. 
But  all  the  judges  soon  confest 
The  swan  superior  to  the  rfst. 
He  got  the  garland  from  the  bride, 
With  honour  and  applause  beside : 
A  tattling  goose,  with  envy  stung, 
•      Although  herself  she  ne'er  had  sung, 
Took  this  occasion  to  reveal 
What  swans  seem  studious  to  conceal. 
And,  skUl'd  in  satire's  artful  ways, 
Invective  introduc'd  with  praise. 

**  The  swan,*'  quoth  she,  **  upon  qiy  word. 
Deserves  appiause  from  ev'ry  bird : 
By  proof  his  charming  voice  you  know, 
His  feathers  soft  and  white  as  snow  ; 
And  if  jrou  saw  him  when  he  swims 
Majestic  on  the  silver  streams. 
He'd  seem  complete  in  all  respects : 
3ot  nothing  is  wiihout  defect*; 
For  that  is  true,  which  few  wou'd  think. 
His  legs  and  fte^  tMre  black  as  ink—'* 


«  As  black  as  ink  l-- if  tys  be  troe^ 
To  me  'tis  wonderftil  and  new," 
The  sov'reigoof  the  birds  reply  *d ; 
"  But  siion  the  truth  on't  shall  be  try'd. 
Sir,  show  your  limbs,  and  fer  my  s^e. 
Confute  at  once  thiit  Ibul  mistake. 
For  I'll  maintain,  and  I  am  right. 
That,  like  your  feathers,  they  are  white*^ 
'*  Sir,"  quoth  the  swan,  "  it  wou'd  be  f«ln 

For  me  a  falsehood  to  maintain ; 

My  legs  are  bla<:k,  and  proof  will  shov 

Beyond  dispute  that  they  are  so : 

But  if  I  had  not  got.  a  prize 

Which  glitters  much  in  some  folks  eyes, 

Not  half  the  birds  had  ever  known 

What  truth  npw  forces  me. to  own." 


TBE  LOFER  AND  BIS  FRIEND. 

7t>  ^^E  poBTs, 

'Tis  not  the  point  in  works  of  art 

With  care  to  furnish  every  part. 

That  each,  to  high  perfection  rais'd. 

May  draw  attention  and  be  prais'd. 

An  object  by  itself  respected. 

Though  all  the  others  were  neglected: 

Not  masters  only  this  can  do. 

But  many  a  vulgar  artibttoo : 

We  know  distinguish 'd  merit  most 

When  in  the  whole  the  parts  arc  lost. 

When  nothing  rises  up  to  shiue. 

Or  draw  us  from  the  chief  design. 

When  one  united  full  eflfcct 

Is  felt  before  we  can  reilect. 

And  mark  the  causes  that  conspire 

To  charm,  and  force  us  to  admire. 

This  is  indeed  a  master's  part. 

The  very  summit  of  his  art. 

And  therefore  w^en  ye  shall  rehearse 

To  friends  for  trial  of  your  verse, 

Mark  their  behaviour  and  their  way, 

Ai  much,  at  least,  aft  what  they  say ; 

If  they  seem  pleas'd,  and  yet  are  uiute. 

The  poem's  good  beyond  dispute ; 

But  when  th^y  babble  all  the  while. 

Now  praise  the  sense,  and  now  the  style, 

'Tis  plain  that  something  must  be  wrong, 

l^his  too  weak  or  that  too  strong. 

The  art  is  wanting  which  conveys 

Impressions  in  mysterious  ways. 

And  makes  us  from  a  whole  receive 

What  no  divided  parts  can  give : 

Fine  writing,  therefore,  seems  of  course 

Less  fit  to  please  at  first  than  worse. 

A  language  fitted  to  the  sense 

Will  hardly  pass  for  ekx^uence. 

One  feels  its  foree,  before  he  sees 

The  charm  which  gives  it  pow'r  to  please. 

And  ere  instructed  to  admire. 

Will  read  and  read  and  never  tire. 

But  when  the  style  is  of  a  kind 

Which  soars  and  leaves  the  sense  behind, 

'Tis  something  by  itself,  and  draws 

From  vulgar  judges  dull  applause ; 

They'll  yawn,  and  tell  you  as  you  read, 

'*  Those  lines  are  mtgbty  fine  indeed^'* 
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Bat  neirer  wilt  y«Ari^OTl»  partite 
At  any  time,  if  they  c«r  choote. 
'Us  not  the  thing  which  men  call  wit, 
Korcharaoters,  though  truly  hit, 
Kor  flowing  numbers  soft  or  strongs 
That  bean  the  raptm'il  wml  akng  ; 
Tit  something  of  a  diff*rent  kind, 
*TiB  all  those  skilfully  corabio'd. 
To  make  what  critics  call  a  whole, 
"Which  ravishes  and  diarms  the  souL 

Alexis,  by  fair  Celiacs  scorn    ■ 
To  grief  abandoned  and  fbrlofn. 
Had  sought  in  solitude  to  cover 
Kis  anguish,  like  a  hopeless  lover : 
With  bis  fond  passion  to  debate, 
Gay  Strephon  sought  his  rural  seat, 
And  found  him  with  the  shepherd's  plac*d 
Far  in  a  soIiUry  waste. — 

"  My  friend,"    quoth  he,  "  jrou're  much  to 
This  foolish  softness  quit  for  shame ;       [Mame ; 
Kor  fondly  doat  upon  a  woman, 
Whose  charms  are  nothing  motts  than  common* 
That  Celia's  handsome  1  agree. 
But  Clara's  handsomer  than  she : 
.  Euanthe's  wit,  which  all  commend^ 
Does  Celiacs  certahily  transcend  : 
Nor  can  you  find  the  least  preteifee 
With  Phebe's  to  compare  her  sense  ; 
VTith  better  taste  Belinda  dresses. 
With  truer  step  the  floor  she  presses  ; 
And  for  behaviour  soft  and  kind, 
Melissa  leaves  her  for  behrad : 
What  witchcraft  then  can  fix  the  chahi 
WhKh  makes  yon  suffer  her  disdainy 
And  not  attempt  the  manly  part 
To  set  at  liberty  your  heart  ? 
Make  but  one  struggle,  and  yonil  see 
That  m  a  hooment  you'll  be  ft«e." 

This  Strephon  nrg'd,  and  ten  tim«B  mot^ 
From  topics  often  tonch'd  before: 
In  vain  his  eloquence  he  try'd ; 
Alexis,  sighmg,  thus  reply'd : — 

*'  If  Clara's  handsome  and  a  toait, 
Tis^  the  merit  she  can  boast: 
Some  fome  Euanthe's  wit  has  gain'd^ 
Because  by  prudence  not  restrain'df 
Fhebe  I  own  is  wondrous  wise. 
She  never  act«  but  in  disguise : 
Belmda's  merit  all  confess 
Who  know  the  mystery  of  dress : 
But  poor  Melissa  on  the  score 
Of  mere  good-iiature  pleases  more : 
In  those  the  reigning  charm  appears 
Alone,  to  draw  our  eyes  and  ears, 
Ko  other  rises  by  its  side 
And  shines,  attention  to  dhrfde; 
Thus  seen  aldne  it  strikes  the  eye. 
As  something  exquis!te  and  htigb: 
But  in  my  Cdia  you  will  fitid 
Perfection  of  another  kind; 
Each  chaim  so  Artfolly  etprest 
As  still  to  mingle  with  the  rest : 
Averse  and  shuhttinK  to  be  kno#n. 


THE  RAXE  ANB  71JE  BBItMtT. 

AVouTH,  a  pupil  of  the  town. 
Philosopher  and  aAheist  grown. 
Benighted  once  upon  the  nad. 
Found  out  a  Bermit's  lene  abode. 
Whose  hospitality  in  need 
Reliev'd  the  trav'lerand  his  steed. 
For  both  suflicieatly  were  tir^. 
Well  drench*d  in  ditches  and  bemii'db 
Hunger  the  first  attention  claims  | 
Upon  the  coals  a  rasher  flames. 

Dry  crusts,  and  liquor  something  stale^ 

Were  added  to  make  up  a  meal ; 

At  which  our  trav'ler  as  he  sat. 

By  intervals  began  te  chat — 
« 'Tis  odd,"  quoth  he,  **  to  think  what  flnhif 

Of  folly  govern  some  folks'  brains : 

What  makes  yoa  efaoese  this  wHd  abode  } 

You'll  say,  ^  to  converse  with  God : 

Alas,  I  foar,  tis  all  a  whhn; 

You  never  saw  or  spoke  with  him. 

They  talk  of  Providence's  p6w*r. 

And  say  it  rules  us  every  hour; 

To  me  all  nature  seems  eonfosion. 

And  such  weak  fondes  mere  dehisioa. 

Say,  if  it  rul'd  and  govem'd  right, 

Coo'd  there  be  such  a  thing  as  night  $ 

Which,  when  the  Son  has  left  the  skiea» 

Puts  all  things  in  a  deep  Asguise  ? 

If  then  a  trav'ler  chance  to  stray 

The  least  step  foom  the  public  way. 

He's  soon  in  endless  mases  lost. 

As  I  have  found  it  to  my  cost. 

Besides,  the  gkram  which  natore  wears. 

Assists  imaginary  foars 

Of  gboets  and  goblins  firom  the  waves 

Of  solph'rous  lakes,  and  srawning  gravies^ 

All  spning  from  superstitions  seed. 

Like  other  maxims  of  the  creed. 

For  my  part,  I  reject  the  tales 

Which  foith  suggests  when  reason  &ib; 

And  reason  nothing  understands. 

Unwarranted  by  eyes  and  hands. 

These  subtle  essences,  like  wind, 

Which  some  hsrve  dreamt  of  and  cafl  miod« 

It  ne'er  admits;  nor  joms  the  lie 

Which  says  men  rot,  but  never  die. 

It  holds  all  ftitnre  things  in  doubt. 

And  therefore  wisely  l^ves  them  ont ; 

Suggesting  what  is  worth  our  care. 

To  take  things  present  as  they  are, 

Our  wisest  course :  the  rest  is  folly, 

The  fruit  of  spleen  and  melancholy. '^^ 

'<  Sir,"  quoth  the  hermit,  «  I  agree 
That  reason  still  our  guide  shou'd  be : 
And  will  adrak  her  as  the  test. 
Of  what  is  true  and  what  is  best : 
But  reason  sure  wou'd  Mush  for  shame 
At  what  yen  mentkni  in  her  name ; 
Her  dictates  are  sublime  and  hely : 
Impiety's  the  child  of  folly : 
Reason  with  measutM  steps^nd  slow 
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Shou*d  miss  a  Go4  in  Tiewing  naliiTe  : 
"Whosfi  high  perfectiofis  wre  di^ay'd 
Id  ev'rj  thing  bis  h^ods  have  imde : 
E?*n  when  we  think  their  traces  lott^ 
When  found  again,  we  i«e  them  mott; 
The  night,  itadf  which  you  would  blaaa 
A»  tofnethhig  wrong  in  oalure's  6ama» 
Is  but  a  curtain  to  hivett 
Her  weary  children,  when  at  reit : 
Like  that  which  mothers  draw  to  keep 
The  light  off  from  a  child  asleep. 
Beside,  thefears  which  ^rkness  breadi* 
At  least  augments,  in  vulgar  heads. 
Are  far  from  useless,  when  the  "mind 
Is  narraw  and  to  Earth  confin*d ; 
They  make  the  wonUmg  think  with  pain 
On  frauds  and  oaths  and  ill  got  gain ; 
.f^sroelroin  the  nif^an^  hand  the  ktiUb 
Just  raised  against  his  neighbour's  lifb  ; 
And  in  defence  of  virtue's  cause 
Assist  each  sanction  of  the  laws* 
But  souls  serene,  where  wisdom  disellt 
And  superstitious  draad  eapals^ 
The  silent  majesty  of  nif^t 
Excites  to  take  a  nobler  flight ; 
With  sainta  and  angels  to  aKpton 
The  wonders  of  creating  pow'r  s 
And  lifts  of>  contemplation's  wingt 
Above  the  sphere  of  nwrtal  things : 
Walk  forth  and  tread  those  dfwy  plalai 
Where  night  in  awful  sUanoe  leigns  | 
The  sky's  serene,  the  air  ia  still. 
The  woods  stand  list'ning  onaaeh  kill. 
To  catch  the  sounds  that  sink  and  smell 
Wide-tbatiag  from  the  ev'fiii^  bell, 
•  While  foxes  howl  and  beetles  hum. 
Sounds  which  make  silence  still  OMiiip  donih : 
And  try  if  ^ly  rash  and  nide 
Bsres  on  the  sacred  hour  intrude. 
Then  turn  your  eyes  to  Heav'n'a  bfoadAatte, 
Attempt  to  quote  those  lights  by  name. 
Which  shine  so  thick  and  spraad  so  far  ; 
Conceive  a  ann  in  every  star. 
Round  which  unnumber'4  planeCaiolU 
While  comets  shoot  albwait  the  whole. 
FnNn  system  still  >to  system  caning* 
Their  varioas  benefits  exchanging. 
And  shakjqg  fnMn  their  flaming  hair 
The  things  most  needed  e^^iry  whose. 
Expferethiai^lorioossucne,  and  say 
That  night  discovers  less  than  day  ( 
That 'tis  quite  useless,  and  a  sign 
Thatchance  disposes,  not  design: 
Whoe'er  maintains  it,  I'll  prenauy 
Him  either  mad»  or  else  a  dunce. 
For  reason,  though 'tis  far  from  ataoog. 
Will  soon  find  out  that  nothing's  wiOBg» 
From  signs  and  evidences  clear 
Of  wise  coBlrivanoe  every  wbese." 

The  hermit  ended,  and  the  youth 
Became  a  convert  to  the  truth; 
At  least,  heyielded,  andconiest 
ThataU  wasovderid  for  the  best. 


PHEBUS  AND  THE  SffBKBHD. 

I  cAjmoTthiiMt  hutmoreov.less 
^>MiM|itAlw|n9H 


I  That  envy,  pMjudioe,  and  spite. 
Will  never  sink  a  genius  quite. 
Fjcperience  shows  beyond  a  doubt 
That  worth,  though  ckxided,  will  shkw  our 
The  second  name  for  epic  song. 
First  classic  of  the  English  tongue. 
Great  BTilton,  when  he  first  appeared. 
Was  ill  receiv'd  and  coldly  heard: 
In  vam  did  fooHon  damn  those  lays 
Which  all  posterity  shall  praise : 
Is  Drjrden  or  his  mrks  furgot, 
For  all  that  Bnckmgham  has  wrote  * 
The  peer's  sharp  satire,  charg'd  withseaei^ 
Gives  pleasure  at  no  one's  eapeusc : 
The  hard  and  critic,  both  inspir'd 
By  Phebos,  shall  be  still  admir'd  : 
lis  true  that  censure,  right  or  wrang. 
May  hurt  at  first  the  nohlest  song. 
And  fbr  a  while  defioatthe  claim 
Which  any  writer  has  to  fhme : 
A  mere  hook^merchant  with  his  tools 
Can  sway  with  ease  the  herd  of  fools. 
Who  on  a  moderate  computation 
Are  ten  to  one  in  every  nation. — 
'*  Your  s^e  is  stiff— your  periods  halt-^ 
In  every  line  appears  a  fhultr* 
The  plot  and  incidents  ill  sorted—* 
No  single  character  supported— 
Yo^r  similes  wiH  scarce  apply; 
The  whole  misshapen,  dark  and  dry.— '^ 
A^l  this  will  pass,  and  gain  its  end 
On  the  best  poem  e'er  was  peanM  t 
But  when  the  first  assaults  are  o'er. 
When  fops  and  witlings  prate  no  moi«. 
And  when  your  works  are  quite  forgot 
By  all  who  praise  or  Uame  by  rote : ' 
Without  self-interest,  spleen,  or  hate. 
The  men  of  sense  dedde  yourfhte: 
Their  judgment  stands,  and  what  they  say 
Gains  greater  credit  ev'ry  day; 
Till  groundless  pr^udicespait, 
IVue  merit  has  its  due  at  last 
The  hackney  scribblers  of  the  town. 
Who  were  the  first  to  write  you  doing 
Their  malice  chang'd  to  admiration 
Promote  your  growing  reputation. 
And  to  excess  oif  praise  proceed ; 
But  this  scarce  happens  till  you^re  dead. 
When  fame  for  genius,  wit,  and  skill. 
Can  do  you  neither  good  nor  ill ; 
Yet,  ifyou  would  not  be  forgot. 
They'll  help  to  keep  yoqr  name  afloat 

An  aged  cwain  that  us'd  to  feed 
His  fiock  upon  a  mountain's  head, 
Drew  crouds  of  shepherds  from  each  hiH, 
To  hear  and  profit  by  his  skill ; 
For  ev'iy  simple  of  the  rock. 
That  can  offend  or  cure  a  flock. 
He  us'd  to  mark,  and  knew  its  pqw'r 
In  stem  and  foliage,  root  and  flow'r. 
Beside  all  this,  he  cou'd  foretel 
Both  rain  and  sunshine  passing  well ; 
By  deep  sagacity  he'd  mid, 
The  future  shiflmgs  of  the  wind ; 
And  guess  more  shrewdly  ev'ry  year 
If  mutton  wou'd  be  cheap  or  dear* 
To  tell  his  skill  in  every  art, 
Of  which  he  understood  a  part. 
His  sage  advice  was  wrapt  in  tales. 
Which  oft  persuade  when  reason  foils.   * 
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To  do  tiinf  jnstJQf  trexy  whert 

WouM  take  more  time  than  1  can  spare. 

And  therefore  now  shall  only  toach 

Upon  a  fact  which  atitbors  Tonch ; 

That  Phebiui  oft  wou'd  condescend 

To  treat  this  shepherd  like  a  friend  3 

Oft  when  t,he  solar  chariot  past. 

Provided  he  was  not  in  haste, 

He'd  leave  hii  steeds  to  take  froA  4>rei<tb, 

And  crop  ihe  herbnge  of  the  faaatb  5 

While  with  the  swain  a  tnm  or  two 

He'd  take,  asJandlords  nseto  do, 

WheOf  sick  of  finer  folHs  in  towBt 

They  fin<)  amusement  in  a  clown; 

One  morning  when  the  god  alighted, 

His  winged  rteeds  look'd  wild  and  frighted  j 

The  whip  it  seems  had  not  been  idle, 
^  One'K  traces  bfoke,  anothet's  bridle : 

All  (bur  were  sw^^chM  in  very  part^ 

Like  common  jadies  that  draw  a  cart. 

Whose  sidei  and  haiwches  all  along 

Show  iheju^t  measure  of  tbe  thong. 
"  Why,  what's  the  matter,"  quoth  the  iwaio, 

««  My  lord,  it  gives  your  servant  paui  f 

Sure  some  oflV^ioe  is  in  the  case^ 
I  read  it  plainly  In  your  foce.^ 

*'  Offence,'* quoth  Phebus,  vez*d  and  heated ; 
"Tisone  indeed  and  oft  repeated: 
Since  first  I  drove  through  Heuv'n's  highway. 
That's  before  yesterday  you'll  say, 

The  envious  clouds  in  league  with  night 

Conspire  to  intercept  my  light; 

Ra\ik  vapours  breath 'd  froin  putrid  lakeff. 

The  streaots  of  common-sew 'ra  and  jakes. 
Which  under^gronnd  sbou'd  be  ctinfin'd. 
Nor  suffered  to  pollute  the  wind ; 
Kscap'd  in  air  by  various'  ways. 
Extinguish  or  divert  my  nyti. 
Oft  in  tbe  morning,  when  my  steeds 
Above  tbe  ocean  lift  their  beads. 
And  when  I  hope  to  see  my  beams 
Far  glittering  on  the  woods  and  streams^ 
A  ridge  of  lazy  clouds  that  sleep 
Upon  the  surface  of  the  deep, 
Receive  at  once  and  wrap  me  round 
In  fogs  exUnguish'd  half  and  drawn'd^ 
But  mark  my  purpose,  and  by  Styx 
Fm  not  soon  alter'd  when  I  fix  i 
|f  things  are  suffered  at  this  pass, 
ril  fiih-ly  turn  my  nags  to  grass : 
No  morethi*  idle  round  Til  dance> 
But  let  all  nature  take  :U  chance." 

**  If,"quo^h  the  shepherd,  <*  it  were  fit 
To  argue  with  the  god  of  wit, 
I  ooifA  a  circumstance  suggest 
That  wou'd  alleviate  things  at  leasC 


Those  watry  mfrrors  send  yotfr  Figfit 

In  streams  amidst  the  shades  of  night : 

Thns  lengthening  out  your  rei^n  much  mortf 

Than  they  had  shorten 'd  it  before. 

As  this  is  so,  I  roust  maintain 

You've  little  reason  to  complain : 

Por  when  the  matter's  understood, 

The  ill  seems  balanc'd  by  the  good  ; 

Theonly  difference  in  the  case 

h  that  the  mischief  first  takes  place. 

The  compensation  when  you're  gone^ 

!«  rather  wmewhat  late,  I  own  : 

But  since  'tis  so,  you'll  own  'tis  fit 

To  make  the  best  on*t,  and  submit.*' 


THE  BREEZE  AND  THE  TEMPESf* 

That  nation  boasts  a  happy  late 

Whose  prince  is  good  as  well  as  great. 

Calm  peaee  at  home  with  plenty  reigns^ 

The  bw  its  proper  course  obtains; 

Abroad  the  public  is  respected, 

Ami  all  its  int' rests  are  {>rdtected  : 

Hut  when  his  getiios,  weak  or  strong. 

Is  by  ambition  pointed  wrong, 

When  private  greatness  has  pofisess'd 

In  place  of  public  good  his  breast, 

Tiscertam,  and  Til  prove  it  true. 

That  every  mischief  must  ensue. 

On  some  pretence  a  war  is  made, 
he  citizen  must  change  his  trade  ; 

His  steers  the  husbandman  unyok^ 

The  shepherd  too  innst  quit  his  flocln^ 

His  harmless  life  and  honest  gain. 

To  1061;  to  marder,  atid  be  slain : 

The  fields,  once  firuitful,  yield  no  more 

Their  yearly  produce  as  t>efbre : 

Eaeb  useful  pluit  neglected  dies. 

While  idle  wieeds  liccntioas  rise 

Unnumbered,  to  nturp  the  land 

Where  yellow  harvests  us^d  to  stand. 

I<ean  fiunine  soon  in  course  succeeds  ; 

Diseases  (bIIow  as  she  leads. , 

No  infant  bands  at  ck)se  of  day 

In  ev'ry  village  sport  and  play. 

The  streets  tire  tbrong'd  with  orphans  dying 

For  want  of  bread,  and  widows  crying : 

Fierce  rapine  walks  abroad  nnchain'd, 

By  civil  ordor  not  restrain'd  : 

Without  regard  to  right  and  wrong. 

The  weak  are  m.inr'd  by  the  strong  j 

The  hungry  month  but  rarely  tastes 

The  fatt'ning  food  which  riots  wasted. 
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^od  prove  raeecnfitl  in  «  coone 
Of  bsd  designs,  and  actioiu  wone, 
^oncc  m  demi-god  he  grows. 
And,  iiioeii8>d  both  in  vene  and  prose. 
Becomes  the  idol  of  mankind  ; 
Though  to  what's  good  he's  weak  and  blind ; 
Approv'd,  applauded,  and  respected. 
While  better  miers  are  neglected. 
Where  Shotts's  airy  tops  divide 
Fair  Lothian  from  the  vale  of  Clyde, 
A  tempest  from  the  east  and  north 
-  Fraught  with  the  vapours  of  the  Forth, 
In  passing  to  the  Irish  seas, 
Once  chanc'd  to  meet  the  western  breeze. 
The  tempest  hail'd  him  with  a  roar, 
**  Make  haste  and  clear  the  way  before ; 
No  paltry  lephyr  must  pretend 
To  stand  before  me.  or  contend : 
Bqpooe,  or  in  a  whirlwind  tost 
Your  weak  existence  will  be  lost " 

The  tempest  thus : — ^The  breeze  reply'd, 
**  If  both  our  merits  shou'd  be  try*d. 
Impartial  justice  wou'd  decree 
That  you  shou'd  yield  the  way  to  me." 

At  this  the  tempest  rav'd  and  stormed, 
Grew  black  and  ten  times  more  deform'd. 
*'  What  <|nalities,"  quoth  he,  "  of  thine. 
Vain  flaU'ring  wind,  can  equal  mine  ? 
Breath'd  from  some  river,  lake,  or  bog, 
Your  rise  at  first  is  in  a  fot?; 
And  creeping  slowly  o^er  the  meads 
Scarce  stir  the  willows  or  the  reeds ; 
While  those  that  fed  you  hardly  know 
The  certain  part  from  which  3rou  blow. 
From  Earth's  deep  womb,  the  child  of  fire. 
Fierce,  active,  vigorous »  Kkemysire, 
I  rush  to  light  ^  the  mountains  quake 
With  dread,  and  all  their  foresU  shake : 
The  globe  itself  convuU'd  and  torn. 
Feels  peogs  unusual  when  I'm  bom : 
Kow  firee  in  air,  with  sov'reign  sway 
I  rule,  and  all  the  clouds  obey: 
Ftom  east  to  west  my  pow'r  extends. 
Where  day  begins  and  where  it  ends : 
And  from  Bootes  downwards  hr. 
Athwart  the  track  of  ev'ry  star. 
Through  me  the  polar  deep  disdains 
To  sleep  in  winter's  frosty  chains ; 
But  mus'd  to  rage,  indignant  heaves 
Huge  rocks  of  ice  upon  iis  waves ; 
White  dread  tomadiDs  lift  on  high 
The  broad  Atlantic  to  the  sky. 
I  rule  the  elemental  roar, 
And  strew  with  shipwrecks  ev'ry  shore : 
Nor  lees  at  land  my  pow'r  is  known 
From  Zembla  to  the  burning  zone. 
I  bring  Tartarian  frosts  to  lull 
The  bloom  of  summer  ;>  when  I  will 
Wide  desolation  doth  appear 
To  i^ngle  and  confound  the  year : 
From  cloudy  Atlas  wrapt  in  night. 
On  Barca's  sultry  pbins  1  light. 
And  make  at  once  the  desert  rise 
In  dusty  whiriwinds  to  the  skies ; 
Ib  vain  the  trav'ler  turns  hissteed. 
And  shuns  lue  with  his  utmost  speed; 
I  overtake  him  as  he  flies, 
Cerblown  he  struggles,  pants,  and  diet. 
Where  some  proud  city  lifts  in  air 
lt»tpirM»  I  nuMbe  a  ^Mfit  bwre; 


And  when  I  choose,  for  past!ijae*s  sakt. 
Can  with  a  mountain  shift  a  lake ; 
The  Nile  himself,  at  my  (iommand. 
Oft  hides  his  head  beneath  the  tend, 
And  midst  dry  d«^sects  blown  and  tost. 
For  many  a  sultry  league  is  lost 
All  this  I  do  with  perfeict  ease. 
And  can  repeat  whene'er  I  please : 
What  merit  makes  you  then  pretend 
With  roe  to  argue  and  contend, 
When  all  you  boast  of  force  or  skill 
Is  scarce  enough  to  turn  a  mill. 
Or  help  the  swain  to  clear  his  mm, 
The  servile  tasks  for  which  you're  bora  ?•» 

"  Sir,"  quoth  the  breeze,  "  if  force  alont 
Must  pass fotr  merit,  I  have  none; 
At  least  Pll  readily  confess 
That  yours  is  greater,  mine  is  less. 
But  merit  rightly  understood 
Consists  alone  in  doing  good ; 
And  therefore  you  yourself  must  see 
That  preference  is  due  to  me : 
I  /"annot  boast  to  rule  the  slcies 
Like  you,  and  make  the  ooean  rise, 
Nor  e'er  with  shipwrecks  slrew  Ihe  shore. 
For  wives  and  orphans  to  deplore.  , 
Mine  is  the  happier  ta^k,  to  please 
The  mariner,  and  smooth  the  seas. 
And  wafl  him  safe  from  foreign  harms 
To  bless  hifi  consort's  longing  arms. 
With  you  I  boast  not  to  confound 
The  seasoni  in  their  annual  round. 
And  marr  that  harmony  in  nature 
That  comforts  ev'ry  living  creature. 
But  oftfirom  warmer  climes  I  bring 
Soft  airs  to  introduce  the  spring ; 
With  genial  heat  unlock  the  soil. 
And  urge  the  ploughman  to  his  toil : 
I  bid  the  opening  blooms  unfold 
Their  streaks  of  purple,  blue  and  gold. 
And  waft  their  fragrance  to  impart 
That  new  delight  to  ev'ry  heart. 
Which  makes  the  shepherd  all  day  long 
To  carrol  sweet  his  vernal  song : 
The  summer's  sultry  heat  to  cool, 
From  ev'ry  river,  lake  and  pool, 
I  skim  fre^h  airs.    The  tawny  swain, 
Who  turns  at  noon  the  furrow'd  plain, 
Befresh'd  and  trusting  in  my  aid. 
His  task  pursues  and  scoras  the  shade : 
And  ev'n  on  Afric's  sultry  coast. 
Where  such  immense  exploits  you  boast, 
I  blow  to  cool  the  panting  flocks 
'Midst  deserts  brown  and  sun-burat  rocks, 
And  health  and  vigour  oft  supply 
To  such  as  languish,  faint  and  die : 
Those  humbler  offices  you  nam'd« 
To  own  I'll  never  be  asham'd, 
With  twenty  others  that  conduce 
To  public  good  or  private  use. 
The  meanest  of  them  far  outweighs 
The  whole  amount  of  all  your  praise^ 
If  to  give  happiness  and  joy. 
Excels  the  talent  to  destroy." 

The  tempest,  that  till  now  bad  lent 
Attentioa|o  the  argument,  ^ 

Agam  began  (his  patience  lost) 
To  rage,  to  threaten,  huff  and  boast : 
Since  reason  fail'd,  resolv'd  in  course    - 
The  quettioD  W  decide  by  forc^ 
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And  his  wetk  oppcMitetebmyc— 
Tbe^  breeze  retreated  to  «  cave 
To  shelter,  till  the  ragiqg  Mast 
Had  spent  its  fiuy  and  was  past* 


THE  CROfF  JND  TBE  OTBEH 
BIRDS. 

coirrAnfiiiQ  ak  useful  hint  to  the  ciitics. 
Iff  ancient  times,  tradition  says, 
When  birds  like  men  would  strive  ibr  praise^ 
The  bullflnch,  nightingale,  and  thrush, 
With  all  that  chant  from  tree  or  bush, 
Wou'd  often  meet  in  song  to  vie ; 
The  kinds  that  sing  not,  sittii^  by. 
A  knavish  crow,  it  seems,  had  got 
The  nack  to  criticise  by  rote ; 
He  understood  each  learned  phrase. 
As  well  as  critics  now-a-days: 
Some  say,  he  learned  them  from  an  owl. 
By  listening  where  he  taught  a  schooL 
n^is  strange  to  tell,  this  subtil  creature, 

t, 
art. 


WILKIBI  FDEMS. 


A  cloud  approaching  in  the  wind. 

And  ravens  hardly  can  refrain 

From  croaku^  when  they  think  of  rain; 

His  wonted  song  he  sung :  the  blunder 

Amaz'd  and  scar'd  them  worse  than  thun4er; 

For  no  one  thought  so  harsh  a  note 

Cou*d  ever  sound  from  any  throat ; 

They  all  at  first  with  route  surprise 

Each  on  his  neighbonrtum'd  his  eyes : 

But  scorn  sucpeeding  soon  took  placa^ 

And  might  be  read  in  ev'ry  face. 

All  this  the  raven  saw  with  pain. 

And  strove  )4s  credit  to  regain. 

Quoth  he,  '*  The  solo  which  ye  heatd 
In  public  shou'd  not  have  appeared  ; 
The  trifle  of  an  idle  hour. 
To  ploase  my  mistress  once  when  sour : 
My  voice,  that^s  somewhat  rough  and  strong, 
Might  chance  the  ^lelody  to  wrong. 
But,  try'd  by  rules,  you'll  find  the  gprounds. 
Most  perfect  and  hannonious  sounds.'^— ^ 
He  reaion'd  thus  2  but  tn  his  tmuhlc*. 


Mid-Lothian,  the  sett  of  tll6  cipitel*  tW 
style  is  precisely  that  of  the  Tulga/  Sootch ; 
and  that  the  matter  might  be  suitable  to  it,  1 
chose  for  the  sulgeot  a  littje  story  adapted  to 
the  ideas  6f  peasants.  It  is  a  tale  oommoirfy 
tojd  in  Scotland  among  the  ooontry  people; 
and  may  be  looked  u|M>n  asof  thekindof  Ihoae 
aniles  fabelle,  in  which  Horace  obMrves  his 
country  neighboors  were  afyiMtomed  to  < 
vey  their  rustic  philoaophy. 

A  canny  man  *  will  scarce  provoke 

Ae  »  creature  livin,  for  a  joke ; 

For  be  they  weak  or  be  they  strange, 

A  jibe  s  leaves  after  it  a  stang* 

To  mak  them  think  on*t ;  and  a  land? 

May  find  a  begffer  sae  prepared, 

Wi  pawks  •  and  wiles,  whar  prth  9  is  wantiiv 

As  soon  will  mak  him  rue  his  tauntin. 
Ye  hae  my  moral,  if  am  able 

All  fit  it  nicely  wi  a  fable. 

A  hare,  ae  morning,  chanc'd  to  see 
A  partan  creepin  on  a  lee »«, 
A  fishwife  «•  wha  was  early  oot 
Had  drapt  '*  the  creature  thereaboot 
Mawkin  ■'  bumbas*d  *4and  fKghted  sair  ^ 
To  see  a  thing  but  hide  and  hair'^ 
Which  if  it  8tur*d  not  might  be  taen  *9 
Fornaething  ither  than  astane  **. 
A  squunt-wise  «>,  wambling>»  sair  beset 
Wi  gerse  and  rashes  >'  like  a  net, 


■  A  eanny  man]  A  canny  man  signifies  naarif 
the  same  thing  as  a  prudent  man :  but  when  t^ 
Sootch  say  that  a  person  is  noi  canny,  they  maim 
not  that  they  are  imprudent,  but  mis^ieveiiia 
and  dangerous.  If  the  term  n»t  tanny  b  applied 
to  persons  without  being  eiplained,  it  chiurgee 
them  with  sorcery  and  witchcraft. 

»^e]    One. 

*  Strang]  Strong.  The  SooCdi  almost  always 
turn  0  in  the  syllable  ong,  into  a.  In  place  of 
longi  they  si^  long ;  in  place  of  $mgt,  tangs ;  ae 
here  ttrang,  for  strong. 

i  A  jibe]    A  satirical  jest 

*  Stang]    Sting. 

1  Lairtt]    A  gentleman  of  an  estate  in  land. 

*  Pawkt]    StraUgems. 

*  Pith]    Strength. 

■*  Lee]  A  piece  of  groond  let  run  into  giaaa 
for  pasture. 

"  FmA»(/>]  a  woman  thats  sells  fish.  It  is 
to  be  observed  that  the  Scotch  always  use  the 
word  woman. 

«•  Drt^t]  Dropt. 

*<  AfovAm]  A  cant  name  for  a  hare,  like  that 
of  Reynard  for  a  fox,  or  Grimalkin  for  a  cat,  ^c. 

>4  Bumbas'd'}    Astonished. 

'>  Sair]    Sore.     I  shall  observe,  once  for  »ll 
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First  thought  to  ria  « «br*t ;  (for  bikind 
A  hare's  nae  fechter  **,  ye  maun  mind  '4) 
But  seeing,  that  wi  «  aw  its  strength 
It  f -arcc  cou'd  creep  a  tether  length*^ 
'Ihe  harp  grew  bauldei  *7  and  cam  near, 
Turn'd  playsome,  and  forgat  her  fear. 
Quoth  Mawkin,  ««  Was  there  ere  in  natnre 
S«e  feckless  ■•  and  sae  poor  a  creature  ?     • 
It  scarcely  kens  •».  or  am  mistaen, 
The  way  to  gang  *>or  stand  its  lane»«. 
See  how  itsteitters^*;  all  be  bond  » 
To  rin  a  mile  of  up-hill  grund 
Before  it  gels  a  rig-braid  frae  »•*' 
The  place  its  in,  though  do<»n  thcbnic»." 

Mawkin  wi  tliis  began  to  frisk, 
And  thinkin  ••  there  was  little  rii, 
Claptbaith  her  feet  on  Parian's  back. 
And  tum'd  hira  awald  «  in  a  crack. 
To  «c  the  creature  sprawl,  her  sport 
Grew  twice  as  good,  y«t  prov'd  but  short 
Por  patting  wi  her  fSti*,  in  play, 
Jostwhar  the  Partan's  nippers  lay, 
He  gript  it  &8t,  which  made  her  squeel. 
And  think  she  bourded  »  wi  the  deil 
^strave  to  rin,  and  miidc  a  fistle : 
The  thhar  catchM  a  tough  bur  thristle<* : 

'"'•el  e  which  comes  in  place  of  a  is  by  a  meta- 
thesis put  between  the  consonants  g  and  r 
iuf  ten  the  sound. 
fM     Ran. 


to 


•>  Fechter^    Fighter. 
^  Ye  maun  mind^    T 
•>  m  o»]    With  all. 


Ton  most  remember. 
.         -    all. 
*  A  tether  length]    The  length  of  a  r6pc  used 
to  confine  cattle  when  they  pasture  to  a  particu- 
larspot. 

^  Boulder']    Bolder. 
/•Feckieu]      Feeble.     Feekful  and  feckless 
»furfy  strong  and  weak,  I  suppose  from  the  Terb 
w  rfcet. 

•»  Kens,  or  am  mistaen]    Knows,  or  I  am  in  a 
KB^^ake. 

«•  Gang}    Ga 

»•  {f'fanO,  Alone,  or  withont  assistance. 

«  ^»*f^'^  Walks  iu  a  weak  stumbling  way. 

w  -Ji/6e6iina]    I  will  be  bound, 
fJZ     I'^o*^*'  •^*'**3    The  breadth  of  a  ridge 

»  J"-?!*'^  about  four  fathoms. 
^^ra^J  An  ascent  or  descent     It  Is  worth 
^r,^  that  the  Scotch  when  they  mention  a 

bSTif^  '  JLir*  '^«««".«n<J  a  WW  if  great; 
^Iita2J?^H^'?'3^  o'^^  sideof either,  the^ 
Seai^'  r?^**  » probably  a  comipUoo  of 
^^^g^w^^,  acoonUng  to  theSnalogy 


^°»«»t»oed  befcrB. 


When  polysylUibles 
ueg- 


»enDiMtein^^,thr«;"fV   "^^^^  Po^ywyll 
fe«tbe^,whifhl^,^^   almost  always 

khffliina,e»a«7l.  T****«ny  pcrsoois  to 


I   m 
tttaek 


Which  held  them  baith,  till  o'er  a  dvke 
A  herd  caoje  stendiiig  «•  wi  his  tykfc*% 
And  AIIM  puor  Mawkin«  sairly  rueen. 
Whan  furc'd  to  drink  of  her  aiu  bra  win**. 
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**  HssB  take  your  papers."— '* Have  y»u  look'd 

themo'er?" 
"Yes,  half  a  dozen  times,  I  think,  or  more." 
*«  And  will  they  pass  ?*'— «*They»ll  serve  but  for  a 

day; 
Pew  books  can  now  do  more :  you  know  the  way; 
A  trifle's  puffd  till  one  edition's  sold, 
In  half  a  week  at  most  a  book  grows  old. 
The' penny  tum'd  's  the  only  point  in  view. 
So  ev'ry  thing  will  pass  if  'tis  but  new."— . 

•*  By  what  you  say  I  easily  can  guess 
You  rank  me  with  the  drudges  for  the  press  ; 
Who  from  their  garrets  show'r  Pindarics  down. 
Or  plaintive  elegies  to  lull  the  town." — 

•*  You  take  me  wrong :  I  only  meant  to  say. 
That  ev'ry  book  that 's  new  will  have  its  day; 
The  best  no  more :  for  books  are  seldom  read  ; 
The  worfd  's  grown  dull,  and  publishing,  a  trade. 
Were  this  not  so,  cou'd  Ossian's  deathless  strain^ 
Of  high  heroic  times  the  sole  remains. 
Strains  which  display  perfections  to  our  view. 
Which  polish'd  Greece  and  Italy  ne'er  knew. 
With  modem  epics  share  one  common  lot^ 
This  day  applauded  and  the  next  forgot  ?" 

**  Enough  of  this ;  to  put  the  question  plain. 
Will  men  of  sense  and  taste  approve  my  strain  ? 
Will  my  old-fashion'd  sense  anid  comic  ease  . 
With  better  judges  have  a  chance  to  please  ?" 

'The  question's  plain,but  hard  to  be  resolv'd ; 
One  little  less  important  can  be  solv'd : 
I'he  men  of  sense  and  taste,  believe  it  true, 
Will  ne'er  to  living  authors  give  their  due. 
They  're  candidates  for  fame  in  diflTient  ways ; 
One  writes  romances  and  another  plays, 
A  third  prescribes  you  rules  for  writing  well. 
Yet  bursts  with  envy  if  you  shou'd  excel. 
Through  all  fame's  walks,  the  college  and  th« 

court. 
The  field  of  combat  and  the  field  of  sport ; 
The  stage,  the  pulpit,  senate-house  and  bar. 
Merit  with  merit  lives  at  constant  war." 

**  All  who  can  judge  affect  not  public  fame  ; 
Of  those  that  do  the  paths  are  not  tiie  same : 
A  grave  historian  hardly  needs  to  fear 
The  rival  glory  of  a  sonnettet.-r : 
The  deep  philosopher,  who  turns  mankind 
Quite  inside  outwards,  and  dissects  the  mind, 
Woii'd  look  but  whimsical  and  strangely  out. 
To  grudge  some  quack  his  treatise  on  the  gout"— ^  , 

superfluous  consonants  to  roughefc  the  sound, 
when  such  sounds  are  more  agreeable  to  the 
nxigbness  of  the  thing  represented. 
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"  Hold,  bolO,  mj  friend,  all  this  I  know,  mnd 
more; 
An  ancient  bard  *  has  told  us  long  before ; 
And  by  examples  easily  deci<Ied, 
That  folks  of  the  same  trades  are  most  divided. 
But  folks  of  difiPrent  trades  t1>at  hunt  for  fome 
Are  constant  rivals,  and  their  ends  the  same  3 
It  needs  do  proof,  you*ll  readily  confess. 
That' merit  envies  merit  more  or  less: 
The  passion  riiles  alike  in  those  who  share 
Of  public  reputation,  or  despair. 
Varrus  has  knowledge,  humour,  taste,  and  sense, 
Cou'd  purchase  laurels  at  a  small  expense ; 
But  wise  ai^d  leamM,  and  eloquent  in  vain» 
He  sleeps  at  ease  in  pleasure's  silken  chain  : 
Will  Varrus  help  you  to  the  Muse's  crown, 
Which,  but  for  indolence,  might  be  his  own  ? 
Timon  with  art  and  industry  aspires 
To  fame;  the  world  applauds  him,  and  admires: 
Timon  has  sense,  and  will  not  blame  a  line 
He  knows  is  good,  from  envy  or  design : 
Some  gen'ral  praise  he  *ll  carelessly  express. 
Which  just  amounts  to  none,  and  sometimes  less: 
But  if  his  penetrating  sense  should  spy 
Such  beauties  as  escape  a  vulgar  eye. 
So  finely  couch'd,  their  value  to  enhance. 
That  all  are  pleas'd,  yet  think  they're  pleas'd  by 

chance ; 
Rather  than  blab  such  secrets  to  the  throng. 
He'd  lose  a  finger,  or  bite  ofi*  his  tongue. 
Karcissus  is  a  beau,  but  not  an  ass. 
He  likes  your  works,  but  most  bis  looking-glaas ; 
Will  he  to  serve  you  quit  his  favourite  care. 
Turn  a  book-pedant  and  ofiencl  the  foir } 
Clelia  to  taste  and  judgment  may  pretend ; 
She  will  not  blame  your  verse^  nor  dares  com- 
mend: 
A  modest  virgin  always  shuns  dispute; 
Soft  Strephon  likes  you  not,  and  she  is  mute. 
Stern  Aristarchus,  who  expects  renown 
From  ancient  merit  rais'dy.  and  new  knocks 

down, 
For  faults  in  every  syllable  will  pry,    • 
Whatever  he  finds  it  good  he'll  pass  it  by.»> 
<*  Hold,  bold,  enough  i    All  act  from  private 
ends; 
Authors  and  wits  were  ever  sllpp'ry  friends :" 

**  But  say,  will  vulgar  readers  like  my  lays  ? 
When  such  approve  a  work,  they  always  praise.** 
**  To  speak  my  sentiments,  your  tales  I  fear  • 
Are  but  ill  suited  to  a  vulgar  ear. 
Will  city  readers,  us'dto  better  sport. 
The  politics  and  scandals  of  a  court,  [pore, 

Well  vouch'd  from  Grub-street,  on  your  pages 
For  what  they  ne'er  can  know,  or  knew  before  ? 
Many  have  thought,  and  I  among  the  rest. 
That  fables  are  but  useless  thmgs  at  best : 
Plain  words  without  a  metaphor  may  serve 
To  tell  us  that  the  poor  mutt  work  or  starve. 
We  need  no  stories  of  a  cock  and  bull 
To  prove  that  graceless  scribblers  must  be  dull. 
Thai  hope  deceives;  that  never  to  excel. 


At  first  *  when  savage  men  in  quest  of  food. 
Like  lions,  wolves  and  tigers,  rang'd  the  wood. 
They  had  but  just  what  simple  nature  craves. 
Their  garments   skins  of  beasts,  their  bousei 


9n«:»B*  m^u^  ^w^A  M 


When  prey  abounded,  from  its  bleeding  dam 
Pity  would  spare  a  kidling  or  a  Iamb, 
Which,  with  their  children  uurs'd  and  fed  at- 
home, 
Soon  grew  domestic  and  forgot  to  roam : 
From  such  beginnings  flocks  and  herds  were  see^ 
To  spread  and  thicken  on  the  woodland  green : 
With  property,  injustice  soon  began,  [man. 

And  they  that  prey'd  on  beasts  now  pwyd  oi 
Communities  were  framM,  and  laws  to  bind 
In  social  intercourse  the  human  kind. 
These  things  were  new,  they  had  not  got  thcit 

names, 
And  right  and  wrong  were  yet  uncommon  themes 
Tbe  rustic  senator,  imtaught  to  draw 
Conclusions  in  morality  or  law. 
Of  every  term  of  art  and  science  bare. 
Wanted  plain  words  bis  sentence  to  declare^ 
Much  more  at  length  to  manage  a  dispute. 
To  clear,  inforce,  illustrate  and  confute  ; 
Fable  was  then  found  out,  'tis  worth  your  bee^ 
And  answer'd  all  the  purposes  of  pleading,   [ing. 
It  won  the  htod  with  unsuspected  art. 
And  touched  the  secret  springs  tbatmorethp 

heart: 
With  this  premised,  I  add,  that  men  delight 
To  have  their  first  condition  still  in  sight. 
Ix>ng  since  the  sires  of  Brunswick's  line  fonook 
The  hunter's  bow,  and  drop^   the  tbephcnP* 

crook: 
Yet,  'midst  the  charms  of  royalty,  their  race 
Still  lores  the  forest,  and  frequenU  the  chase. 
The  high-born  maid,  whose  gay  apartments  shine 
With  the  rich  produce  of  each  Indian  mine, 
Sighs  for  the  open  fields,  the  past'ral  hook, 
To  sleep  delightful  near  a  warbling  brook ; 
And  loves  to  read  the  ancient  tales  that  tell 
How  queens  themselves  fetch'd  water  fromtb^^ 

well. 
If  this  is  true,  and  all  afiectthe  ways 
Of  patriarchal  life  in  former  days. 
Fable  must  please  the  stupid,  the  refin'd. 
Wisdom's  first  dress  to  court  the  op'ning  mind." 
<*You  reason  well,  cou'd  nature  hold  her  couis^ 
Where  vice  exerts he^  tyranny  by  force: 
Are  natural  pleasures  suited  to  a  taste. 
Where  nature's  laws  are  alter'd  and  defac'd  ? 
ITie  healthful  swain  who  treads  the  dewy  mad, 
Fjijoys  the  music  warbled  o'er  his  head  ; 
Feels  gladness  at  his  heart  while  he  inhales 
The  fiiigrance  wafte^  in  the  balmy  gales. 
Not  so  Silenus  from  his  night's  debauch, 
Fatigu'd  and  sick,  he  loots  upon  his  watch 
With  iheumy  eyes  and  forehead  aching  soie. 
And  stagers  home  to  bed  to  belch  and  snore ; 
For  such  a  wretch  in  vain  the  morning  glowv 
For  him  in  vain  tbe  ? ^mal  zephyr  blows : 
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Gross  pteatores  are  bis  Uste,  bis  life  a  cbain 
Of  feverish  joys,  of  lassitude  and  pain. 
lYttst  not  to  nature  in  such  times  as  these. 
When  all  is  off  the  hinge,  can  nature  please  ? 
Discard  all  useless  scruples,  be  not  nice ; 
I.ike  some  folks  laugh  at  virtue,  flatter  vice, 
Sofdly  attack  the  mitre  or  the  crown ; 
Kdigion  shakes  already,  push  it  down : 
Do  every  thing  to  please  ? — Yoii  shake  your  head : 
Why  then  *tis  certain  that  yoc*ll  ne'er  succeed : 
Dismiss  your  Mu»e,  and  take  your  full  repose ; 
What  none  will  read  tis  useless  to  compose." — 

•*  A  good  advice  !  to  follow  it  is  hard.^- 
Quote  one  example,  name  me  but  a  bard 
Whoever  hop'd- Parnassus'  heights  to  climb, 
That  dropt  his  Muse,  till  she  deserted  him. 
A  cold  B  caught,  this  med'cine  can  expel, 
The  dose  is  thrice  repeated,  and  you're  well. 
In  man's  whole  frame  there  is  no  crack  or  flaw 
But  yields  tu  Bath,  to  Bristol,  or  to  Spa : 
No  drug  poetic  frenzy  can  restrain, 
Ev'n  hellebore  itself  is  try'd  in  vain : 
Tis  quite  incurable  by  human  skill ; 
And  though  it  does  but  little  good  or  ill, 
Yet  still  it  meets  th«  edge  of  reformation. 
Like  the  chief  vice  and  nuisance  of  the  nation. 
The  fotmal  quack,  who  kiHs  his  man  each  day, 
Passes  uncensur'd,' and  receives  his  pay. 
OM  Aulos,  nodding  'midst  the  lawyers  striib. 
Wakes  to  decide  on  property  and  life. 
Yet  not  a  soul  will  blame  him,  and  hasist 
lliat  he  should  judge  to  purpose,  or  desist 
At  this  address  how  would  the  courtiers  laugh ! 
*  fljy  lord,  you're  always  blundering :  quit  your 

staff: 
You're  lost  some  reputation^  and  'tis  best 
To  shift  before  you  grow  a  public  jest.' 
This  none  will  think  of,  though  'tis  more  a  crime 
To  mangle  state-affairs,  than  murder  rhyme. 
The  quadc,  you'll  say,  has  reason  for  his  killing, 
He  cannot  eat  unle^  he  earns  his  shilling. 
The  ffom-out  lawyer  clambers  to  the  bench 
'That  be  may  live  at  ease,  and  keep  his  wench ; ' 
The  courtier  toils  for  something  higher  far, 
4Bd  hopes  for  wealth,  new  titles  and  a  star; 


While  moon-struck  poets  in  a  wild-goose  cbasa 
Pursue  contempt,  and  begg'ry,  and  disgrace." 

*'  Be't  so  ;  1  claim  by  precedent  and  rule 
A  free-bom  Briton's  right,  to  play  the  fool : 
My  resolutbn's  flx'd,  my  course  I'll  hold 
In  spite  of  all  your  arguments  when  told  : 
Whether  I'm  well  and  up,  or  keep  my  bed. 
Am  warm  and  full,  or  neither  cloth 'd  nor  kig 
Whether  my  fortune's  kind,  or  in  a  pet. 
Am  banish'd  by  the  laws,  or  fled  for  d^ ; 
Whether  in  Newgate,  Bedlam,  or  the  Mint, 
Pll  write  as  long  as  publishers  will  print" 

**  Unhappy  lad,  who  will  not  spend  your  tim% 
To  better  purpose  than  in  useless  rhyme: 
Of  but  one  remedy  your  case  admits. 
The  king  is  gracious,  and  a  friend  to  wits ; 
Pray  write  for  him,  nor  think  your  labour  lost. 
Your  verse  may  gain  a  pension  or  a  post " 

**  May  Heav'n  forbid  that  this  auspicious  Tetg% 
Shou'd  furnish  matter  for  a  poet's  strain : 
The  praise  of  conduct  steady,  wjse,  ami  good» 
In  prose  is  best  express'd  and  understood. 
Nor  are  those  sov'reigns  blessing^  to  their  age 
Whose  deeds  are  sung,  whose  actions  grace  ihp 

stage. 
A  peacefol  river,  whose  soft  current  feeds 
The  constant  verdure  of  a  thousand  meads. 
Whose  shaded  banks  afford  a  safe  retreat 
From  winter's  blasts  and  summer's  sultry  best* 
From  whose  pure  wave  the  thirsty  peasant  drains 
Those  tides  of  health  that  flow  within  his  yeins^ 
Passes  nnnotic'd }  while  the  torrent  strong 
Which  bears  the  shepherds  and  their  flocks  along;^ 
Arm'd  with  the  vengeance  of  the  angry  skies» 
Is  view'd  with  admiral  km  and  surprise ; 
Employs  the  painter's  hand,  the  poet's  quill. 
And  rises  to  renown  by  doing  ill. 
Verse  form'd  for  falshood  makes  ambition  shin^ 
Dubs  it  immortal,  and  almost  divine; 
But  qualities  which  fiction  ne'er  can  raise 
It  always  lessens  when  it  strives  to  praise." 

**  Then  take  your  way,  'tis  folly  to  contend 
With  those  wbo  know  tbeir  faults,  but  will  not 
maml.^ 
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BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


"AUL  whitehead,  the  youngest  son  of  Edmund  Whitehead,  aUjlor,  wa» 
born  at  his  father's  house  in  Castle. Yard,  Holborn,  on  the  sixth  day  of  February 
1700-10,  St.  Paul's  day,  O.  S.  to  which  circumstance  he  is  said  to  owe  his  name. 
As  he  was  intended  for  trade,  he  received  no  other  education  than  wh^t  a  schoor 
at  Hitchen  in  Hertfordshire  afforded^  and  at  the  usual  age  was  placed  as  an  appren^ 
tice  to  a  mercer  or  woollen-drapar  in  London.  Here  he  had  for  his  associate  the 
late  Mr.  Lowth  of  Paternoster-row,  long  the  intimate  friend,  and  afterwards  the 
executor  of  the  celebrated  trageJian,  James  Qtiin.  Whitehead  and  Lowth  were 
both  of  a  lively  disposition  and  fund  of  amusement ;  Lowlh  had  attached  himself 
to  the  theatre,  and  I)y  this  means  Whitehead  became  acquainted  with  some  of  the 
theatrical  personages  of  that  day,  and  among  others  ^ith  Fleetwood  the  manager. 
Lowth,  howcTer,  continued  in  business,  while  Whitehead  was  encouraged  to  enter 
bimself  of  the  Temple  and  study  the  law. 

Fleetwood  was  always  in  distress,  and  always  contriving  new  modes  of  relief; 
Whitehead  was  pliable,  good  natured  and  friendly,  and  being  applied  to  by  the  art- 
f ul  manager  to  enter  into  a  joint  security  for  the  payment  of  three  thousand  pounds, 
frhich  he  was  told  would  not  affect  him,  as  another  name  besides  Fleetwood's  was 
wanted  merely  as  a  matter  of  form,  readily  fell  into  the  snare.  It  is  perhaps  won. 
4erful  that  Whitehead,  who  knew  something  of  business  and  something  of  laW| 
shonld  hare  been  deceived  by  a  pretence  so  flimsy ;  but  on  the  other  hand  it  is  not 
improbable  that  Fleetwood,  who 'had  the  baseness  to  lie,  had  also  the  cunning  tQ 
aojola  secresy,  aud  Whitehead  might  be  flattered  by  being  thus  admitted  into  hif 
confidence.  The  consequence,  however,  was,  that  Fleetwood  was  unable  to  pay, 
and  Whitehead,  considering  himself  as  ontript  into  a  promise,  did  not  look  upon 
\i  as  binding  in  honour,  and  therefore  submitted  to  a  long  coufiuemcnt  ii^  th^ 
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Flect-prison.  If  this  transaction  happened,  as  one  of  hb  biographers  informs  us, 
abont  the  year  17^^,  Whitehead  was  not  unable  to  hare  satisfied  Fleetwood's  ere- 
ditors.  He  had  in  the  year  1735  married  Anna  Dyer,  the  only  daughter  of  sir 
Swinnerion  Dyer,  bart.  of  Spains-hall,  Essex,  with  whom  he  receiTed  the  sum  of 
ten  thousand  pounds.  By  what  means  he  was  released  at  last  without  payment, 
we  are  not  told. 

Long  before  this  period',  Whitehead,  who  from  his  infancy  had  discoTered  a. 
turn  for  poetry,  and  had  when  at  school  corresponded  in  rhime  with  his  father,  dis* 
tinguished  himself  both  as  a  poet  and  a  politician.  In  the  latter  character,  he  ap. 
pears  to  hare  united  the  principles  of  jacobiti^m  and  republicanism  in  no  very  con- 
sistent proportions.  As  i  Jacobite,  he  took  erery  opportunity  of  Tenting  his 
spleen  against  the  reigning  family :  and  as  a  republican,  he  was  no  less  outrageous 
in  his  raTings  about  liberty,  which,  in  his  dictTonary,  weant  an  utter  abhorrence  of ' 
kings,  courts  and  ministers.  His  first  production  of  this  kind  was  the  State  Dun. 
ccs,  in  1733,  inscribed  to  Mr.  Pope,  and  written  in  a  close  imitation  of  that 
poet's  satires.  The  keenness  of  his  abuse,  the  harmony  of  his  Terse,  and  aboTe 
all  the  personalities  which  he  dealt  about  him  with  a  most  liberal  hand,  conferred 
popularity  on  this  poem,  and  procured  him  the  character  of  an  enemy  who  was  to 
be  dreaded,  and  a  friend  who  ought  to  be  secured.  He  was  accordingly  &Tonred 
by  the  party  then  in  opposition  to  sir  Robert  Walpolo,  and  at  no  great  distance 
of  time,  became  patronized  by  Bubb  Doddington  and  the  other  adherents  of  the 
prince  of  Wales's  court.  The  State  Dances  was  answered  in  a  few  days  by  a 
Friendly  Epistle  to  its  author,  in  Terse  not  much  inferior.  Whitehead  sold  his 
poem  to  Dodsley,  for  ten  guineas,  a  circumstance  which  Dr.  Johnson,w'.o  thought 
meanly  of  our  poet,  recollected  afterwards  when  Dodsley  ofi*ercd  to  purchase  his 
Londofiy  and  conditioned  for  the  same  sum.  <^  I  might  perhaps  have  accepted  of 
less :  but  that  Paul  Whitehead  had  a  little  before  got  ten  guineas  for  a  poem  :  and 
I  would  not  take  less  than  Paul  Whitehead'." 

In  1739,  Whitehead  published  his  more  celebrated  poem,  entitled  Manners, 
a  satire  not  only'Upon  the  administration,  but  upon  all  the  Tenerable  forms  of  the 
constitution,  under  the  assumption  of  an  uniTcrsal  depraTity  t>f  manners.  Pope 
.  had  at  this  time  taken  liberties  which,  in  the  opinion  of  some  politicians,  ought  to 
be  repressed.  In  his  second  dialogue  of  Se? enteen  Hundred  and  Thirty-eight,  he 
gave  offence  to  one  of  the  Foxes,  among  others ;  which  Fox,  in  a  reply  to  Ly ttel* 
ion,  took  an  opportunity  of  repaying,  by  reproaching  Lyttelton  with  the  friendship 
of  a  lampooner,  who  scattered  his  ink  without  fear  or  decency,  and  against  whom 
he  hoped  the  resentment  of  the  legislature  would  quickly  be  discharged*.  Pope^ 
however,  was  formidable,  and  had' many  powerful  friends.     With  all  his  prejn* 
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dices,  lie  was  tlie  first  poet  of  the  age  and  an  honour  to  his  country.  Bat  Paol 
Whitehead  was  less  entitled  to  respect;  he  was  formidable  rather  by  his  calamnj 
than  hu  talents,  and  might  be  prosecuted  with  effect* 

Accordingly,  in  the  house  of  peers,  lord  Delawar,  after  expatiating  on  the 
gross  falsehoods  and  injurious  imputations  contained  in  the  poem,  against  many 
noblemen  and  prelates  of  high  character,  mo? ed  that  the  fiuthor  and  publisher 
should  attend  at  the  bar  of  the  house.  On  the  day  appointed,  Dodsley  appeared  aa 
the  publisher,  Whitehead  haring  absconded.  Oodsley  pleaded  that  he  did  not 
look  into  the  contents  of  the  poem,  <^  but  that  imagining  there  might  be  sooiething 
in  it,  as  he  saw  it  was  a  satire  by  its  title-page,  that  might  be  laidrholdof  in  law, 
he  insisted  that  the  author  should  affix  hb  name  to  it,  and  that  then  he  printed  it.^^ 
In  consequence  of  this  confession,  he  was  taken  into  the  cu&tody  of  the  usher  of 
the  black  rod,  but  released  after  a  short  confinement  and  payment  of  tho  usual. 
feekK 

No  farther  steps  were  taken  agunst  the  anthor  of  Manners;  the  whole  pro* 
cess,  indeed,  was  supposed  to  be  intended  rather  to  intiniidaie  Pope,  than  to  pu- 
nish Whitehead,  and  it  answered  that  purpose:  Pope  became  caatious,  ^^  willing 
to  wound  and  yet  afraid  to  strike,''  and  WUt^shead  for  son^  years  nmmtA 
quiet. 

The  noise,  howerer,  whidi  this  prosecution  occasioned^  and  its  CaiUroas  to  An 
main  object,  induced  Whitdiead's  enemies  to  try  whether  h^  nMght  not  be  assailed 
m  another  way,  and  rendered  the  subject  of  odium,  if  not  of  punishment.  In  thii 
pursuit,  the  authors  of  some  of  the  ministerial  journals  published  a  letter  from  a 
Cambridge  student,  who  had  been  expelled  for  atheism,  ki  which  it  was  inti* 
mated  tiiat  Whitehead  belonged  to  a  club  of  young  men  who  assembled  to  eoceu. 
nge  one  another  in  shaking  off  what  they  termed  the  prejudices  pf  edoiatioo* 
But  Whitehead  did  not  suffer  this  to  disturb  the  retirement  so  neoessary  in  bis  pre- 
sent drcnmstances,  and  mm  the  accusation  had  no  conoectioQ  with  his  polities  or 
his  poetry,  he  was  content  to  sacrifice  his  character  with  leepect  to  rtligio*^ 
which  he  did  not  Taltte^  in  support  of  the  cause  he  had  espoased.  That  he  was  an 
Infidel  seems  generally  acknowledged  by  all  his  biographers,  and  when  be  joined 
the  club  at  Mednam  Abbey,  it  must  be  confess  that  his  practices  did  ioi  dinf  race 
his  prefesMon. 

In  1744,  he  published  The  Gymnasiad,  a  just  satire  on  the  savage  amusements 
of  the  boxers,  which  were  then  more  publicly,  if  not  more  genially  encouraged^ 
than  in  our  own  days.  Broughton,  who  di6d  within  these  few  years  at  Lambeth^ 
was  at  that  time  the  invincible  champion,  and  Whitehead  accordingly  dedicated 
the  poem  to  him  in  a  strain  of  easy  humour.    Soon  after  he  published  Honour', 
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another  satire  at  tlie  expense  of  the  leading  men  in  power,  whom  he  calam. 
niates  with  all  that  relentless  and  andistingnishing  bitterness  in  which  Churchill 
afterwards  excelled. 

^  We  next  find  him  an  active  partizan  in  the  contested  election  for  Westminster, 
between  lord  Trentham,  and  sir  George  Vandeput,  in  1749.  He  not  only  can* 
tassed  for  sir  George  (for  whom  also  his  patron  Df>cldington  Toted)  hut  wrote 
the  greater  part  of  his  adTertisements,  handbills  and  paragraphs.  He  wrote  also 
the  case  of  the  hon.  Alexander  Murray,  who  was  sent  to  Newgate  for  heading  a 
riot  on  that  occasion. 

In  1755,  he  published  An  Epistle  to  De.  Thomson.  This  physician  was  one  of 
the  persons  who  shared  in  the  conyirial  hours  of  Mr.  Doddington,  afterwards 
lord  Melcombe,  although  it  is  not  easy  to  discover  what  use  he  could  make 
^f  a  physician  out  of '  practice,  a  man  of  most  sloTcnly  habits,  and  who  had 
neither  taste  nor  talents.  It  was  at  his  lordship's  house,  where  Whitehead 
became  acquainted  with  this  man,  and  looked  up  to  hhn  as  an  oracle  both 
in  politics  and  physic^  and  here  t<M>  he  associated  very  cordially  with  Ralph, 
whom  he  had  abused  with  so  much  contempt  in  the  State  Dunces.  From  his 
Diary  lately  published,  and  from  some  of  his  unpublbhed  letters,  in  my  posses, 
fion,  it  appears  that  Doddington  had  uo  great  respect  for  Thomson,  and  merely 
used  Whitehead,  Ralph  and  others,  as  conyenient  tools  in  his  rarions  political 
tatrignes.  Whitehead's  epistle  is  an  extraragant  encomium  on  Thomson,  of 
wliose  medical  talents  he  could  be  no  judge,  and  which,  if  his  Treatise  on  the 
Small-pox  be  a  specimm^  were  likely  to  be  more  formidable  to  his  patients  than 
to  his  brethren. 

Except  a  small  pamphlet  on  the  disputes,  in  1768,  between  the  four  managers  of 
CoTent-Garden  Theatre,  the  Epistle  to  Dr.  Thomson  was  the  last  of  our  author's 
detached  pnblicationB.  The  lesser  pieces  to  be  found  in  his  works  were  occasional 
trifles  written  for  the  theatres  or  public  gardens.  He  was  now  in  easy.  If  not 
affluent  circumstances.  By  the  interest  of  lord  le  Despenser,  he  got  the  place 
of  deputy-treasurer  of  the  chamber,  worth  8001.  and  held  it  to  his  death«  On 
this  acquisition,  he  purchased  a  cottage  on  Twickenham  Common,  and  fi;om  a  de- 
sign  of  his  friend  Isaac  Ware,  the  architect,  at  a  small  expense  unprored  it  into 
an  elegant  -villa.  Here,  according  to  sir  Johm  Hawkins,  he  was  risited  by  Tery 
few  of  the  inhabitants  of  that  classical  spot,  but  his  house  was  open  to  all  his 
London  acquaintance,  Hogarth,  Lambert  and  Hayman,  painters,  Isaac  Ware, 
Beard  and  Howard,  kc.  In  such  company  principally  he  passed  the  remainder 
of  his  days,  sufiering  the  memory  of  his  poetry  and  politics  to  decay  gradually. 
Bis  death  happened  at  his  lodgings  in  Henrietta  Street,  CoTent-Garden,  Dec.  30, 
1774.  For  some  time  preTious  to  this  event  he  lingered  under  a  severe  illness, 
during  which  ho  employed  himself  in  burning  all  his  manuscripts  ;  among  these 

strokeii!  bnt  the  vile  practice  of  exalting  some  characters,  and  abusing  others,  without  any  co- 
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«er§  origiaals  of  mftn J  occasional  pieces  of  poetry  written  for  the  amosementof 
hb  friends,  some  of  which  had  probably,  been  published  without  his  name,  and  can- 
not now  be  distinguished.  His  works,  as  given  in  this  collection,  were  published 
in  an  elegant  quarto  volume  (in  1777)  by  captain  Edward  Thomson,  who  prefixed 
Memoirs  of  his  life,  in  which  we  hare  found  vei'y  little  that  had  not  been  published 
in  the  Annual  Register  of  1775.  The  character  Thomson  gives  of  him  is  aa 
overstrained  panegyric,inconsistent  initself,and  more  so  when  compared  with  sonm 
facts  which  he  had  not  the  sense  to  conceal,  nor  the  virtue  to  censure. 

Whitehead's  character  has  never  been  in  much  esteem,  jet  it  was  not  unifomlf 
had,    Those  who  adopt  the  severe  sentence  passed  by  Churchill,  in  these  lines^ 

May  I  (can  worse  disgrace  on  manhood  fall  ?) 
Be  born  a  WuiTEHBAD  and  baptised  a  Paul*. 

will  want  nothing  else  to  excite  abhorrence  ;  but  Churchill  has  taken  too  many 
liberties  with  truth  to  be  believed  without  corroborating  evidence.  Besides,  we 
are  to  consider  what  part  of  Whitehead's  conduct  excited  this  indignation.  PanPa 
great  and  unpardonable  crime,  in  Churchill's  eyes,  was  his  accepting  a  place  under 
government,  and  laying  aside  a  pen,  which,  in  conjunction  with  Churchill's,  might 
have  created  wonders  in  the  political  world.  Churchill  could  not  dislike  him  bo« 
cause  he  was  an  infidel  and  a  n^an  of  pleasure.  In  point  of  morals  there  was 
surely  not  much  difference  in  the  misfortune  of  being  born  a  Whitehead  or  a 
Churchill. 

How  jery  erroneous  Whitehead's  life  had  been,  is  too  evident  from  his  having 
shared  in  those  scenes  of  blasphemy  and  debauchery  which  were  performed  at  Med* 
menham  or  Med  nam  Abbey,  a  house  on  the  Thames  near  Mario  w  in  Bucking, 
hamshire.  Hb  noble  patron,  (then  sir  Francis  Dashwood,^  sir  Thomas  Stapleton, 
^ohn  Wilkes,  Whitehead  and  others  combined,  at  this  place,  inascheme  of  impious 
and  sensual  indulgence  upparalleled  in  the  annals  of  infamy :  and  perhaps  there 
caonot  be  a  more  striking  proof  of  want  of  shame  as  well  as  of  virtue,  than  tho 
circumstance  which  occasioned  the  discovery  of  this  refined  brotheP.  Wilkes  was 
the  first  person  to  disclose  the  shocking  secret,  and  that  merely  out  of  a  piqno 
against  one  of  the  members  who  had  promoted  the  proseootion  against  him  for 
writing  the  Essay  on  Woman.  In  the  same  note  to  one  of  Churchiil's  poemi 
in  which  he  published  the  transactions  of  this  profligate  cabal,  he  was  not  ashamed 
to  insert  his  own  -name  as  a  partner  in  the  guilt. 

^  Captain  Tbomsonf  whose  notioot  of  right  and  wrong  are  more  eonfnsed  than  thoM  of  any  mai^ 
who  ever  pretended  to  delineate  a  character,  says  that  in  the^e  line*  Churchill  meant  "  to  be 
neither  illiberal  nor  ill  natured/'  ««  One  would  conclude,  that  he  had  a  very  particular  enmity  to 
Pftul  Wbitebewl,  but,  iodoMmjusiice,  be  had  enmity  to  no  man :  very  few  breaaU  everposwned 
more  pbilaothropv.  charitv  and  honmir  •»»  C. 
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That  WbHeheid  repented  of  the  share  he  took  ia  this  dub,  we  are  not  told. 
His  character  snfiered,  howe? er,  in  common  with  that  of  the  other  members : 
and  he  appears  to  hare  been  willing  to  <<  buy  golden  opinions  of  all  men"  by 
acts  of  popnlaritji  and  gain  some  respect  from  his  social,  if  he  could  gain  none 
from  his  personal  Tirtnes*  Sir  John  Hawkins  represents  hun,  as  bj  nature  a 
friendly  and  kind-hearted  man,  well  acquainted  with  Tulgar  manners  and  the  town, 
but  little  skilled  in  knowledge  of  the  world,  and  little  able  to  resist  the  arts 
of  designing  mco«  He  had  married  a  woman  of  a  good  family  and  fortune, 
whom,  though  homely  in  her  person,  and  little  better  than  an  ideot",  he  treated 
not  only  with  humanity,  bat  with  tenderness,  hiding,  as  well  as  he  was  able, 
those  defects  in  her  understanding,  which  are  oftener  the  subjects  of  ridicule 
than  compassion.  At  Twickenham,  adds  sir  John,  he  manifested  the  good, 
neu  of  his  nature  In  the  exercise  of  kind  offices,  in  healing  breaches  and  com* 
posing  diflbrences  between  his  poor  neighbours*. 

But  whaterer  care  Whitehead  took  to  retrieTe  his  character,  and  throw  ob« 
fivion  orer  the  most  blameabie  part  of  his  life,  he  unintentionally  revired  the 
whole  by  a  clause  in  his  wiH,  in  which,  out  of  gratUude^hz  bequeathed  hb 
HEART  to  lord  le  Despenser,  and  desired  it  might  be  deposited,  if  his  lordship 
pleased,  in  some  comer  oi  his  mausoleum.  These  terms  were  accoitlingiy 
fulfilled,  and  the  Taluable  relic  deposited  with  the  ceremony  of  a  military  proces- 
sion,Tocal  performers  habited,  as  a  choir,  in  surplices,  anderery  other  testimony 
of  Teneration.  The  whole  was  followed  by  the  performance  of  an  oratorio 
in  West  Wycombe  church.  The  following  incantation  which  was  sung  at  the 
placing  of  the  urn  In  the  maasolenm,  may  be  a  sufficient  specimen  of  this 
solemn  mockery : 

PVom  Earth  to  HeaTen  WHnrenBAD*s  sool  is  fled  : 
Befulgent  glories  beam  around  his  bead ! 
His  Muse,  ooncordiDf  with  resiomidiDf  striogs. 
Gives  aogels  words  to  praise  the  King  of  khiga. 

His  poems  were  appended  to  the  last  edition  of  Dr.  Johnson's  coUecttoa,  and 
I  hare  not  therefore  ventured  to  displace  them.  Yet  it  may  be  doubtful  whether 
any  partiality  can  assign  him  a  rery  high  rank  eren  among  tersifiers.  He 
was  a  professed  imitator  of  Pope  in  his  satires,  and  may  be  entitled  ia  ail 
the  praise  which  successful  imitation  deserres.  His  lines  are  in  general 
harmonious  and  correct,  and  sometimes  vigorous,  but  he  owes  hb  popularity 
chiefly  to  the  personal  calumnies  so  liberally  thrown  out  against  men  of  rank, 
in  the  defamation  of  whom  arery  actire  and  extensire  party  was  strongly  inter* 
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▼ery  careless,  considering  it  perhaps  as  only  the. tenporarj  instnunentof  his 
adYaocement  to  ease  and  independence.  No  persuasions  cooJd  induce  him  to 
collect  his  works,  and  they  would  probably  nerer  havA  been  collected,  had  not 
the  frequent  mention  of  his  name  in  conjunction  with  those  of  his  political 
patrons,  and  the  acti? e  serriccs  of  his  pen,^  created  a  something  like  perma- 
nent reputation,  and  a  desire  to  collect  the  various  documents  by  which 
the  history  of  factions  may  be  illustrated. 
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PAUL  WHITEHEAD. 


STATE  DUNCES: 

A  fATIRE.    IHICBIBKD   TO    MB.  POP|By   1733. 

T  from  my  soul  siocerely  hate 
Both  kingi  and  miniaters  of  state. 

Swift 

"  HiLB    cringing  crowds  at    faithless    lerces 

wait, 
Fond  to  be  fools  of  fame,  or  slaves  of  state ; 
And  others,  studiotis  to  increase  their  store, 
Plough  the  rough  ocean  for  Peruvian  ore  i 
How  blest  thy  fate,  whom  calmer  hours  attend^ 
Peace  thy  companion,  fame  thy  faithful  friend ! 
While  in  thy  Twick'nham   bow'rs,  devoid    of 

care 
You  feast  the  fancy,  and  enchant  the  ear ; 
Thames  gently  rolls  her  silver  tide  along, 
And  the  cbarmM  Naiads  listen  to  thy  song. 
Here»  peaceful  pass  the  gentle  hours  away,    . 
While  tuneful  science  measures  out  the  day  ! 
Here  happy  bard,  as  various  fancies  lead. 
You  paint  the  blooming  maid,  or  flow'ry  mead  ! 
Sound  thcrou;;h  clangour  of  tumultuous  war^^ 
Or  sing  the  ravish'd  tendrils  of  the  fair^  • 
Now  melting  move  the  tender  tear  to  flow, 
And  wake  our  sighs  with  Eloisa's  woe3. 
But  chief,  to  dullness  ever  foe  de<.Teed, 
The  apes  of  science  with  thy  satire  bleed^  ; 
Peers,  poets,  panders,  mingle  in  the  throng, 
Smart  with   thy  touch,    and  tremble   at  thy 

songs. 
Yet  vain,  O  Pope !  is  all  thy  sharpest  rage. 
Still  starveling  Dunces  persecute  the  age ; 
Paithful  to  folly,  or  enrag'd  with  spite, 
Ikill  tasteless  Timons  build,  and  Tibbaids  write ; 

*  Homer.  »  Rape  of  the  LocK. 

*  Eloisato  Abelard.  If  Dunciad. 


Still  We!stead*  tunes  his 'beer-inspired  lajrSt. 
And  Ralph,  in  metre,  holds  forth  Stauhope'4 
Ah  !  hapless  victim  to  the  poet's  flame,  [praise* 
While  his  eulogiums  crucify  thy  fame. 

Shall  embiio  wits  thy  studious  hours  engage 
T/ive  in  thy  labours,  aiid  prophane  thy  page ; 
While  virtue,  ever-lov'd,  demands  thy  lays. 
And  claims  the  tuneful  tribute  of  thy  praise  i 
Can  Pope  be  silent,  and  not  grateful  lenc^ 
One  strain  to  sing  the  patriot,  and  thefiiend. 
Who,  nobly  anxious  in  hisconntry^s  cause^ 
Maintains  her  honours,  and  defends  her  laws  F 
Could  I,  my  bard,  but  equal  numbers  raise. 
Then  would  I  sing— for,  oh  !  I  burst  to  praise-^ 
Sing  bow  a  Pult'ney*  charms  the  listening  throng, 
While  senates  hang  enroptur'dou  bis  tongue  ; 
With  Tolly's  fire  how  each  oration  glows. 
In  Tully's  music  how  each  period  flows  ^ 
Instruct  each  babe  to  lisp  the  patriot's  nanis^ 
Who  in  each  bosom  breathes  a  Roman  flame. 
So,  when  the  genius  of  the  Roman  age 
Stemmed  the  strong  torrent  of  tyrannic  rage, 
In  freedom's  cause  each  glowing   breast  h# 

warm'd, 
And,  like  a  Pult'ney,  then  a  Brutnt  eharm'd. 

How  blest,  while  we  a  British  Brutus  see. 
And  all  the  Roman  stands  cpnfest  in  thee  ! 
Equal  thy  worth,  but  equal  were  thy  doom. 
To  save  Britannia,  as  he  rescu'd  Rome : 
ke  from  aTarquin  snatch'd  the  destined  prey ; 
Britannia  still  lamenU  a  Walpole's  sway. 

Arise,  my  tuneful  bard,  nor  thus  in  vain 
Let  thy  Britannia,  whom  tbo^  lov'st,  complftii^: 

•  Still Wtliiead,  ....  AndEtttplu\  Two  au^ 
thors,  remarkable  for  nothing  so  much  as  the 
figure  they  make  in  the  Dunciad,  unjustly,  on 
the  part  of  Welstea<l,  who  certainly  was  not  a 
despicable  writer.  Whitehead  was  aftorwarda, 
very  intimate  with  Ralph,  whom  be  fteqBeptJf 
metat  Bubb  Ooddington's.— C. 
'  Afterwards  e«rl  ff  Batk. 
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If  thoQ  in  moanfal  lays  relate  her  woe, 
Bach  heart  shall  hleed,  each  eye  with  pity  flow: 
If  to  revenge  yon  swell  the  sounding  strain, 
Kereoge  and  fiiry  fire  each  Br  tish  swain  : 
Obiequious  to  thy  verse  each  breast  shall  move, 
Or  born  with  rage,  or  soften  into  love. 

O  let  Britannia  be  her  poet's  care  1 
And  lash  the  spoiler,  while  yon  save  the  fair. 
Lo !  where  be  stands,  amidst  the  servile  crew. 
Nor  blushes  stain  his  cheek  with  crimson  hue  ; 
AVhile  dire  corruption  all  around  he  spreads. 
And  ev*ry  ductile  conscience  captive  leads : 
Brib'd  by  his  boons,  heboid  the  venal  band 
Worship  the  idol  they  could  once  conunand  ; 
So  Britain's  now,  as  Judah's  sons  before. 
First  raise  a  golden  calf,  and  then  adore. 

Let  dull  Parnassian  sons  of  rhyme  no  more 
"Pftvoke  thy  satire,  and  employ  thy  pow'r; 
Kew  objects  rise  to  share  an  equal  fate, 
The  big,  rich,  mighty.  Dunces  of  the  State. 
Shall  Ralph,  Cooke,  Welstead,  then  engross  thy 

While  conrts  afford  a  Hervey,  York,  or  Gage  ? 
Dullness  no  more  roost&only  near  the  sky. 
But  8|enates,  drawing-rooms,  with  garrets  vie  ; 
Plunip  peers,  and  breadless  bards,  alike  are  duH; 
St«  James's  and  Rag-fair  club  fool  for  fool. 

Amidst  the  mighty  dnll, behold  bow  ^rretft 
An  Appius  swetl8,the  Tibbakl  of  the  sUte ! 
Long  had  he  strove  to  spread  his  lawless  sway 
CPer  Britain's  sons,  and  force  them  to  obey ; 
But,  blasted  all  bis  blooming  hopes,  be  flies . 
To  vent  bis  woe,  and  mourn  his  lost  excise. 

Pensive  he  sat,  and  sigh'd,  while  round  him 

Loads  of  dull  lumber,  allinsiNrM  by  pay : 
Here,    puny  pamphlets,    spun  from  prelates' 
brains ;  [strains : 

.There,   the  smooth   jingle  of  Cooke's  lighter 
Hare,  Walsinghmn's'  soft  lulling  opiate  spread  ; 
There,  gloomy  Osbom'5*  qaintessenoe  of  lead : 
With  these  the  statesman  strofve  to  ea&e  his 

care. 
To  sooth  his  sorrows,  and  divert  despair : 
But  kmg  bis  grief  sleep's  gentle  aid  denies ; 
At  length  a  slumberous  Briton  clos'dhb  eyes* 

Yet  vain  the  healing  balm  of  downy  rest, 
To  chase  his  woe,  or  ease  bis  laboring  breast : 
Now  frightful  forms  rise  hideous  to  his  view. 
More,  Straflbrd,Laud,  and  all  the  headless  crew; 
Daggers  and  halterv  boding  temour  breeds. 
And  here  a  Dudley  swings,  there  Villiers  bleeds. 

Now  goddess  Dulaess,  watchful  o*er  hie  fate. 
And  ever  anxious  for  her  child  of  state  ; 
From  coueh  of  down  slow  rais'd  her  drowsy  hesA, 
Forsook  her  slumbers,  and  to  Appius  si>ed.    < 

<*  Awake,  my  soD,^«ake,"  the  goddess  cries, 
"  Nor  k»ger  raoom  thy  darling  4ost  excise :" 

(Here  the  sad  sound  unseal'd  the  statesman's 
eyes) 

'*  Why  slumbers  thus  my  son,  opprest  with  care  ? 

While  Dullness  rules,  6ay,sha11  her  sons  despair? 

O'er  all  1  spread  my  universal  sway ; 

Kings,  pre'ates,  peers,  and  rulers,  all  obey : 

Lo !  in  the  church  my  mighty  puw'r  I  shew, 

In  pulpa  preach,  and  slumber  in  the  pew : 

'  Names  assimied  by  writers  of  two  mmlrteria] 
papers. 


The  bench  and  bar  alike  my  influence  owns ; 
Here  prate  my  magpies,  and  there   dos^  my 

drones. 
In  the  g^ve  dons,  how  formal  is  my  mien. 
Who  rule  thegallipoU  of  Warwick-lane : 
At  court  behokl  me  strut  in*  purple  pride. 
At  Hockl^  roar,  and  in  Crane-court  preside. 
But  cJiief  in  thee  my  mighty  pow'r  is  seen ; 
Tis  I  inspire  thy  mind,  and  fill  thy  mien  ; 
On  thee,  my  child,  my  duller  blessings  shed. 
And  pour  my  opium  o'er  thy  fiiv'rite  heiul  y 
Rais'd  thee  a  ruler  of  Britannia's  late. 
And  led  thee  blund'ring  to  the  helm  of  State." 
Here  bow'd  the  statesman  low,  and  thus  ad- 
drest: 
"  O  goddess,  sole  inspirer  of  my  breast ! 
To  gaJI  the  British  neck  with  Gallic  chain, 
Lo^g  have  I  strove,  but  long  have  strove  in  vain  ; 
While  Calebt,  rebel  to  thy  sacred  pow'r, 
Unv.'ils  those  eyes  whkh  thou  hastcurtain'd  o'er; 
Makes  Britain's  sons  my  dark  designs  foresee. 
Blast  all  my  schemes,  and  struggle  to  be  free. 
O,  bad  my  projects  met  a  milder  fete. 
How  had  I  reign'd  a  basha  of  the  state ! 
How  o'er  Britannia  spread  imperial  sway  ! 
How  taught  each  free-born  Briton  to  obey ! 
No  smiling  freedom  then  had  checr'd  her  swains. 
But  Asia's  deserts  vy'd  with  Albion's  plains : 
Turks,  Vandals,  Britain  !  then'  compar'd  with 
thee,  [were  free ; 

Had  hugg'd  their  chaini<,  and  joy'd  that  they 
While  wond'ring  nations  all  around  had  seen 
Me  rise  a  great  Mogul,  or  Mazarin : 
Then  had  I  taught  Britannia  to  adore, 
ThenJed  her  captive  to  my  lawless  pow'r. 
Methtnks,  1  view  her  now  no  more  appear 
First  in  the  train,  and  fairest  'midst  the  fair : 
Joyless  I  see  the  lovely  mourner  lie. 
Nor  glow  b^r  cheek,  nor  sparkle  now  her  eye; 
Faded  each  grace,  no  smiling  feature  warm  ; 
Tom  all  her  tresses,  blighted  ev'ry  charm  : 
Nor  teeming  plenty  now  each  valley  croniis ; 
Slaves  are  her  sons,  and  tradeless  all  her  towns. 
For  this,  behold  yon  peaceful  army  fed ; 
For  this,  on  senates  sec  my  bounty  shed  ; 
For  this,  what  wonders,  go(lde!ts,have  I  wrpught  I 
How  bully'd,  begg'd,   how  treated,  and    how 

fought ! 
What  wand 'ring  maze  of  error  blunder'd  through. 
And  how  lepair'd  old  blunders  still  by  new  ! 
Hence  the  long  train  of  never  ending  jars, 
Of  warful  peaces,  and  of  peaceful  wars. 
Each  mystic  treaty  of  the  mighty  store, 
Which  to  explain,  demands  ten  treaties  more : 
Hence  scarecrow  navies,  floating  raree-shows ; 
And  hence  Iberia's  pride,  and  Britain's  «oes. 
These  wond'roiis  works,  O  goddess  !  have  1  done. 
Works  ever  worthy  Dulness'  fav'rite  son. 

"  Lo  i  on  thy  sons  alone  my  favours  show'r; 
None  share  my  bounty  that  di<Klain  thy  pgw'r : 
Yon  featheis,  ribbons,  titles  light  as  air. 
Behold,  thy  choicest  children  only  share : 
Each  views  the  pageant  with  admiring  eyes. 
And  fondly  grasps  the  visionary  prize  ; 
Now  proudly  spreads  his^leading- siring  of  state. 
And  tiiinks-— to  be  a  wretch,  is  tu  be  great, 

9  Caleb  D'Anvers,  the  name  assumed  by  iha 
writers  of  the  Craftsman. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


STATE  DUNCES. 


S09 


"  Bot  turn,  O  goddett !  tarn  thine  eyet,  ind 
riew 
The  darling  leaders  of  thy  gkwmy  crew. 

"  Pall  open.nx>ath*d  Newcastle  there  hehold, 
AprogaTally,  swell  into  a  scold, 
Grieroos  to  mortal  ear. — As  at  the  place 
Where  loud  tongu'd  TiiigiDs  rend  the  scaly  race, 
Hanh  peals  of  vocal  thunder  fill  the  skies. 
And  stunning  sounds  in  hideons  discord  rise ; 
So,  when  he  tries  the  wond'rous  power  of  noise. 
Each  hapless  ear's  a  Tictim  to  his  voice. 

»•  How  blest,  O  Cheselden  !  whose  art  can 

mend 
Those  ears  Newcastle  was  ordain >d  to  rend. 
•*  See  Harrington  secure  in  silence  sit ; 
No  empty  words  betray  bis  want  of  wit: 
If  sense  m  hiding  fWly  is  express'd , 
O  Harrington  I  thy  wi^tdom  stands  confessed. 
"  To  Dullness*  sacred  cause  for  ever  true, 
Thy  fhrimg  Caledonian,  goddess,  view  j 
The  pride  and  glory  of  thy  Scotia's  plains, 
Aod  faithful  leader  of  her  venal  swains : 
loaded  he  moves  beneath  a  servile  weight. 
The  dun  laborious  packhorseof  the  state; 
Bnidges  through  tracks  of  infamy  for  pay. 
Aid  hackneys  out  his  conscience  by  the  day : 
Yonder  behold  the  busy  peerless  peer, 
Wlh  aspect  mea7re  and  important  air ; 
His  form  how  gothic,  and  his  looks  how  sage  I 
He  seems  the  living  Plato  of  the  age. 

Blest   form  !  in  which  akme   thy  merit's 

seen. 
Since  all  thy  wisdom  centers  in  thy  mien  I 
"  Here  Egmont,  Albemarle,  (for  senates  fit) 
•^  W— ^  by  the  wise,  in  council  sit : 
Here  Uxhy  O        .n,  Gr— -m  over  dull, 
By  birth  a  senator,  by  fete  a  fbol. 
•*  While  these,  Britannia,  watchful  o'er  thy 
state, 
Haiotam  thine  honours,  and  direct  thy  fkte, 
How  shall  admiringnatjons  round  adore, 
Bfhold  thy  greatness,  tremble  at  thy  pow'r; 
New  Shebto  come,  mvited  by  thy  fiime, 
^e^ftn  thy  wiadom,  and  extol  thy  name! 

"  Lo !  to  yon  ber.ch  now,  goddess,  turn  thine 
And  view  thy  sons  in  solemn  dullness  rise :  [eyes, 
AH  doating,  wrinkled,  grave,  and  gloomy,  see 
Each  form  confess  thy  doll  divinity  ; 
Tnic  to  thy  canse  behold  each  trencher'd  sage 
Inereas'd  in  folly  as  advanc'd  in  age : 
Here  Ch        r.  leam'd  in  mjrstic  prophecy, 
Coofotmg  Collins,  makes  each  prophet  lie : 
Boor  Woobton  by  thy  Smallbrook  there  assail'd; 
Jails  sure  convinc'd  him,  though  the  pielate 
feil'd. 
"  But  chief  Pastorius,  ever  grave  and  dull, 
l^Cfnid  of  sense,  of  zeal  divinely  foil, 
B«tails  his  squibs  of  science  o^er  the  town, 
WhUe  charges,  pastorals,  through  each  street 

resound; 
^^  teach  a  heav'nly  Jesus  to  obey, 
Whde  those  maintain  an  earthly  Appius'  sway, 
^gospel  troth,  Pastorius,  crost  we  see. 
While  God  and  Mammon's  serv'd  at  oooe  by 

thea 
'^Wbowoa'dnot  trim,  speak,  vote,orcoQSci- 
encepawn, 
Telordho'era  see,  and  swell  in  lawn? 

^  William  Cheselden,  an  eminent  suigeon. 
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If  arts  like  thcae,  O  Sherlock,  honours  claim. 
Than  thee  non^  merits  more  the  prplar«*t  name: 
Wond'ring  behold  him  fSuthfol  to  his  fee. 
Prove  parliaments  dependent  to  be  free  ; 
In  senates  blunder,  flounder  and  dispute. 
For  ever  reas*ning,  never  to  confute. 
Since  courts  for  this  their  fated  gifts  decree. 
Say,  what  is  reputation  to  a  see  ? 

**  Lo !  o'er  yon  flood  Hare  .casts  his  lowering 
And  wishful  sees  the  rev'i%nd  turrets  rise,  [eyes. 
While  Lambeth  opens  to  thy  longing  view. 
Hapless  1  the  mitre  ne'er  can  bind  thy  brow : 
Though  courts  shoutd  deign  the  gift,  how  woo- 

d'rou-*  hard 
By  thy  own  doctrines  still  to  be  debarr'd ! 
For,  if  ffum  change  *'  such  mighty  evil  springs^ 
Translations  sure,  O  Hare  !   am  sinful  things. 

"  These  rulers  see,  and  nameless  numbers 
O  goddess,  of  thy  train  the  choicest  store,  [mora^ 
Who  ignorance  in  gravity  entrench. 
And  grace  alike  the  pulpit  and  the  bench. 

**Full  plac'd  and  pensi(>n'd,seel  Horatio  standi; 
Begrim*d  his  face,  unpurify'd  his  bands  : 
To  decency  he  scorns  all  nice  pretence, 
And  reigns  firm  foe  to  cleanliness  and  sensew 
How  did  Horatio  Brtain's  cause  advance  ! 
How  shine  the  sloven  and  bufibon  of  France  t 
In  senates  now,  how  scold,  how  rave,  how  roar. 
Of  treaties  ron  the  tedious  train -trow  o'er  I 
How  blunder  out  whatever  should  be  conceal'd. 
And  how  keep  secret  what  should  be  reveal'd ! 
True  child  of  Dullness  I  see  him,  goddess,  cteitn 
Puw'r  next  myself,  as  next  in  birth  and  fame. 

**  Silence  I  ye  senates,  while  enribbon'd  Younge 
Pours  forth  melodious  nothings  from  his  tongue  t 
How  sweet  the  accents  play  around  the  ear, 
Fonn'd  of  smooth  periods,  and  of  welUtun'd 

air! 
Leave,  gentle  Younge,  the  senate's  dry  debate* 
Nor  labour  'midst  the  labyrinths  of  sUte ; 
Suit  thy  soft  genius  to  more  tender  themes, 
A'td  sing  of  cooling  shades,  and  purling  streams; 
With  modern  sing-song  murder  ancient  plays  »*, 
Or  warb!e  in  sweet  ode  a  Branswick^s praises 
So  shall  thy  strains  in  purer  dullness  flow. 
And  laurels  wither  on  a  Cibber's  brow. 
Say,  can  the  statesman  wield  the  poet's  quill. 
And  quit  the  senate  for  Parnassus'  Hill } 
Since  there  no  venal  vote  a  pension  shares. 
Nor  wants  Apolfo  lords  commissioners. 

«•  There  W and  P ,  godtless,  view. 

Firm  in  thy  cause,  and  to  thy  Appius  truet 
Lo !  from  their  labours  what  reward  betides  I 
One  pays  my  army,  one  my  navy  guides. 

**To  dance,  dress,  slug,  and  serenade  the  fair, 
*  Conduct  a  finger,  or  reclaim  a  hair,' 
0*erbaIeful.tea  with  females  taught  to  blame, 
And  spread  a  slander  o'er  a  virgin*s  fame^ 
Form'd  for  these  softer  arts  shall  Hervey  strain 
With  stubborn  politicB  his  tender  brain  I 

»  A  noted  sermon  preached  on  the  30th  of 
January,  on  this  text,  **  Woe  be  unto  them  that 
are  given  to  change,"  fcc 

>^  This  gentleman,  wit  h  the  assistance  of  Roome, 
Concanen,  and  several  others,  altered  the  co- 
medy of  the  Jovial  Crew  into  a  modern  ballad 
opera  I  which  was  scarce  exhibited  on  the  stage, 
before  it  was  thooght  neceamry  to  be  QQOtncted 
into  one  tec 
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For  ministers  hiborious  pamphlets  write, 
In  senates  prattle,  and  with  patriots  fiirht ! 
Thy  fond  ambition,  pretty  youth,  give  o'er. 
Preside  at  balls,  old  fashions  lost  restore; 
So  shall  each  toilette  iu  thy  cause  engage. 
And  H ey  shine  a  P— re  of  the  age. 

"  Behold  a  s«tar  emblazon  C n's  coat ! 

Not  that  the  knight  has  uierit,  bnt  a  vote. 
And  berfe,  O  goddess,  numerous  wrongheads  trace, 
Lur'd  by  a  pension,  ribband,  or  a  place. 

**  To  murder  science,  and  my  cause  defend. 
Now  shoals  of  Grub-street  garretteers  descend ; 
From  schools  and  desks  the  writing  insects  crawl, 
l^nlade  their  dullness,  and  for  Appius  bawl. 

"  Lo!  to  thy  darling  Osborne  turn  thine  eyes. 
See  him  o'er  politics  superior  rise; 
While  Caleb  feels  the  venom  of  his  quill ; 
And  wond'ring  ministers  reward  bis  skill : 
Unleam'd  in  logic,  yet  he  writes  by  rule, 
An4  proves  himself  in  syllogism — a  fDol ; 
Now  fliei  obedient,  war  with  sense  to  wage. 
And  drags  th*  idea  thro*  the  painful  page : 
Unread,  unanswered,  still  he  writes  again. 
Still  spins  the  endless  cobweb  of  his  brain : 
Charm'd  with  each  line,  reviewing  what  he  writ. 
Blesses  his  stars,  and  wonders  at  bis  wit. 

"Nor  less,  O  Walsingham,  thy  worth  appears ! 
Alike  in  merits  tho'  unlike  in  years : 
Ill-fated  youth !  what  stars  malignant  shed 
Their  baneful  influence  o'er  thy  brainless  head, 
Boom'd  to  be  ever  writing,  never  read ! 
For  bread  to  libel  liberty  and  sense, 
And  damn  thy  patron  weekly  with  defence. 
Drench 'd  in  the  sable  flood,  O  hadst  thou  stiff 
O'er  skins  of  parchment  drove  thy  venal  quill. 
At  Temple  ale-house  told  an  idle  tale. 
And  pawnM  thy  credit  lor  a  mug  of  ale ; 
Unknown  to  Appius  then  had  been  thy  name, 
Unlac'd  thy  coat,  unsacriiic'd  his  fame ; 
Nor  vast  unvendcd  reams  would  Peele  deplore, 
As  victims  destin'd  to  the  common-shore. 

"  As  dunce  to  dunce  in  endless  numbers  breed. 
So  to  Concanen  see  a  Ealph  succeed ; 
A  tiny  witling  of  these  writing  days,  [plays. 

Fall-fem'd  for  tuneless  rhimes,  and  short-liv'd 
Write  on,  my  luckless  bard,  still  unasham'd, 
Tho'  burnt  thy  journals,  and  thy  dramas  damn'd; 
Tis  bread  inspires  thy  politics  and  lays, 
,  Not  thirst  of  immortality  or  pniise. 

"These,  goddess,  view,  the  choicest  of  the  train. 
While  yet  unnumberM  dunces  still  remain ; 
Deans,  critics,  lawyers,  bards,  a  motley  crew. 
To  dullness  faithful,  as  to  Appius  true." 

"  Enough,'*the  goddess  cries,  "enough  I've  seen; 
While  these  support,  secure  my  son  shalt  reign ; 
Still  shalt  thou  blund' ring  rule  Britannia's  fate, 
Still  Grub-street  hail  thee  minister  of  stale. 


MANNERS'. 

A    lATIRE,    1738. 


'Midst  the  mad  mansions  uf  Modrfirlds,  IM  be 
Astraw-crown'd  monarch,  in  mock  majesty. 
Rather  than  sovereign  rule  Britannia's  fate, 
Curs'd  with  the  fullics  and  the  farce  of  state* 
Rather  in  Newgate  walls,  <) !  let  me  dwell, 
A  doleful  tenant  of  the  darkling  cell, 
'Than  swell,  in  palaces,  the  mighty  store 
Of  fbrtune*s  fools,  and  parasites  of  pow'r. 
Than  crowns,  ye  gods !  be  any  state  my  dooi0| 
Or  any  dungeon,  but — a  drawing-room. 

"Thrice  happy  patriot !  whom  no  courts  debase, 
No  tides  lessen,  and  no  stars  disgrace. ' 
Still  nod  the  plumage  o'er  the  brainless  head ; 
Still  o'er  the  faithless  heart  the  ribband  spread. 
Such  toys  may  serve  to  signalize  the  tciol. 
To  gild  the  knave,  or  garnish  out  the  fool ; 
While  you,  with  Roman  virtue  arm'd,  disdain 
The  tinsel  trappings  and  the  gliit'ring chain: 
Fond  of  your  firecdom  spurn  the  venal  fee. 
And  prove-he's  only  great — ^who  dares  be  ftee." 

Thus  sung  Philemon  in  his  calm  retreat. 
Too  wise  for  pow'r,  too  virtooos  to  be  great. 

"  But  whence  this  rage  at  oourta  ?"  reply'dbis 
grace, 
"Say,  is  the  mighty  crime,  to  be  in  plane? 
Is  that  the  deadly  sin,  maiic'd  out  by  Heav'Hf 
For  whi  3h  no  mortal  e'er  can  be  lbr:gTv^  ? 
Must  all,  all  sufler,  who  in  courts  engage, 
Down  from  lord  steward,  to  the  puny  page  ? 
Can  courts  and  places  be  such  sinful  things, 
The  sacred  gifts  and  palaces  of  kipgs  V* 

A  place  may  claim  our  rev'rence,  sir,  I  own  ; 
But  then  tlie  man  its  dignity  must  crown : 
'Tis  not  the  truncheon,  or  the  ermine's  pride^ 
Can  screen  the  coward,  or  the  kna^e  can  hide. 
Let  Stair  and  ***  head  our  arms  and  law. 
The  judge  and  gen'ral  must  be  view'd  witii  awes 
The  villain  then  would  shudder  at  the  bar; 
And  Spain  grow  humble  at  the  sound  of  war. 

What  courts  are  sacred,  when  I  tell  your  grace, 
Manners  alone  must  sanctify  the  place  } 
Hence  only  each  its  proper  name  receives ; 
Haywood's  a  brothel ;  White's »  a  denof  thieves: 
Bring  whores  and  thieves  to  court,  you  change 

the  scene, 
St  James's  turns  the  brothel,  and  the  dent 

Who  would  the  courtly  chapel  holy  call, 
Tho'  the  whole  bench  should  consecrate  the  wall? 
While  the  trim  chaplain,  conscious  of  a  fee. 
Cries  out,  "  My  king,  I  have  no  G«)d  but  thee;'* 
Lifts  to  the  royal  seat  the  asking  eye. 
And  pays  to  Geoiige  the  tribute  of  the  sky  ; 
Proves  siu  alone  from  humble  roofs  must  spring. 
Nor  can  one  cartldy  failing  stain  a  king. 

Bishops  and  kings  may  consecrate,  'tis  true ; 
Manners  alone  claim  homage  as  their  due. 
Without,  the  courtand  church  are  both  prophane, 
UTiatever  prelate  preach,  or  monarch  reign; 
Religion's  rostrum  virtue's  scafibld  grows, 
And  crowns  and  mitres  are  mere  raree-shows. 

In  vain,  behokl  yon  rev'rend  turrets  rise. 
And  Sarum's  sacred  spire  salute  the  skies ! 
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If  the  laimM  Lerite's  earthly  vote  be  sold. 

^  GotTs  free  gift  retmil'd  for  Mammon  gold ; 

No  rer'rence  can  tbe  proud  cathedral  claim, 

But  Henley's  shop,  and  Sherlock's,  arc  the  same. 
Whence  have  St  Stephen's  walls  so  hallow'd 
been? 

Whence  ?  From  the  virtue  of  his  sons  withhi. 

But  should  some  guilefhl  serpent,  void  of  grace. 

Glide  ra  its  bounds,  and  poison  ail  the  place; 

Should  e*er  the  sacred  voice  be  set  to  sale. 
And  o'er  the  heart  the  golden  fruit  prevail ; 
The  place  is  alter'd,  sir ;  nor  think  it  strange 
To  see  tbe  senate  sink  into  a  change. 

Or  court,  or  church,  or  senate-house,  or  hall, 
Manners  alone  beam  dignity  on  all. 
Without  their  influence,  palaces  are  cells  ; 
Crane-court*,  a  magazine  of  cockle-shells ; 
The  solemn  bench  no  bosom  strikes  with  awe. 
But  Westminstei's  a  warehouse  of  the  law. 

These  honest  truths,  my  lord,  deny  who  can ; 
Since  all  allow  th^t  *'  Manners  make  the  man." 
Hence  only  glories  to  the  great  belong. 
Or  peers  must  mingle  with  the  peasant  throng. 

Though  strung  with  ribbands,  yet  behold  bis 
Shines  but  a  lacquey  in  a  higher  place  !    [grace 
Strip  the  gay  liv'ry  from  the  courtier's  back. 
What  marks  thediff^rence'twixt  my  lord  andJack? 
The  same  mean,  supple,  mercenary  knave. 
The  tool  of  power,  and  of  state  the  slave : 
Alike  the  vassal  heart  in  each  prevails, 
And  all  his  lordship  boasts  fa  larger  vales. 

Wealth,  manors,  titles,  may  descend,  'tis  true; 
But  ev»ry  heir  must  merit's  claim  renew. 

Who  bhishes  not  to  see  a  C heir 

Tonrslave  to  sound,  and  languish  for  a  play'r*? 
What  piping,  fidling, squeaking,  quav'ring,brawl- 

What  sing-song  riot,and  whateunuch-squawling! 

C-— ,  thy  worth  all  Italy  shall  own, 

A  statesman  fit,  where  Nero*  All 'd  the  throne. 

See  poor  Laevmus,  anxious  for  renowo. 
Through  the  long  gallery  trace  his  lineage  down, 
And  claim  each  hero's  visage  for  his  own. 
What  though  in  each  the  selfsame  features  shine, 
Unless  some  lineal  virtue  marks  the  line. 
In  vain,  alas!  he  boasts  his  grandsire's  name. 
Or  hopes  to  borrow  lustre  of  his  feme. 
Who  but  must  smile,  to  see  the  timorous  peer 
Point  'mong  his  race  our  bulwark  in  the  war  ? 
Or  in  sad  English  tell  how  senates  hung 
On  the  sweet  music  of  his  father's  tongue  ? 
Unconscious,  though  his  sires  were  wise  and  brave, 
Their  virtues  only  find  in  him  a  grave. 

Not  so  with  Stanhope*;  see  by  him  sustain'd 
Each  hoary  honour  which  his  sires  had  gain'd. 
To  hhn  the  virtues  of  his  race  appear 
The  precious  portion  of  five  hundred  year ; 
I)e*<»nded  down,  by  him  to  be  enjoy 'd. 
Yet  holds  the  talent  lost,  if  unemployed. 
From  hence  behold  his  gen'rous  ardour  rise, 
To  saell  th0  sacred  stream  with  fresh  supplies : 

*  The  Royal  Society. 

'  That  extraordinary  instance  ef  the  folly,  ex- 
travagance, and  depravity  of  the  English,  Fa- 
rinelk). 

*  A  Roman  emperor  remarkable  for  his  passion 
for  music. 

^  *  The  right  honouraUe  the  earl  of  Chestcr- 


Abroad,  the  guardian  of  his  country's  cause  ; 
At  home,  a  Tully  to  defend  her  laws. 
Senates  with  awe  the  patriot  sounds  imbibe. 
And  bold  corruption  almost  drops  the  bribe. 
Ilius  added  worth  to  vrorth,  and  grace  to  grace. 
He  beams  new  glories  back  upon  bis  race. 

Ask  yci  what's  honour?  Pll  the  truth  impart. 
Know,  honour,  then,  is  honesty  of  heart. 
To  the  Sweet  sceues  of  social  Stow  •  repair, 
And  search  the  master's  breast, — ^you'll   And  it 

there. 
Too  proud  to  grace  the  sycophant  orslave. 
It  only  harbours  with  the  wise  and  brave ; 
UngainM  by  titles,  places,  wealth,  or  birth : 
Learn  this,  and  learn  to  blush,  ye  sons  of  Earth  \ 
Blush  to  behold  this  ray  of  nature  made 
The  victim  of  a  ribband,  or  cockade. 
Ask  tbe  proud  peer,  what's  honour  ?    he  dts« 
plays 
A  purchased  patent,  or  the  herald's  Maze ; 
Or,  if  the  rojral  smile  his  hopes  has  blest. 
Points  to  the  glitt'rin^  glory  on  his  breast : 
Yet,  if  beneath  no  real  virtue  reign. 
On  the  gay  coat  the  star  is  but  a  stain : 
For  I  could  whisper  in  his, lordship's  ear. 
Worth  only  beams  true  radiance  on  the  star.* 
Hence  see  thegarter'd  glory  dart  its  rays. 
And  shine  round  E—  with  redoubled  blaze : 
Ask  ye  from  whence  this  flood  of  lustre's  seen  > 
Why  E—— whispers,  votes,  and  saw  Turin. 
Long  Milo  reign'd  the  minion  of  renown  ; 
Loud  his  eulogiums  echo'd  through  the  town : 
Where'er  he  went,8till  crowds  around  him  throng. 
And  hailM  the  patriot  as  he  pass'd  along. 
See  the  lost  peer,  anhonour*d  now  by  all. 
Steal  through  the  street,  ori^ulk  along  the  Mall; 
Applauding  sounds  no  more  salute  his  ear, 
But  the  loud  Paean's  sunk  into  a  sneer. 
Whence,  you'll  inquire,  could  spring  a  change  so 
Why,  the  poor  man  ran  military  road  ;      [sad  } 
By  this  mistaken  maxim  still  misled, 
liiat  men  of  honour  must  be  cloth'd  in  red. 
My  grandsire  wore  it,  Milo  cries — ^*tis  good ; 
But  know,  the  grandsire  stain'd  it  red  with  blood. 
First  'midst  the  deathful  dangers  of  the  field. 
He  shone  his  country's  guardian,  and  its  shield ; 
Taught  Danube's  stream  with  Gallic  gore  to  flow; 
Hence  bloom'd  the  laurel  on  the  grandsire's  browj 
But  shall  the  son  expect  the  wreath  to  wear. 
For  the  mock  triumphs  of  an  H3rde-  park  war? 
Sooner  shall *Bunhill,  Blenheim's  glories  claim. 
Or  Billcrs  rival  brave  Eugene  in  fame; 
Sooner  a  like  reward  their  labours  crown. 
Who  storm  a  dunghill,  and  who  sack  a  town. 
Mark  our  bright  youths,  how  gallant  and  how 

Fresh  plum'd  and  powder'd  in  review  array. 
UnspoiFd  each  feature  by  the  martial  scar, 

Lo !  A assumes  the  god  of  war :  [pay> 

Yet  vain,  while  prompt  to  arms  by  plume  and 
He  claims  the  soldier's  name  from  soldier's  play. 
This  truth,  my  warrior,  treasure  in  thy  breast; 
A  standing  soldier  is  a  standing  jest 
When  bloody  battles  dwindle  to  reviews. 
Armies  must  then  descend  to  puppet-shews ; 
Where  the  lac'd  log  may  strut  the  soldier's  part* 
Bedeck'd  with  feather,  though  unarui'd  with  heart 

<The  seat  ot  tba  right  honourable  the  lord 
viscount  Cobham. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


tla 


p.  WHITEHEAiyS  POEMS. 


There  are  who  saf,  **  You  lash  the  sins  of  men ! 

Leave,  leave  to  Pope  the  poignancy  of  the  pen ; 

Hope  not  the  bays  shall  wreath  around  thy  head; 

Fanning  may  write,  batFlaccoswillbe  restd." 

Shall  only  one  hare  privilege  to  blame? 

What  then,  are  vice  and  folly  royal  game? 

Must  all  be  poachers  who  attempt  to  kill  ? 

All,  but  the  mighty  sovereign  of  the  quill  ? 

Shall  Pope,  alone,  the  plenteous  harvest  have. 

And  I  not  glean  one  straggling  fool,  or  knave? 

Praise,  'tis  allow'd,  is  free  to  all  mankind  ; 

Say,  why  should  honest  satire  be  confined  ? 

Though,  like  th*  immortal  bard*s,  my  feeble  dart 

Stains  not  its  feather  in  the  culprit  hi^rt ; 

Yet  know,  the  smallest  insect  of  the  wing 

The  horse  may  tease,  or  elephant  can  sting : 

Ev*n  I,  by  chance,  some  lucky  darts  may  shower. 

And  gall  some  great  leviathans  of  pow*r, 
InamenotWalpole;  you  the  reason  guess ; 

Mark  yon  fell  harpy  hov»ring  o'er  the  press. 

Secure  the  Mute  may  sport  with  names  of  kings; 

But  ministers,  my  friend,  are  dang'rons  things. 

Who  would  have  Paxton  f  answer  what  he  writ ; 

Or  special  juries,  judges  of  his  wit  ? 
Pope  writes  unhurt— but  know.  His  different 
quite 

To  beard  the  Mom,  and  to  crush  the  mite. 
Safe  may  he  dash  the  statesman  in  each  line ; 
Those  dread  his  satire,  who  dare  punish  mine. 
"Turn,  turn  your  satire  then#"  you  cry,  *«  to 
praise." 
Why,  praise  is  satire,  in  these  sinful  days. 
Say,  should  I  make  a  patriot  of  sir  Bill, 
Or  swear  that  O        ^s  duke  has  wit  at  irill '; 
From  the  guU'd  knight  could  I  expect  a  place. 
Or  hope  to  lie  a  dinner  from  his  grace, 
Though  a  reward  be  graciously  bestow'd 
On  the  soft  satire  of  each  birth-day  ode  ? 

The  good  and  bad  alike  with  praise  are  blest ; 
Yet  those  who  merit  most,  still  want  it  least : 
But  conscious  vice  still  courts  the  cheering  ray. 
While  virtue  shines,  nor  asks  the  glare  of  day. 
Need  I  to  any,  Pult'ney's  worth  declare  ? 
Or  tell  him  Carteret  charms,  who  has  an  ear  ? 
Or,  Pitt,  can  thy  example  be  unknown. 
While  each  fond  father  marks  it  to  his  son  ?      • 

I  cannot  truckle  to  a  slave  in  state. 
And  praise  a  blockhead's  wit,  because  he's  great: 
Down,  down,  ye  hungry  garretteers,  descend. 
Call  Walpole  80nrieigfa,call  him  Britain's  friend; 
Behold  the  genial  ray  of  gold  appear, 
And  rouse,ye  swarms  of  Grub-street  and  Rag-fohr. 

See  with  what  2eal  yon  tiny  insect  9  bums. 
And  follows  queens  from  palaces  to  urns : 
Though  cruel  death  hat  dos'd  the  royal  ear. 
That  flatt'riug  fly  still  buzses  round  the  bier : 


A  mitre  may  repay  his  heavHdy  crawD, 
And,  while  he  decks  her  brow,  adorn  his  o^^ 
Lei,  laureat  Cibber  birth-day  sonnets  sing* 
Or  Fanny  crawl,  an  ear- wig  on  the  king : 
While  one  is  void  of  wit,  and  one  of  grace. 
Why  should  1  envy  dther  song  br  place  ? 
I  could  not  flatter,  the  rich  butt  to  gain; 
Nor  sink  a  slave,  to  rise  vice  chamberiain.^ 

Perish  my  verse  1  whenever  one  venal  line 
Bedaubs  a  duke,  or  makes  a  king  divine. 
First  bid  me  swear,  he's  sound  who  has    the 

plague. 
Or  Horace  rivals  Stanhope  at  the  Hague. 
What,  shall  I  turn  a  pander  to  the  throne. 
And  list  with  B— ll's  1*  to  roar  for  half-a-oown? 
Sooner T-i^    1  shall  with Tully  vie. 
Or  W — ^n — n  in  senate  scorn  a  lie ; 
Sooner  Iberia  tremble  for  her  fote 
From  M-*-— h's  arms,  or  Ah        n*s  debate. 
Though  fawning  flatt'ry  ne'er  shall  tsdnt  my 
lays. 
Yet  know,  when  virtue  calls,  I  burst  to  praise. 
Behold  yon  temple  **  rais'd  by  Cobham'a  l^and. 
Sacred  to  worthies  of  his  native  land : 
Ages  were  ransack'd  for  the  wise  and  great. 
Till  Barnard  came,  and  made  the  groape  com* 

plete. 
Be  Barnard  there— enliven'd  by  the  voice. 
Each  busto  bow'd,  and  sanctify 'd  the  choicQ. 

Pointless  all  satire  in  these  iron  times  ; 
Too  faint  are  colours,*and  too  fe^le  rhymes. 
Rise  then,  gay  fancy,  future  glories  bring. 
And  stretch  o'er  happier  dajrs  thy  healing  wing. 

Rapt  into  thought,  lo  !  I  Britannia  see 
Rising  superior  o'er  the  subject  sea ; 
View  her  gay  pendents  spread  their  silken  wings. 
Big  with  the  fote  of  empires,  and  of  kinga: 
The  tow'ring  barks  dance  lightly  o'er  the  Biatn, 
And  roll  their  thunder  thro'  the  realms  of  Spain. 
Peace,  violated  maid,  they  ask  no  more. 
But  waft  her  back  triumphant  to  our  shore  ; 
While  buxom  Plenty,  laughing  in  her  tndn. 
Glads  ev'ry  heart,  and  crowns  the  warrior^  pain. 
On,  fancy,  on !  still  stretch  the  pleasing  aocne. 
And  bring  fair  freedom  with  her  golden  reign ; 
Cheer'd  by  whose  beams  ev'n  meagre  wsmt  can 

smile. 
And  the  poor  peasant  whistle  'midst  his  toiL 

Such  days,  what  Briton  wishes  not  to  aee  ? 
And  such  each  Briton,  Frederic  ^,  hopes  firon 
thee. 


**  A  noted  agent  in  a  mob-regiment,  wrlio  is  em- 
ployed to  reward  their  venal  vocifieratioiis,  oa  cer- 
tain occasions,  with  half-a-crown  each  man. 
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CrMNASIJD,  OR  BOXING  MATCH  % 

A  TUT  SBOtT,  BUT  TKBT  CUtTOVS  BPIC  POBH> 
WITH  TUB  PEOLBOOMBMA  OF  ICBIBLfiBOt  TBBTIVI9 
AMD  KOTBS  7ABI0BUM» 

—*  Not  tuecnovimns  esse  nihil.   Mabt. 


TO  TBB  MOIT  POISfAWT  AlfD  fKrUfCIBLB 

Mb.  JOHN  BROUGHTON. 

Had  this  dedication  been  addreiaed  to  some 
rererend  prelate,  or  feoiale  oourt-fiiTouritey 
to  some  blundering  statesman*^  or  apostate  pa- 
triot, I  should  doubtless  have  lanched  into  the 
highest  encomiums  on  public  spirit,  policy,  Tir. 
toe,  pi^,  &C.  and,  like  the  rest  of  my  brother 
dedicators,  had  most  snceessftiUy  imposed  on 
their  vanity,  by  ascribing  to  them  qualities  they 
were  otterly  unacquainted  with;  by  which  means 
1  had  prudently  reaped  the  reward  oif  a  panegsrrist 
fi(om  my  patron,  and,  at  the  same  time,  secured 
the  rep4itation  of  a  satirist  with  the  public. 

But  scorning  these  base  arts,  1  present  the  fol- 
lowing poem  to  you,  unswajred  by  either  flattery 
or  interest;  since  your  modesty  would  defend 
you  against  the  poison  of  the  ode,  and  your 
known  ewoomy  prevent  an  author's  expectations 
of  th«  other.  I  shall  therefore  only  tell  you, 
what  you  really  are,  and  leave  those  (whose  pa- 
trons are  of  the  higher  class)  to  tell  them  what 
they  really  are  not.  But  such  is  the  depravity 
of  human  nature,  that  every  compliment  we  be- 
stow on  another  is  too  apt  to  be  deemed  asatire 
on  ourselves;  yetsurely,  while  I  am  praising 
the  strength  of  your  ann,  no  politician  can  think 
it  meant  as  a  reflection  on  the  weakness  of  his 
head;  or,  while  I  am  justifying  your  title  to  the 
characterof  aman,  will  any  modem  petit^maltre 
think  it  an  impeachment  ik  his  affinity  to  that  of 
ki  mimic  counterfeit,  a  monkey  ? 

Were  1  to  attempt  a  description  of  your  qua- 
lifications, 1  might  justly  have  recourse  to  the 
■ugesty  of  Agamemnon,  the  courage  of  Achilles, 
the  strength  of  Ajaz,  and  the  wisdom  of  Ulysses; 
but,  as  your  own  heroic  actions  afibrd  us  the  best 
mirror  <^  your  merits,  I  shall  leave  the  reader 
to  view  in  that  the  amazing  lustre  of  a  character, 
a  few  traits  of  which  only,  the  following  poem 
was  intended  to  display;  and  in  which,  had  the 
ability  of  the  poet  equalled  the  magnanimity  of 
bis  hero.  I  doubt  not  but  the  Gymnasiad  had, 
like  the  immortal  Iliad,  been  handed  down  to  the 
admiration  of  all  posterity. 

As  your  superior  merits  contributed  towards 
raising  you  to  the  dignities  you  now  enjoy,  and 
placed  you  even  as  the  safe-guard  of  royalty  it« 
self,  so  1  cannot  help  thinking  it  happy  for  the 
prince,  that  be  is  now  able  to  boast  one  real 
chaiiipion  in  bis  service:  and  what  Frenchman 
would  not  tremble  more  at  the  puissant  arm  of  a 
Brovghton,  than  at  the  ceremonious  gauntlet  of 
»  Dimmark  ? 
Inin> 
with  tha  most  profound  reqwot 
to  your  heroic  vbtues^ 
your  most  devoted, 
and  OMtt  humUe  tenrintt 


SCRIBLBRUS  TERTIUS  OF  THB 
POEM. 

{T  is  an  old  saying,  that  necessity  is  the  mo* 
ther  of  invention :  it  should  seem  then  that  poe* 
try,  which  is  a  species  of  invention,  must  natu- 
rally derive  its  being  from  the  same  origin:  hence 
it  i0X\.  be  easy  to  account  for  the  many  flimsy 
gho^like  apparitions,  that  every  day  make  their 
appearance  among  us;  for  if  it  be  true,  as  natu- 
ralists observe,  that  the  health  and  vigour  of  the 
mother  is  necessary  to  produce  the  like  qualities 
in  the  chik),  what  issue  can  be  expected  m>m  the 
womb  of  so  meagre  a  parent  ? 

Bnt  there  is  another  species  of  poetry,  which, 
instead  of  owing  its  birth  to  the  belly,  like  Mi- 
nerva springs  at  once  fkom  the  head :  of  this  kind 
are  those  productkms  of  wit,  sense,  and  spirit, 
which  once  bom,  like  the  goddess  herself,  im- 
mediately become  immortal.  It  is  true,  these 
are  a  sort  of  miracuknis  births,  and  therefore  it 
is  no  wonder  they  should  be  found  so  rare  among 
us.— As  glory  b  the  noble  inspirer  of  the  latter, 
so  hunger  is  the  natural  incentive  of  the  former: 
thus  fome  and  food  are  the  spurs  with  which  every 
poet  mounts  his  Pegasus ;  but,  as  the  impetus  of 
the  belly  is  apt  to  be  more  cogent  than  that  of  the 
head,  so  you  will  ever  see  the  one  pricking  and 
goading  a  tired  jade  to  a  hobbring  trot,  while  the 
other  only  incites  the  foammg  steed  to  a  majestic 
capriol. 

The  gentle  reader,  it  is  apprehendod,  will  not 
fong  be  at  a  loss  to  determine,  which  species  the 
following  production  ought  to  be  ranked  under: 
but  as  the  parent  most  unnaturally  cast  it  out  as 
the  spurious  issue  of  bis  brain,  and  even  cruelly 
denies  it  the  common  privilege  of  his  name; 
strack  with  the  delectable  beauty  of  its  features, 
1  coald  not  avoid  adopting  the  little  poetic  orphan, 
and  by  dressing  it  up  with  a  few  notes,  &c.  pre- 
sent it  to  the  public  as  perfect  as  possible. 

Had  1,  in  imitation  of  other  great  autbon, 
only  consulted  my  interest  in  the  publication  of 
this  inimitable  piece,  (which  doubtless  will  un- 
dergo numerous  impressions)  1  might  first  have 
sent  it  into  the  world  naked,  then,  by  the  addi- 
tion of  a  commentary,  notes  variorum,  prole- 
gomena, and  all  that,  levied  a  new  tax  upon  the 
public ;  and  after  all,  by  a  sort  of  modem  poet- 
ical legerdemain,  changing  the  name  of  the  prin- 
cipal hero,  and  inserting  a  few  hypercritics  of  a 
fiattering  friend's,  have  rendered  the  former  edi- 
tions incorrect,  and  cozened  the  curious  reader 
out  of  a  treble  consideratioQ  for  the  same  work  ) 
but  however  this  may  suit  the  tricking  arts  of  a 
bookseller,  it  is  certainly  much  below  the  sublime 
genius  of  an  author. — I  know  it  will  be  said, 
that  a  man  has  an  eqoal  right\o  make  as  much 
as  he  can  of  his  wit,  as  well  as  of  his  money: 
but  then  it  ought  to  be  considered,  whether 
there  may  not  be  such  a  thing  as  usary  in 
both ;  and  the  law  having  only  provided  against 
it  in  one  insUnce,  is,  1  apprehend,  no  very 
mond  plea  for  the  practk»  of  it  in  the 
other  ^ 

1  As  this  may  be  thought  to  be  particularly 
aimed  at  an  author  who  was  lately  reported  to  bo 
dead«  and  whose  loss  all  iovea  of  the  iii»»ea 
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The  judicious  reader  will  easily  perceive,  that 
thefdllowing  poem  in  all  its  properties  partakes 
of  the  epic;  such  as  fighting,  speeehing,  bully- 
ing, ranting,  &c.  (to  say  nothing  of  the  moral) 
liody  as  many  thousand  verses  are  thought  neces- 
sary to  the  construction  of  this  kind  of  poem,  it 
may  be  objected,  that  this  is  too  short  to  be  rank- 
ed under  that  class :  to  which  I  will  only  an- 
swer, that  as  conciseness  is  the  last  fault  a  wri- 
ter is  apt  to  commit,  so  it  is  generally  the  first  a 
reader  is  willing  to  forgive ;  and  though  it  may 
not  be  altogether  so  long,  yet  I  dare  say,  it 
will  not  be  found  less  replete  with  the  troe  vis 
poetica,  than  (not  to  mention  the  Iliad,  JEneid, 
Itc.)  even  Leontdas  itself. 

It  may  fertber  be  objected,  that  the  charac- 
ters of  our  principal  heroes  are  too  humble  for 
the  grandeur  of  the  epic  fable ;  but  the  candid 
reader  will  be  pleased  to  observe,  that  they  are 
not  here  celebrated  in  their  mechanic,  but  in 
their  heroic  capacities,  as  boxers,  who,  by  the 
aocieotn  themselves,  have  ever  been  esteemed 
vorthy  to  be  immortalized  in  the  noblest  works  of 
this  nature ;  of  which  the  Epeus  and  Euryalus  of 
Homer,  and  the  Entellns  and  Dares  of  Virgil, 
are  incontestable  authorities.  And  as  those  au- 
thors were  ever  careful,  that  their  principal  per- 
sonages (however  mean  in  themselves)  should 
derive  their  pedigree  finom  some  deity,  or  illus- 
trious hero,  so  our  author  has  with  equal  pro- 
priety made  bis  spring  firom  Phaeton  and  Nep- 
tune ;  under  which  characters  he  beautifully  al- 
legorises their  different  occupations  of  watermen 
and  coachmen. — But  for  my  own  part,  I  cannot 
ooQceive,  that  the  dignity  of  the  hero's  profes- 
sion is  any  ways  essential  to  that  of  the  action ; 
for,  if  the  greatest  penons  are  guilty  of  the 
meanest  actions,  why  may  not  the  greatest  ac- 
tions be  ascribed  to  the  meanest  penons  ? 

As  the  main  action  of  this  poem  is  entirely  sup- 
ported by  the  principal  heroes  themselves,  it  has 
been  maliciously  insinuated  to  be  designed,  as  an 
mimannerly  reflection  on  a  Ute  glorious  victory, 
where,  it  is  pretended,  the  whole  action  was  a- 
chieved  without  the  interposition  of  the  principal 
heroes  at  alL — But  as  the  most  innocent  mean- 
ings may  by  ill  minds  be  wrested  to  the  most 
wicked  pjjrposes,  if  any  such  construction 
should  be  made,  I  will  venture  to  affirm,  that 
it  must  proceed  from  the  factious  venom  of  the 
reader,  and  not  from  any  disloyal  malignity  in 
our  author,  who  is  too  well  acquainted  with  the 
power,  ever  to  arraign  the  purity,of  government : 

wonld  have  the  greatest  reason  to  lament;  it 
may  not  be  improper  to  assure  the  reader,  that 
it  was  written,  and  intended  to  have  been  pub- 
lished, before  that  report,  and  was  only  meant 
as  an  attack  upon  the  general  abuse  of  this  kind. 
» — ^As  to  our  author  himself,  he  has  frequently 
given  public  testimonies  of  his  veneration  for 
that  great  man's  genius;  nor  may  it  be  unenter- 
taining  to  the  reader,  to  acquaint  him  with  one 
private  instance : — Immediately  on  hearing  the 
report  of  Mr.  Pope's  death,  he  was  h^ard  to 
break  forth  in  the  following  CKclamation : 

Pope  dead  !— Hush,  hush.  Report,  the  slan- 
derous lie ; 
Fame  says  he  lives — immortals  never  die. 


bp«ides,  the  poignance  <^the  sword  is  too  pre* 
valent  for  that  of  the  pen ;  and  who,  when  there 
are  at  present  so  many  thousand  unanswerable 
standing  arguments  ready  to  defend,  would  ever 
be  Quixote  enough  to  attack,  either  the  omnipo- 
tence of  a  prince,  or  the  omniscience  of  his  mi- 
nisters ? 

Were  I  tb  attempt  an  analysis  of  this  poem,  I 
(X)ula  demonstrate  that  it  contains  (as  much  as 
a  piece  of  so  sublime  a  nature  will  suimit  of)  all 
those  true  st^mdards  of  wit,  humour,  raillery, 
satire,  and  ridicule,  which  a  late  writer  has  so 
marvellously  discovered  |  and  might,  on  the  pait 
of  our  author,  say  witli  that  profound  critic,— 
Jacfa  est  Alea :  but  as  the  obscurity  of  a  beauty 
too  strongly  argues  the  want  of  one,  so  an  en- 
deavour to  elucidate  the  merits  of  the  following 
performance,  might  be  apt  to  give  the  reader  a 
disadvantageous  impression  against  it,  as  it 
might  tacitly  imply  they  were  too  mysterious  to 
come  within  the  compass  of  his  comprehensaon. 
I  shall  therefore  leave  them  to  his  more  curious 
observation,  and  bid  him  heartily  farewell— 
Lege  8!  deUciare. 

ScRIBLEtUS  TeATIVS. 
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Tbb  invocation,  the  proposition,  the  night  be<- 
fore  the  battle  described ;  the  morning  opens, 
and  discovers  the  multitude  basting  to  tbt 
place  of  action ;  their  various  profossioBS,  dig* 
nities,  bkc  illustrated;  the  spectatots  being 
seated,  the  youthful  combatants  are  first  iUf 
troduced;  their  manner  of  fighting  displayed; 
to  these  succeed  the  champioos  of  a  higher  de^ 
gree ;  their  superior  abilities  marked,  some  of 
the  most  eminent  particularly  celebrated; 
mean  while,  the  principal  heroes  are  reprt'^ 
sented  ^ing,  and  ruminating  on  the  ap- 
proaching combat,  when  the  herald  summons 
them  to  the  lists. 

Sing,  sing,  O  Muse,  the  dire  contested  fray. 
And  bloody  honours  of  that  dreadful  day. 
When  Phaeton*s  bold  son  (tremendous  name) 
DarM  Neptune's  oflBspring  to  the  lists  of  fame. 
What  fury  fraught  thee  with  ambition*s  fire. 
Ambition,  equal  foe  to  s^^n  and  sire  ? 

V.  3,  4.  When  PhurtonU  bold  son  }  It  is  usual 
Dar^d  AV/>/»/wp's  offspring  \  for  poets  to 
call  the  sons  after  the  names  of  their  fathers ;  ss 
Agamemnon  the  son  of  Atnus,  and  Achilles  the 
sonof  Pelens,  are  frequently  termed  Pelides  and 
Atrides.  Our  author  would  doubtless  hate  fol- 
lowed this  laudable  example,  but  he  found 
Broughtonides  and  Stcphensoni<ios,  or  their  con- 
tractions, too  unmusical  for  metre,  and  therefore 
with  wonderful  art  adopts  two  poetical  parents ; 
which  obviates  the  difficulty,  and  at  the  ssme 
time  heightens  the  dignity  of  liis  heroes. 

BC.VTLEIDEI. 

V.  6.  Ambition,  equal  foe  h  ton  and  itre  f] 
It  has  been  maintained  by  some  philosophers, 
that  the  passions  of  the  mhtd  9re  in  tome  mea- 
sure her^tary,  as  well  as  the  features  of  the 
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One,  baplcn  M]  by  Jots's  0th«roU  iiniis. 
And  one,  the  IViton's  mighty  pow*r  disarms. 

Now  all  lay  hushed  within  the  folds  of  night. 
And  sawinpoiDteddrearasth' important  light;  10 
While  hopes  and  fears  alleroate  turn  the  scales. 
And  now  this  hero,  and  now  that  prevails ; 
Blows  and  imaginary  blood  surrey, 
Then  waking,  watch  the  slow  approach  of  day  $ 
When,  lo !  Aurora  in  her  saffron  vest 
Darts  a  glad  ray,  and  gilds  the  ruddy  east. 

Forth  issuing  now  all  ardent  seek  the  place 
Sacred  to  fame,  and  the  athletic  race. 
As  from  their  hive  the  clustVing  squa^lrons  pour 
0*er  fragrant  meads,  to  sip  the  Temal  (k>wV;  20 
So  from  each  ran  the  legal  swarms  impel. 
Of  banded  seers,  and  pupils  of  the  quill. 
Senates  and  shambles  pour  forth  ail  their  store. 
Mindful  of  mutton,  and  of  laws  no  more ; 
E'en  money-bills,  uncourtly,  now  must  wait. 
And  the  fat  lamb  has  one  more  day  lo  bleat 
The  highway  knight  now  draws  his  pistoPs  load, 
'Re£tB  his  faint  steed,  and  this  day  franks  the  road. 

body.  According  to  this  doctrine,  our  author 
▼ery  beautifully  represenU  the  faulty  of  ambi- 
tion descending  from  fiither  to  son ; — and  as  ori- 
ipnal  sinmay  in  some  sort  be  accounted  for  on 
this  sjT^em,  it  is  very  probable  our  author  had  a 
tbeological,  as  well  as  phjrsical,  and  morel  mean- 
ing hi  this  verse. 

For  the  latter  part  of  this  note  we  are  obliged 
to  an  eminent  divine* 

^  V.  31.  Ugalswarmt  impel,']  An  ingenious  cri- 
tic of  my  acquaintance  objected  to  this  simile, 
smd  would  by  no  means  admit  the  comparison 
between  bees  and  lawyers  to  be  just;  one,  he 
said,  was  an  industrious,  harmless,  and  useful 
.  species,  none  of  which  properties  oould  be  affirm- 
ed of  the  other ;  and  therefore  be  thought  the 
ditme,  that  Uvea  on  the  plunder  of  the  hive,  a 
JDore  proper  archetype.  I  must  confess  myself 
in  some  measure  inclined  to  subscribe  my  friend's 
opinion ;  but  then  we  must  consider,  that  our 
miithordid  not  intend  to  describe  their  quidities, 
bat  their  number;  and  in  this  respect  no  one, 
I  think,  can  have  any  ol^ection  to  the  propriety 
4>f  the  comparison. 

V.  24.  and  of  laxot  no  more;']  The  original 
MS.  has  it  bribes ;  but,  as  this  might  seem  to 
isast  an  invidious  aspersion  on  a  certain  assembly, 
femafkable  for  their  abhorrence  of  venality ; 
and,  at  the  same  time,  might  subject  our  pub. 
psher  to  some  little  inconveniences;  I  thought 
It  prudent  to  soften  the  expression  ;  besides,  I 
think  this  reading  renders  our  author's  thought 
more  natural ;  for,  though  we  see  the  most  tri- 
fling avocations  are  able  to  drew  off  their  atten- 
tion from  the  public  utility,  yet  nothing  is  suf- 
fideot  to  divert  a  steady  pursuit  of  their  private 
emolument 

V.  28.  iMs  day  franks  the  road.]  Our  poet  here 
artfully  insinuates  the  dignity  uf  the  combat  iie  is 
Hbpat  to  celebrate,  by  its  being  able  to  prevuil  on 
a  bigbwayman  to  lay  aside  his  business,  to  be- 
come a  spectator  of  it ;— <ind  as,  on  this  ocra- 
sionyhe  makes  him  forsake  his  daily  bread,  while 
the  senator  only  neglects  tiie  business  of  the  na- 
tion, it  may  be  observed,  how  satirically  he  gives 
the  preference,  in  point  of  disinterestedness,  to 
the  highwayman. 


BailifEt, in  crowds,  neglect  the  dnrmant  writ, 
And  give  another  Sunday  to  the  wit :  30 

He  too  would  hie,  but  ah !  his  fortunes  firown, 
Alas !  the  fatal  passport's — half-a-crown. 
Shoals  press  on  shoals,  from  palace  and  from 

cell; 
Lords  yield  the  court,  and  butchers  ClerkenwelU 
St   Giles's  natives,  never  known  to  fail. 
All  who  have  haply  'scap'd  th*  obdurate  jail ; 
There  many  a  martial  son  of  TQtt'nham  lies^ 
Bound  in  Ueveilian  bands,  a  sacrifice 
To  angry  justice,  nor  must  view  the  prize. 

Assembled  myriads  crowd  the  circling  seats, 40 
High  for  the  combat  every  bosom  beats. 
Each  bosom  partial  for  its  hero  bold. 
Partial  through  friendship— or  dependhng  gold. 

But  first,  the  infiant  progeny  of  Mars 
Join  in  the  lists,  and  wage  their  pigmy  wars; 
Train'd  to  the  manual  fight,  and  bruiseful  toil, 
'file  stop  defensive,  and  gymnastic  foil, 
With  nimble  fists  their  early  prowess  show, 
And  mark  the  future  hero  in  each  blow. 

Tb  these,  the  hardy  iron  race  succeed,        50 
All  sons  of  Hockley  and  fierce  Brick-street  brM: 
Mature  in  valour,  and  inur'd  to  bk>od. 
Dauntless  each  foe  in  form  terrific  stood  | 
Their  callous  bodies,  frequent  in  the  fray, 
Mock'd  the  fell  stroke,  nor  to  its  force  gave 

way. 
'Mongst  these  Qloverius,  not  the  last  in  fame. 
And  he  whose  clog  delights  the  beauteous  dames 
Nor  least  thy  praise,  whose  artificial  light. 
In  Dian's  absence,  gilds  the  clouds  of  night 

V.  37.  There  many  a  martial  i(m,  Sec]  The 
unwary  reader  may  from  this  passage  be  apt  to 
conclude,  that  an  amphitlieatre  is  little  better 
than  a  nursery  for  the  gallows,  and  that  there  is 
a  sort  of  physical  connection  between  boxing  and 
thieving;  but  although  boxing  may  be  a  useful 
ingredient  in  a  thief,  yet  it  does  not  necessarily 
make  him  one.  Boxing  is  the  effect,  not  the 
cause ;  and  men  are  not  thieves  because  they 
are  boxers,  but  boxers  because  they  are  thieves. 
Thus  tricking,  lying,  evasion,  with  several  other 
such-like  cardinal  virtues,  are  a  sort  of  properties 
pertaining  to  the  practice  of  the  law,  as  well  as 
to  the  mercurial  profession.  But  would  any  one 
therefore  infer,  that  every  h|wyer  must  be  a 
thief?  Scholiast. 

V.  44.  if{fani  progeny  of  Mars]  Our  author 
in  this  description  alludes  to  the  Lusus  Trojif 
of  Virgil, 

Incedunt  pueri 


TrojsB  juventut 
Puguxque  ciunt  simulachra  sub  armis. 

V.  51.  Hockley  and  fierce  Bnck-street  Irreed] 
Two  famous  athletic  seminaries. 

V.  57.  And  he  whose  clog,  &c.]  Here  we  are 
presented  with  a  laudable  imitation  of  the  an- 
cient simplicity  of  manners ;  for,  as  Cincinnatns 
•lisdained  not  the  homely  employment  of  a 
plougliman,  so  we  see  our  hero  condescending  to 
the  humble  occupation  of  a  clog- maker;  and 
this  is  the  more  to  be  admired,  as  it  is  one  cha- 
racteristic of  modem  heroism,  to  be  either  above 
or  below  any  occupation  at  all. 

V.  58»  xohose  artificial  light,]  Vnrions  and 
I  violent  have  been  the  controversies,  whptlier  ou^. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


910 


P.  WHITEHEAiyS  POEMS. 


While  these  the  c<Mnbai>kdirefu1  arts  disp1aj,60 
Ann  share  the  bkxxly  fortunes  of  the  day. 
Each  hero  sat,  revolving  in  his  soul 
The  various  means  that  might  his  foe  oontroal ; 
Conquest  and  ^ory  each  proud  bosom  warms. 
When,  ]o!  the  herald  summons  them  to  arms. 
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Stephenson  enters  the  lists;  a  description  of  bis 
figure ;  an  encomium  on  his  abilities,  with 
respect  to  the  character  of  a  coachman. 
Broughton  advances ;  his  reverend  form  des- 
cribed ;  his  superior  skill  in  the  management 
of  the  lighter  and  wherry  displayed ;  his  ,tri- 
imtiph  of  the  badge  celebrated ;  bis  speech ; 
his  former  victories  recounted ;  the  prepara- 
tions for  the  combat,  and  the  honour  of  the 
tpectators.' 

Ffssr,  to  the  fight,  advanc'd  the  charioteer:' 
High  hopes  of  glory  on  his  brow  appear  j 
Termur  vindictive  flashes  from  his  eye, 
(To  one  the  fates  the  visual  ray  deny ;) 
Fierce  glow'd  his  looks,   which  spoke  his  inward 

"ge; 
He  leaps  the  bar,  and  bounds  upon  the  stage. 
The  roofs  re-eccho  with  exulting  cries, 
And  atl  behold  him  with  admiring  eyes, 
ni-fated  yonth !  what  rash  desires  could  warm 
Thy  man^'  heart,  to  dare  the  Triton's  arm  ?    10 
Ah !.  too  unequal  to  these  martial  di  eds, 
Though  none  more  skillM  to  rule  the  foaming 
The  coursers,  still  obedient  to  thy  rein,    [steeds. 
Kow  urge  their  flight,  or  now  their  flight  restrain. 
Had  mighty  Diomed  provok'd  the  race, 
lliou  fai  had'st  left  the  Grecian  in  disgrace. 
Where-e'er  you  ditwe,  each  ion  confesb'd  your 

sway,  [hay. 

Maids  brought  the  dram,  and  ostlers  flew  with 
But  know,  though  skilled  to  guide  the  rapid  car, 
l^one  wages  like  thy  foe  the  manual  war.         20 

author  here  Intended  to  celebrate  a  lamp -lighter' 
or  a  link-boy ;  but  as  there  are  heroes  of  both 
capacities  at  present  in  the  school  of  honour,  it 
b  d  fficult  Co  dtdennine,  whether  the  poet  al- 
ludes to  a  Wells,  or  a  Buckhorse. 

1  Arg^menL^  It  was  doubtless  in  obedience 
to  custom,  and  the  example  of  other  great  poets, 
that  our  author  has  thought  proper  to  prefix  an 
argument  to  each  book,  being  minded  that  no- 
thing should  be  wanting  in  the  usual  parapher- 
nalia of  works  of  Uiis  kind. — For  my  own  part,  I 
am  at  a  loss  to  account  for  the  use  of  them,  un- 
less it  be  to  swell  a  volume,  or,  like  bills  of  fore, 
to  advertise  the  reader  what  he  is  to  expect; 
that,  if  it  contains  nothing  likely  to  suit  his  taste, 
be  may  preserve  his  appetite  for  the  next  course. 

liptioos  of  Dares  in  VirgiL 
Kec  mora,  continue  vastis  cum  viribus  efiert 
Ora  Dares,  magnoque  virum  se  murmure  tollit 
y,  19.  Bu^kiwWi  though  tkilpd}  Here  our  au- 


Now  Neptune's  o£&prtog  dreadfully  sereae. 
Of  sice  gigantic,  and  tremendous  mien, 
Steps  forth,  and  'midst  the  foted  lisU  appears ; 
Rev»rend  his  form,  but  yet  not  worn  with  years. 
To  him  none  equal,  in  his  youthful  day. 
With  feather'd  oar  to  skim  the  liquid  way; 
Or  through  those  straits  whose  waters  stun  the 
The  loaded  lighter's  bulky  weight  to  steer,    lear, 
Soon  as  the  ring  their  ancient  warrior  view»d, 
Joy  fill'd  their  hearts,  and  thund'ring  shouts 

ensu'd;  .  30 

Loud  as  when  o'er  Tbamesis'  gentle  flood, 
Superior  with  the  Triton  youths  he  row'd  ; 
While  far  a-head  his  winged  wherry  flew. 
Touched  the  gUd  shore,  and  claim'd  the  badge 

its  due. 
Then  th  us  indignant  he  accosts  the  foe, 
(While  high  disdain  satprideful  on  his  brow:) 
**  Long  has  the  Uiurel-wreath  victorious  spread 
Its  sacred  honours  nnmd  this  hoary  head ; 
The  prize  of  conquest  in  each  doubtful  ftay. 
And  dear  rtward  ol  many  a  dir«  fought  day.     49 
Now  youth's  cold  wane  the  vig'rous  pulse  has 

chas'd^ 
Froze  all  my  blood,  and  ev*ry  nerve  unbrac'd ; 
Now,  from  these  teinptes  shall  the  spoils  be  tORi» 
In  scornful  triumph  by  my  foe  he  worn  ? 
What  then  avail  my  various  deeds  in  arms. 
If  this  proud  crest  thy  feeble  force  disarms  ? 
Loit  be  my  glories  to  recording  fame,     [name  t 
When,  foil'd  by  thee,    the  coward  blasU  my 
I,  who  e'er  manhood  my  young  joints  bad  knit* 
First  taught  the  fierce  Grettonius  to  submit ;  50 
While,  drench'd  in  blood,  he  prostrate  press'd 

the  floor. 
And  inly  groan'd  the  fatal  words — <no  more.' 
Allenius  too,  who  ev'ry  heart  dismay'd, 

thor  inculcates  a'^ne  moral,  by  showing  how 
apt  men  are  to  mistake  their  talents ;  but  were 
men  only  to  act  in  their  proper  spheres,  how  of- 
ten should  we  see  the  parson  in  the  pew  of  the 
peasant,  the  author  in  the  character  of  his 
hawker,  or  a  beau  in  the  livery  of  his  foot- 
man!  &C. 

V.  34.  the  bodge  its  due,!  A  prize  given  by 
Mr.  Dogget,  to  be  annually  contested  on  the 
first  of  August. — As  among  the  ancients,  games 
and  sports  were  celebrated  on  mournful  as  well 
as  joyful  events,  there  has  been  some  contro- 
versy, whether  our  loyal  comedian  meant  the 
oompliinent  to  the  setting  or  rising  monarch  of 
that  day ;  but,  as  the  plate  has  a  horse  for  its 
device,  I  am  induced  to  impute  it  to  the  latter  ; 
and,  doubtless,  he  prudently  considered,  that, 
AS  a  living  dog  is  better  than  a  dead  lion,  the 
living  horse  had,  at  least,  an  equal  title  to  the 
same  preference. 

V.  42.  Frne  all  my  blood,}  See  ViigiL 
— -— Sedenim  gelidus  tardante  senecta 
Sanguis  hebet,  frigentque  efioete    in  corpore 
Tires. 

V.  50.  Fierce  Grettonius  to  tubfmt ;]  Gretton, 
the  most  famous  Athleta  in  his  dasrs,  over  whom 
our  hero  obtained  his  maiden  prize. 

V.  53.  AUeniustoo^  &c.l  Vulgarly  known  by 
the  plebeian  name  of  Pipes,wluch  a  learned  critic 
will  have  to  be  derived  from  the  art  and  mystery 
ofpipe-inakiogi  ia  which  it  is  afirmed  this  hero 
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W1ioteb]oin,1ike1idl,ilewrattliDgrrMiiidthe  bead 
Him  oft  tbe  ring  behe!d  «  th  weeping  eyes, 
Stretch'd  on  the  grounH^Feluctant  yield  tbe  prize. 
Then  fell  the  swain,  with  wbon  none  e'er  could  Tie 
Where  Harrow's  steeple  darts  into  the  nky. 
Next  the  bold  youth  a  bteeding  victim  lay, 
WhoM  wavmg  curb  the  barber's  art  display.    60 
Yon  too  this  arm's  tremendous  prowess  know ; 
Rash  man,  to  make  this  arm  again  thy  foe  i** 

This  fia:d-— the  hemes  for  the  fight  prepare. 
Brace  their  big  limbs,  and  brawny  bodies  bare. 
Hie  sturdy  sinews  all  aghast  behold. 
And  ample  sb^mlders  of  Atlean  mould ; 
Like  Titan's  offspring,  who  'gainst  HeaTent  trove, 
So  each,  though  morUl,seem'd  a  match  for  Jove. 
Now  round  the  ring  a  silent  horrour  reigns. 
Speechless  each  tongue,  and  bk)odlesa  all  their 
reinn ;  70 

When,  lo !  tbe  champions  give  the  dreadful  sign, 
And  hand  in  hand  in  friendly  token  join ; 
Those  iron  hands,  which  soon  upon  the  foe 
With  giant-force  must  deal  thedrradful  blow. 

TBE  GTMNJSUD. 
BOOK  UI. 

AMGVUWT, 

Adeacription  of  the  battle;  f^heiisoo  Isvan- 
quif  bed  j  ih&  manner  of  his  body  being  car- 
ried off  by  bis  friends;  Broughtoo  claims  the 
prize,  and  takes  his  final  leave  of  the  sUge. 
Fdll  in  the  centre  now  they  fix  hi  form. 
Bye  meeting  eye,  and  arm  oppos'd  to  arm ; 
With  wily  feints  each  other  now  provoke. 
And  cautious  meditate  th'  impending  stroke. 
Th'  impatient  youth,  inspir'd  by  hopes  of  fame, 
Fnrst  sped  his  arm,  unfaithful  to  its  aim ; 
Tbe  waiy  warrior,  watchful  of  his  foe, 
Bends  back,  and  'scapes  thedeath-designingblow; 
With  erring  glance  it  sounded  by  his  ear, 

was  an  adept.— At  he  was  the  delictum  pugnaeis 

generin,  our  author,  with  marvellous  judgment, 

rrpresents  the  rina:  weeping  at  his  dt  feat. 

V.  54.  Wftoiel/owi,li]ce  kmil,  &c.]  Virgil. 

■  quam  multa  gnindine  nimbi 

Cul  minibus  crepitant. -» 

V.  57.  Then  fell  th»  watVi,]  Jeoffrey  Birch, 
who,  in  several  encounters,  served  only  to  aug- 
ment the  number  of  our  hero's  triumphs. 

V.  59.  Next  the  bold  ywtk]  As  this  champion 
is  still  living,  and  even  disputes  the  palm  of  man- 
hood with  our  hero  bimst^lf,  1  shall  leave  him  to 
be  tbe  subject  of  immortality  in  some  future 
^mnasiad,  £houtd  the  superiority  of  his  prowess 
ever  justify  his  title  to  the  corona  pugnea, 

V.  ^3.  7Awwtrf,&c,]  Virgil. 
Hccfatus,  duplicemex  bumeris  rejecit  amic- 
tum  :  [iosque 

£t  magnoi  membrorum  artns,  magna  osm  lacer- 
Exuit 

V.  7,  8.  I      watd^ful  qf  his  foe  "^ 

Btndi  bock  and  'scapes  the  death'  >  Virgil. 
designing  blow ;  } 

ille    ictum  venientem  a  vertice  velox 


Fneridit,  cderique  elapsus  corpore  cessit. 


And  wbissing,  spent  its  idle  fbree  in  air.  10 

Then  quick  advancing  on  th'  unguarded  head, 
A  dreadful  show'r  of  thunderbolts  he  shed  : 
As  when  a  whiriwind,  from  some  cavern  bruk^ 
With  furious  blasts  assaults  the  monarch  oak» 
11)18  way  and  that  its  lofty  top  it  bends. 
And  the  fierce  storm  the    crackling  branchet 

rends ; 
So  wav*d  the  head,  and  now  to  left  and  right 
Rebounding  flies,  and  crash'd  beneath  the  weight* 

Like  the  young  lion  wounded  by  a  dart. 
Whose  fury  kindles  at  the  galling  smart ;        90 
The  hero  rouses  with  redoubled  rage. 
Flies  on  the  foe,  and  foams  upon  the  stage. 
Now  g^ppling,  both  in  close  contention  join^ 
Legs  Uxk  in  legs,  and  arms  in  arms  entwine: 
They  sweat,  they  heave,  each  tugging  nerve  they 

strain ; 
Both,  fix'd  as  oaks,  their  sturdy  trunks  sustain. 
At  length  the  chief  his  wily  art  display 'd, 
Poia'd  on  his  hip  the  hapless  youth  he  laid  : 
Aloft  in  air  his  quiv'ring  limbs  he  throw'd,  [load. 
Tlien  on  the  ground  down  dash'd  the  pond'ioua 
So  some  vast  ruin  un  a  mountain's  brow,  31 

Which  tou'ring  hangs,  and  dreadful  nods  bekm. 
When  the  fierce  tempest  the  fbnndation  rend% 
Whiri'd  though  the   air  with  horrid  crush  dci- 
cends. 

Bold  and  undaunted  np  the  hero  rote. 
Fiercer  his  bosom  for  the  combat  gfows ; 
Shame  stung  his  manly  heart,  and  fiery  ragtt 
New  steel'd  each  nerve,  redoubled  war  to  wage* 
Swift  to  revenge  the  dire  disgrace  he  flies, 
Again  suspended  on  the  hip  he  lies  ;  40 

Dash'd  on  the  ground,  again  had  fatal  fell. 
Haply  the  barrier  caught  his  flying  heel ; 
There  fast  it  hung,  th'  imprison'd  head  gave  way« 
And  the  strong  arm  defrauded  of  its  prey. 
Vain  strove  the  chief  to  whirl  the  mountain  o'er; 
It  slipt — ^he  headlong  rattles  on  the  floor. 

V.  10.  its  idle  force  in  «r.]  Virgil 
——vires  in  ventum  effudit 
V.  19.  Like  the  young  lion^  It  may  be  ob- 
served, that  our  author  has  Ueated  the  reader 
but  with  one  simile  throughout  the  two  foregoing 
books ;  but,  in  order  to  make  him  ample  amends, 
has  given  him  no  less  than  six  in  thin.  Doubt- 
less this  was  in  imitation  of  Homer,  and  arl fully 
intended  to  heighten  the  .dignity  of  the  main 
action,  as  well  as  our  admiration,  towards  th^ 
conclusion  of  his  work. — Finis  coronal  opiu, 

V.  24.  Arms  in  arms  entwine  ;]  Virgil. 
Immisrentque    manus     maoibus,    pugnamqn^ 
lacessunt 
V.  35.  Sold  and  undaunted,  &c]  VirgiL 
At  non  tardatus  casu,  neque  territus  hero«, 
Acrior  ad  pugnam  rcdit,  L  vun  susciut  ira. 
Tum  pudor  incendit  vireo  ,, 

V.  42.  Haply  the  barritr,  &c]  Our  author, 
like  Homer  himself,  ig  no  lets  to  be  admired  in 
the  character  of  an  historian  than  in  that  of  • 
poet :  we  see  him  here  faithfully  reciting  the 
mostmmute  incidents  of  the  battle,  and  informhig 
us,  that  the  youthful  hero,  being  on  the  kx:k» 
must  again  inevitably  have  come  to  the  ground, 
had  not  tus  heel  catcbedthe  bar;  and  that  hit 
antagonist,  by  the  violence  of  bit  straining,  tlipt 
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Around  the  ring  loud  peals  of  thunder  me. 
And  shouts  exultant  echo  to  the  skies. 

Uplifted  now  inanimate  he  se^mt. 
Forth  frum  bis  nostrils  giuih  the  purple  streams; 
Gasping  for  breath,  and  impotent  of  hand,      5 1 
The  youth  beheld  bis  rival  stagg'ring  stand  : 
But  he,  alas  I  bad  felt  th*  mmerving  blow. 
And  gaz'd,  unable  to  assault  the  foe. 
As  when  two  monarchs  of  the  brindled  breed 
Pispute  the  proud  dominion  of  the  mead, 
TTicy  6ght,  they  foam,  then  weary'd  in  the  fray, 
Aloof  retreat,  and  low'ring  stand  at  bay ; 
So  stood  the  heroes,  and  Indignant  glar'd. 
While  g^m  with  blood  their  rueful  froots  were 
smearM ;  60 

Till  with  returning  strength  new  rage  returns. 
Again  their  arms  are  steel  *d,  again  each  bosom 
bums. 
Inoetsant  now  their  hollow  sides  they  pound, 
Loud  OD  each   breast  the  bounding  bangs  re- 
sound ; 
Their  flying  fists  around  the  temples  glow. 
And  the  jaws  crackle  with  the  massy  blow. 
The  raging  combat  ev'ry  eye  appals,  [falls. 

Strokes  foUowing  itiokes,  and  falls  succeeding 
Kow  droop'd  the  youth,  yet,  urging  all  his  might. 
With  feeble  arm  still  vindicates  the  fight,        70 
Till  on  the  part  where  heav'd  the  panting  breath, 
A  fifttal  blow  impren'd  the  seal  of  death* 
Bown  dropt  the  hero,  welt'ring  in  his  gore. 
And  his  stretch 'd  limbs  lay  quivering  on  the  floor. 
So,  when  a  fisloon  skims  the  airy  way. 
Stoops  firom  the  clouds,  and  pounces  on  his  prey  j 
Dash'd  on  the  earth  thefeather'd  victim  lies. 
Expands  its  feeble  wings,  and,  fluttering,  dies. 
His  fiuthful  friends  their  dying  hero  reared. 
O'er  his  broad   fhouldert  dimgUng   hung  his 
head ;  80 

bis  arm  over  his  head,  and  by  that  means  received 
theftdl  he  intended  the  enemy. — I  thought  it 
incumbent  on  me  as  a  commentator  to  say  thus 
much,  to  illustrate  the  meaning  of  our  author, 
which  might  seem  a  little  obscure  to  tho&e  who 
•are  unacquainted  with  conflicts  of  this  lund. 
V.  48.  echo  totheskiet,  kc"]  Virgil. 
It  clamor  coslo 

The  learned  reader  will  perceive  our  author's 
frequent  allusions  to  Virgil ;  and  whether  he  in- 
tended them  as  translations  or  imitations  of  the 
Boman  poet,  must  give  us  pause:  but  as,  in  our 
modem  productions,  we  find  imitations  are  gene- 
rally nothing  more  than  bad  translations,  and 
translations  nothing  more  than  bad  imitations ; 
it  would  equally,  I  suppose,  satisfy  the  gall  of 
the  critic,  should  these  unluckily  fall  within 
either  description. 

V.  63.  Ineessant  tww,  &c]  Virgil.  '' 

Multa  viri  ne<{uicquam  inter  sevulnera  jactant: 


Dragging  its  limbs,  they  bear  the  body  forth, 
Masb'd  teeth    and  clotted  blood  came   issuing 
from  his  mouth. 

Thus  then  the  victor — "  O  celestial  powV ! 
Who  gave  this  arm  to  boast  one  triumph  mor^ ; 
Now  grey  in  glory,  let  my  labours  cease. 
My  blood-stain'd  laurel  wed  the  branch  cf  peace  ; 
Lur'd  by  the  lustre  of  the  golden  prize. 
No  more  in  combat  this  proud  crr*st  shall  rite; 
To  future  heroes  future  deeds  belong. 
Be  mine  the  theme  of  some  immortal  song.**    90 

This  said— he  seiz'd  the  prize,   while  round 
the  ring. 
High  soar'd  applause  on  acclamation's  wing. 

V.  88.  No  more  in  oombat,  flee]  Virgil. 

■hie  victor  csestus,  artemque  repono. 


HONOUR : 

A   SATIRE,    1747. 

PrJmorespopuli  arripuitpopulumque  txibutim; 
Scilicet  uui  sequusvirtutiafque  ejus  amicis.  * 

Hot. 

'*  Load,  load  the  pallet,  boy  !"  hark  !   Hogarth 

cries, 
«  Fast  as  I  paint,  fresh  swarms  6f  fools  arise  I 
Groups  rise  on  groups,  and  mock  the  pendTs 

pow'r. 
To  catch  each  new-blown  folly  of  the  hour." 
While  humorous  Hogailh  paints  each  fMf 

dead. 
Shall  vice  triumphant  rear  its  hydra  head  ? 
At  satire's  sovereign  nod  disdain  to  shrink  ? 
New  reams  of  paper,  and  fret^h  floods  of  ink  ! 
On  then,  my  Muse !  Herculean  labours  dare. 
And  wage  with  virtue's  foes  eternal  war ; 
Range  through  the  town  in  search  of  ev'ry  ill. 
And  cleanse  th'  Augean  stable  with  thy  quill. 

**  But  what  avails  the  poignanoe  of  the  toog, 
Since  all,"  you  cry,  **  still  persevere  m  wrong. 
Would  courtly  crimes  to  Mulgrave's*  mute  sub^ 

'mit? 
Or  blush'd  the  monarch  though  a  Wilmot'  writ  I 
Still  pandar  peers  disgraced  the  rooms  of  state. 
Still  Caesar's  bed  sustained  a  foreign  weight ; 
Slaves  worshipp'd  still  the  golden  calf  of  pow'r. 
And  bishops,  bowing,  bless'd  the  scariet  whorel 
Shall  then  thy  verse  tlie  guilty  great  reclaim. 
Though  fraught  with  Dryden'sheav'n-deaceoded^ 

flame? 
Will  harpy  Heathcote,  from  his  mouM'ring  store. 
Drag  forth  one  cheering  drachma  to  the  poor  ? 
Or  Harrington,  unfoithful  to  the  seal. 
Throw  in  one  suffrage  for  the  public  weal  I 
Pointle&s  all  satire,  and  misplac'd  its  aim. 
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ftrike  but  the  detr,  however  slight  the  woood, 
It  sterves  atleaitto  drive  bim  from  the  Muod. 
Shall  reptile  sinnenfroiming  justice  fear, 
And  pageant  titles  pririkge  the  peer  ? 
80  falls  the  humbler  game  in  common  fields. 
While  the  branched  beavt  the  royal  1ore»t  shields. 
On,  Satire,  then  !  pursue  thy  gen'rous  plan, 
And  wind  the  rice,  regardleu  of  the  man. 
Rouse,  rouse!* tb*  ennobled  herd  for  public  sport. 
And  hunt  them  thriiugh  the  covert  of  a  oourt. 
Just  as  the  play 'r  the  mimic  portrait  draws, 
All  cl  Jim  a  right  of  censure  or  applauae : 
What  guards  the  place-man  from  an  equal  fate. 
Who  mounts  but  actor  on  the  stage  of  state  ? 
Sabject  alike  to  each  man's  praise  and  blame, 
Ea6h  critic  voice  the  fiat  of  bis  fame  ^ 
HKNigh  to  tbe  private  some  respect  we  pay, 
•     All  public  characters  are  public  prey  : 
Pelbam  and  Garrick,  let  the  verse  forbear 
What  saactiftes  the  treasurer  or  play'r. 
Great  in  her  laurePd  sages  Athens  see. 
Free  flow'd  her  satire  while  her  sons  were  free : 
Then  purpled  guilt  was  dragged  to  public  shame. 
And  each  offeoee  stood  fragrant  with  a  name  ; 
Foliated  ermine  no  respect  could  win, 
No  haHow'd  lawn  oonld  sanctify  a  tin ; 
nill  tyrant  pow*r  qsurp'd  a  lawless  rule : 
Then  taered  grew  tbe  titled  knave  and  fool ; 
Then  penal  statutes  aw'd  the  poignant  song, 
And  slaves  were  taught,  that  kings  oould  do  no 
wrong. 
Godt  itill  is  guilt,  to  me,  in  slave  or  king, 
Fetter'd  m  cells,  or  gairter'd  in  tbe  ring: 
And  yet  behold  how  various  the  reward. 
Wild  flails  afekm,  Walpole)  mounU  a  lord ! 
Tbe  little  knave  the  law's  last  tribute  pays. 
While  crowns  around  tbe  great  one*s  chariot 

blaae. 
Blaxe  metjBors,  bbuse!   to  me  b  still  the  eame 
Tbe  cart  of  justice,  or  tbe  ooach  of  shaaM. 

Say,  what^s  nobility,  ye  gilded  train ! 
Does  nature  give  it,  or  can  guilt  susuin  ? 
Blooms  the  form  fiiirer,  if  the  birtb  be  high  ? 
Or  takes  tbe  rital  stream  a  richer  dye; 
What  I  though  a  long  patrician  line  ye  claim. 
Are  noble  souls  entaird  upon  a  name  i 
Anstis  may  ermine  out  tbe  lordly  e#rth. 
Virtue's  the  herald  that  proclaims  its  worth. 

Hence  mark  the  r^dianoe  of  a  Stanhope's  star. 
And  glow-worm  glitter  of  thine,  D***r: 
IjtnoUe  splendour !  that  but  shines  to  all. 
The  bumble  badge  of  a  oourt  hospital. 
Let  lofty  Uf*r  wave  his  nodding  plume. 
Boast  all  tbe  blushing  honours  of  the  loom, 
Resplendent  bondage  no  regard  cau  bring, 
'Tis  Methnen^  heart  must  dignify  the  string. 

Vice  levels  all,  however  high  or  low  ; 
And  all  the  di0*rcnoe  bnt  consists  in  shew. 
Who  asks  an  alms,  or  supplicates  a  place. 
Alike  is  beggar,  though  in  rags  or  lace : 
Alike  his  country's  scandal  and  its  curse. 
Who  vends  a  vote,  or  who  purioinsa  purse ; 
Thy  gamblers.  Bridewell,  and  St  James's  bites. 
The  rooks  of  Mordiogton's,and  sharks  at  White's. 

« Tliougb  tbe  person  here  meant  has  indeed 
fald  the  debt  of  nature,  yet,  as  he  has  left  tiiat 
<»f  jostioe  unsatisfied,  the  author  apprehends  that 
tbe  pubtip  are  md^puubly  entitled  to  the  asseU 
of  bis  reputation. 


'<  Why  will  you  urge,*'  Eugenio  cries,  ''your 
fote? 
Afibrds  tbe  town  no  sins  hot  sins  of  state  } 
Perches  vice  only  on  the  court's  high  hill  ? ' 
Or  yields  life's  vale  no  qnarry  for  the  quill?" 
Manners,  like  fiuhions,still  from  courts  descend. 
And  what  the  great  begin,  the  vulgar  end* 
If  v.cious  then  tbe  mode,  correct  it  here ; 
He  saves  the  peasant,  who  reforms  the  peer* 
What  Hounslow  knight  would  stray  from  hor 

nour's  path. 
If  guided  by  a  brother  of  the  Bath  } 

Honour's  a  mistress  all  mankind  pursue ; 
Yet  most  mistake  tbe  false  one  for  the  true : 
loir'd  by  the  trappingii,  dajszled  by  thepamt. 
We  worship  oft  the  idol  for  the  saint 
Courted  by  all,  by  few  the  fiur  is  won ; 
Those  lose  who  seek  her,  and  those  gain  who  shun  | 
Naked  she  flies  to  nnerit  in  distress. 
And  leaves  to  courts  the  garnish  of  her  dress. 

The  million'd  merchant  seeks  her  in  his  gold  2 
In  schools  the  pedant,  and  inoamps  the  bold: 
The  courtier  views  her,  with  admiring  eyes, 
Flutter  in  ribbons,  or  in  titles  rise : 
Sir  Epicene  enjojrs  her  m  his  pbune ; 
Mead,  in  tbe  learned  wainscot  of  a  room: 
By  vMrious  ways  all  woo  the  modest  maid  ; 
Yet  k>8e  the  substance,  grasping  at  the  shade. 
Who,  smiling,  sees  not  with   what  various 
strife 
Man  blindly  mas  the  giddy  maze  of  life  ? 
To  the  same  end  still  different  means  emplojri  } 
This  builds  a  church,  a  temple  that  destroys; 
Both  anxious  to  obtain  a  deathless  name. 
Yet,  erring,  both  mistake  report  for  lame. 

Report,  though  vuHure-likethe  name  it  bear* 
Drags  but  the  carrion  carcass  through  the  air  ; 
While  fSune,  Jove's  nobler  bird,  superior  flies. 
And,  soaring,  mounts  the  mortal  to  the  skies* 
So  Richard'^*  name  to  distant  ages  home, 
Unhappy  Richard  still  is  Britain's  scorn : 
Be  £d  ward's  wafted  on  fame's  eagle  wing, 
Each  patriot  mourns  thu  long-departed  king  | 
Yet  thine,  O  Edward  I  shall  to  George's*  yield. 
And  Dettingfn  eclipse  a  C^essy's  field. 
Through  lifo's  wild  ocean,  who  would  safely 
roam, 
And  bring  the  golden  fleece  of  glory  home. 
Must,  heedful,  shun  the  barking  Scylla's  roar. 
And  fbll  Charybdis'  all-devouring  shore ; 
With  steady  helm  an  equal  course  support, 
'Twixt  foction's  rocks,  and  quicksandsuf  a  oourt ; 
By  virtue's  beacon  still  direct  his  aim, 
Through  honour's  channel,  to  the  port  of  fama. 

Yet,  on  this  sea,  how  all  mankind  are  tost ! 
For  one  that's  sav*d,  what  multitudes  are  lost ! 
Misguided  by  ambition's  treach'rous  light. 
Through  want  of  skill,  few    make  the  harbour 
right 
H^nce  mark  what  wrecks  of  virtue,  friendship, 
fiime, 
For  four  dead  letters  added  to  a  name  ! 
Whence  dwells  such  Syren  music  in  a  word. 
Or  sounds  not  Brutos  noble  as  my  lord } 
Though  orownets,  Pult'ney,  blazon  on  thy  plate. 
Adds  the  base  mark  one  scruple  to  its  weight? 
Though  sounds  patrician   swell  thy  name,   O 
Stretches  one  acre  thy  plebeian  lands  ?  [Sand  ys  1 

*  Richard  the  Seoood.     •  George  tho  Second. 
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Baj,  the  proud  title  meant  to  plume  the  mo. 
Why  gain  by  g:uilty  what  virtue  might  hare  won  ? 
Vain  shall  the  son  his  herald  honours  trace, 
Whose  parent  peer 's  bat  patriot  in  disgrace. 

Vain,  on  the  solemn  head  of  hoary  age. 
Totters  the  mitre,  if  ambition's  rage 
To  mammon  pow'r  the  hallow'd  heart  incline. 
And  titles  only  mark  the  priest  diviiie. 
Blest  race  !  to  whom  the  golden  age  remains, 
£a9e  without  care,  and  plenty  without  pains : 
For  you  the  earth  unlabour'd  treasure  yields. 
And  the  rich  sheaves  spontaneous  crown   the 

fields/ 
No  toilsome  dews  pollute  the  rev'rend  brow, 
Each  holy  hand  unharden*d  by  the  plough ; 
Still  burst  the  sacred  gamers  with  their  store. 
And  flail9,_unceasing,  thunder  on  the  ioor. 
O  bonoteous  Heav'n  !  yet  Hear'n  how  seldom 
shares 
Thetitheful  tribute  of  the  prelate's  pray'rs ! 
lost  to  the  stall,  in  senates  still  they  nod. 
And  all  the  monarch  steals  them  from  the  God : 
Thy  praises,  Brunswick,  every  breast  inspire, 
The  throne  their  altar,  and  the  court  their  choir ; 
Here  earliest  incense  they  devoutly  bring. 
Here  everiasting  hallelujah's  sing: 
Thou  I  only  thou  !  ahnigbty  to— translate. 
Thou  their  great  golden  deity  of  state. 

Who  seeks  on  merit's  stock  to  graft  success. 
In  vain  invokes  the  ray  of  pow'r  to  bless ; 
The  stem,  too  stubborn  for  the  courtly  soil, 
With  barren  branches  mocks  the  virtuous  toil. 
More  pliant  plants  the  royal  regkxis  suit. 
Where  knowledge  still  is  hekl  fDrbidden  fruit ; 
Tis  these  alone  the  kindly  nurture  share. 
And  all  Hesperia's  golden  treasures  bear. 

Let  folly  still  be  fortune's  fondling  heir. 
And  science  meet  aetep-dame  in  the  fair. 
JLet  courts,  like  fortune,  disinherit  sense. 
And  take  the  idiot  charge  from  Providence. 
The  idiot  head  the  cap  and  bells  may  fit. 
But  how  disguise  a  Lyttelton  and  Pitt ! 

O!  once-lov'd  youths!  Britannia's  bk»nung 
hope. 
Pair  freedom's  twins,and  once  the  themeof  Pope; 
What  wond'ring  senates  on  your  accents  hung. 
Ere  flatt'ry's  poison  chill'd  the  patriot  tongue  1 
Home's  saci^ed  thunder  awes  no  more  the  ear ; 
But  Pelham  smiley,  who  trembled  once  to  hear. 
Sayt  whence  this  change  ?  less  galling  is  the 
chain. 
Though  Walpole,  Carteret,  or  a  Pelham  reign  ? 
If  senates  still  the  pois'iKMis  bane  hnbibe, 
And  every  |>alm  grows  callous  with  the  bribe ; 
If  sev^i  long  years  mature  the  venal  voice. 
While   freedom    mourns    her    long-defrauded 

choice; 
If  justice  waves  o'er  fraud  a  lenient  hand. 
And  the  red  locust  rages  through  the  land. 

Sunk  in  thebe  bonds,  to  Britain  what  avails. 
Who  wields  her  sword,  or  balances  her  scales? 
^'eer  round  the  compass,  change  to  change  suc- 
By  every  son  the  mother  now  must  bleed  :[ceed. 
Vain  all  her  boats,  on  foreigff  shores  arrajr'd, 
Though  loslby  Wentworth,orpresert*dby  Wade. 
Fleets,  once  which  spread  through  distant  worlds 

her  name  1 
Kow  ride  inglorious  trophies  of  her  shamed ; 

*  Alluding  to  the  ever-memorable  no-fight  id 


While  fading  laurels  shade  her  drooping  bead 
And  mark  her  Burleighs,  Blakes,  and  MaittMPo'a 
dead! 
Such  were  thy  sons,  O  happy  ide !  of  old» 
In  counsel  prudent,  and  in  action  bold: 
Now  view  a  Pelham  puzzling  o'er  thy  fat^ 
Lost  in  the  maze  of  a  perplez'd  debate ; 
And  sage  Newcastle,  with  fraternal  akill» 
Guard  the  nice  conduct  of  a  nation's  quill : 
See  truncheons  trembling  in  the  coward  hand. 
Though  bold  rebellion  half  subdue  the  land  ; 
While  ocean's  god,  indignant,  wrests  again 
The  long-deputied  trident  ofthemamV. 

Sleep  our  last  heroes  in  the  silent  tomb  ? 
Why  springs  no  l^iture  worthies  from  the  wonib^ 
Not  nature  sure,  since  nature*s  still  the  same. 
But  educatkm  bars  the  road  to  fame. 
Who  hopes  for  wisdom*s  crop,  must  till  the  aoul» 
And  virtue's  eariy  lesson  should  control : 
To  the  young  breast  who  valour  would  impart^ 
Must  plant  it  by  example  in  the  heart. 

Ere  Britain  foil  to  mimic  modesa  prey. 
And  took  the  foreign  polish  of  our  day, 
Train'd  to  the  martial  labours  of  the  field. 
Our  youth  were  taught  the  maasy  spear  to  wield; 
In  halcyon  peace,  beneath  whose  downy  wings 
The  merchant  smiles,  andlab'ring  peasant  sings* 
With  civil  arts  to  guard  their  country's  cause* 
Direct  her  counsels,  and  defend  her  laws : 
Hence  a  kmg  race  of  ancient  worthies  rose, 
Adom'd  the  land,  and  triumph'd  o'er  our  foes. 
Ye  sacred  shades  !  who  through  th'  Elysian 
grove. 
With  Rome^s  fam'd  cbiefs,and  Grecian  sages  rove» 
Blush  to  behold  what  arts  your  offspring  grace  I 
Each  fopliug  heir  now  marks  bis  sire's  disgrace  ; 
An  embrio  breed  1  of  such  a  doubtful  frame. 
You  scarce  could  know  the  sex  but  by  the  name : 
Fraught  with  the  native  follies  of  his  home, 
Tom  from  the  nurse,  the  babe  of  mirth  must 

roam; 
Through  foreign  dunes  exotic  vice  explore. 
And  cull  each  weed,  regardless  of  the  flow'r. 
Proud  of  thy  spoils,  O  Italy  and  France  I 
The  toft  enervate  strain,  and  cap'ring  dance : 
FrcNn  Sequan's  streams,  and  winding  banks  of  Po, 
He  comes,  ye  gods  I  an  all*acoompUsh'd  beau ! 
Unhumaniz'd  in  dress,  with  cheeks  so  wan! 
He  mocks  God's  image  in  the  mimic  man  ; 
Great  judge  of  arts !  o'er  toilettes  bow  preside^ 
Correct3  our  foshions,  or  an  opera  guides  ; 
From  tyrant  Handel  rends  th>  imperial  bay, 
And  guards  the  Magna  Chartaol--iSo/-/a. 

Sick  of  a  land  where  virtue  dwells  no  more. 
See  Liberty  prepar'd  to  quit  our  shore ! 
Pruning  her.  pmions,  on  yon  beacon'd  height 
The  goddess  stands,  and  meditates  her  flight; 
Now  spreads  her  wings,  unwillmg  3^t  to  fly» 
Agam  o'er  Britain  casts  a  pitying  eye; 


the  Mediterranean :  as  the  nation  was  unludcily 
the  only  victim  on  that  occasion,  the  lenity  of 
our  aquarian  judicature  has,  I  think,  evidatly 
proved,  that  a  court-martial  and  a  martial-court 
are  by  no  means  synon3rmous  terms. 

9  The  reader  will  readily  conclude  these  lines 
were  written  before  our  worthy  admirals  Amoa 
and  Warren  had  so  eminently  distinguisbfld 
themselTes  in  the  service  of  tlieir  co«ntjy* 
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Loath  to  deptH«  BMiliniks  I  liear  bar  n  J, 
**  Why  nrge  me  thus,  ungratiM  isle,  awmy ! 
For  you»  I  left  Achaia's  happy  ptains. 
For  yoa  resign 'd  my  Romans  to  their  chains; 
Bere  (bndl^  fix'd  my  last  loT>d  feToarite  seat. 
And  *midst  the  mighty  nations  made  thee  great: 
Why  oige  me  then,  oiMnrateful  isle,  away ! " 
Agamshe,  sighing,  says,  orseemstosay. 

O  Stanhope^!  skilPd  in  er'ry  moring  art. 
That  chaims  the  ear,  or  captivates  the  heait ! 
Beyoar'sthetaak,  the  goddess  to  retain, 
And  call  her  parent  virtoe  back  again ; 
Improre  yoar  pow*r  a  sinking  land  to  save. 
And  Tindicate  the  servant  from  the  slave : 
O !  teach  the  vassal  courtier  how  to  share 
The  royal  favour  with  the  public  pray'r : 
Like  Ladum's  genius  9  stem  thy  country's  doom, 
And,  though  a  OBsar  smile,  remember  Rome  ; 
With  all  the  patriot  dignify  the  plaee, 
And  prove  at  least  one  statesman  may  have 


•  Brutus. 


<  Earl  of  Chesterfield. 


AM 

EPISTLE 

TO  ixxrroR  Thomson,  1755. 

Sed  quia  naente  minus  validus,  quam  corpore 

to^ 
NH  aodire  velim,  ml  disoere,  quod  levat  «grum, 
Rdis  ofiendar  medids.  Hot. 


PREFACE. 

Tut  reader  will  perceive,  from  two  or  three 
passages  in  the  following  epistle,  that  it  was 
written  some  time  since  $  nor  indeed  would  the 
whole  of  it  have  now  been  thought  interesting 
enough  to  the  puUic,  to  have  passed  the  press, 
had  not  the  physical  persecution,  carried  on 
against  the  gentleman*  to  whom  it  it  is  address- 
ed, provoked  the  publication.  When  a  body  of 
men,  too  proud  to  own  theirerrours,  and  too  pru- 
deat  to,  part  with  their  fees,  shall  (with  their 
legions  of  undetstimppeis)  enter  into  a  oonspi- 
lacy  against  a  brother  practitioner,  only  lor  ho- 
nestly endeavouring  to  moderate  the  one,  and 
rectify  the  other;  such  a  body,  our  author  ap- 
prehends, becomes  a  justifiable  object  of  satire; 
and  only  wishes  his  pen  had,  on  this  occasion,  a 
like  killing  efficacy  with  theirs. 

Why  do  you  ask,  **  that  in  this  courtly  dance. 
Of  in  and  out,  it  ne^erwas  yet  my  chance, 
To  bask  beneath  a  statesman's  lbst*ring  smile. 
And  share  the  plunder  of  the  public  spoil  ?  *> 


Smokes  not  firom  Linoohi  meads  the  stately  loin. 
Or  rosy  gammon  of  Hantonian  swine  ? 
From  Darkin>s  roosts  thefeather'd  victims  bleed. 
And  Thames  still  wafts  me  ocean's  scaly  breed. 
Though  pallia's  vinea  their  costly  juice  deny. 
Still  T^s  'i  banks  the  jocund  glass  supply; 
Still  distant  worlds  necUreous  treasures  roll. 
And  either  India  sparkles  in  my  bowl ; 
Or  Devon's  boughs,  or  Dorset's  bearded  fields. 
To  Britain's  arms  a  British  beverage  yields. 
Rich  in  these  gifts,  why  should  I  wish  for 
more? 
Why  barter  conscience  for  superfluous  store  ? 
Or  haunt  the  levee  of  a  purse-proud  peer, 
To  rob  poor  Fielding  of  the  curule  chairS  ? 
]>t  the  lean  bard,  whose  belly,  void  of  bread^ 
Pufis  up  pierian  vapours  to  his  head. 
In  birth-day  odes  his  flimsy  fustian  veot, . 
And  torture  truth  into  a  compliment ; 
'  Wear  out  the  knocker  of  a  great  man's  door. 
Be  pimp  and  poet,  fbrnish  rhyme  or  whore  ; 
Or  fetch  and  carry  for  some  foolish  lord. 
To  sneak-«a  sitting  footman  at  his  bbard. 
If  such  the  arts  that  captivate  the  great. 
Be  yours,  ye  bards  I  thesun-shmeof  astate; 
For  place  or  pension  prostitute  each  line ; 
Make  gods  of  kings,  and  ministers  divme; 
Swear  St.  John's  self  could  neither  read  aof 

write. 
And  Cumberiand  *  out-bravoes  Mars  in  fight ; 
Call  Dorset  patriot,  WUIes  •  a  legal  tod, 
Horace  <  a  wit,  and  Dodington  a  fooL 

prince  dying,  the  worid  was  inclined  to  fiivour 
doctor  Thompson's  recommendations.  He  waa' 
an  intimate  firiend  of  Mr.  P.  Whitehead,  and 
a  fovourite  with  him  at  the  prince's-court  He 
was  a  man  ofa  peculiar  character;  but  learned, 
singular,  and  ingenious. 

STheTagua— a  principal  river  of  Portugal, 
famous  for  golden  sands. 
Qua  Tagus  auriferis  pallet  tmbatua  arenis. 

SiL  zvi.  5b». 
)  It  is  reported,  that  during  the  time  Mr. 
Addison  was  secretary  of  sUte,  when  his  old 
friend  and  ally  Ambrose  PhnUps  applied  to  him 
for  some  preferment,  the  great  man  very  coolly 
answered,  that  « be  thought  he  had  already 
provided  for  him,  by  making  him  justice  for 
Westminster."  To  which  the  bard,  with  some 
indignation,  replied,  **  though  poetry  was  a 
trade  he  could  not  live  by,  yet  he  scorned  to  owe 
his  subsistence  to  another,  which  he  ought  not 
to  live  by."— However  great  men,  in  our  days, 
may  practise  the  secretary's  prudence,  certain 
it  is,  the  person  here  pointed  at  was  very  fsr 
from  making  a  precedent  of  his  brother  poet's 
principles. 

*  It  is  apprehended,  our  modem  campaigns 
cannot  foil  of  furnishing  the  reader  with  a  pro- 
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Such  be  yoOT  renal  task ;  whilrt,  blest  with  earn, 
Tis  mine,  to  scribble  when,  and  what  I  please. 

*'  Hold  !  what  you  please  ?"  (sir  Dudley  cries) 
"  my  friend, 
Say,  must  my  labours  nerer,  never  end  I 
Still  doobi'd  'gainst  wicked  wit  my  pen  to  draw, 
Correct  each  bard  by  critic  rules  of  law  ; 
^Twixt  guilt  and  shame  the  legal  buckler  place, 
And  gnard  each  courtly  cipprit  from  disgrace  ? 
Hard  task !  should  future  jurymen  inherit 
The  city-twelve's  self-judging  British  spirit'" 

While  you,  my  Thompson !  spite  of  med'cine 
save, 
Mark  how  the  college  peoples  every  g^ve ! 
See  Mead  transfer  estates  from  sire  to  son. 
And  **  bar  succession  to  a  throne 8 1 
See  Shaw  scarce  leave  the  passing-bell  a  he. 
And  N**'s  set  the  captive  husband  free  1 
Though  widow'd  Julia  giggles  in  her  weed, 
Yet  who  arraigns  the  doctor  for  the  deed  ? 
O'er  life  and  death  all  abaolute  his  will, 
.Right  the  prescription,  whether  cure  or  kill 

Not  10,— whose  practice  is  the  mind's  dis- 
ease; 
His  potioii  must  not  only  cure,  but  please  : 
Apply  the  caustic  to  the  callous  heart, 
Undone*s  the  doctor,  if  the  patient  smart ; 
Superior  powers  his  mental  bill  control, 
Ai^  law  corrects  the  phjrsic  of  the  soub. 

buffoonery)  consists  in  a  truly  poetical  negli- 
gence of  his  person. 

7  Alluding  to  the  constitutional  verdict  given 
on  the  trial  of  William  Owen,  for  publishing 
••  The  Case  of  the  honourable  Alexander  Murray , 
cso."— a  pamnhlet  written  by  P.  Whitehead. 

8  This  line  nimrshes  a  melancholy  memento 
of  the  most  fatal  catastrophe  that  perhaps  ever 
befel  this  nation.  Among  the  various  tributary 
verses  which  flowed  on  that  occasion,  our  author 
wrote  the  following ;  and  which  he  here  takes 
the  liberty  to  insert,  bemg  willing  to  seize  every 
opportunity,  to  perpetuate  his  sense  of  our  pub- 
lic loss,  in  the  death  of  that  truly  patriot  pnnce, 
Frederick. 

When  Jove,  late  revolving  the  state  of  mankind' 
'Mong  Britons  no  traces  of  virtue  could  find. 
O'er  the  island,  indignant,  he  stretched  forth  his 

rod; 
Earth  trembled,  and  Ocean  acknowledged  the 

God.* 

Still  provok'd  l^  our  crimes,  Heav'n^s  ven- 
geance to  show,  [blow : 
Ammon,  grasping  his  bolts,  aim'd  at  Britain  the 
But  pausing — more  dreadfol,  his  wrath  to  evince, 
Threw  the  thunder  aside,  and  sent  fate  for  the 
prince. 

•  A  like  correction,  with  regard  to  the  physic 
of  the  body,  might  prove  no  bad  security  for 
the  life  and  property  of  the  patient,  as  the  fa- 
culty are  at  present  accountable  to  no  other 
power  but  that  of  Heaven,  for  the  rectitude  of 
their  conduct— And  perhaps  no  civilized  nation 
can  afford  such  an  instance  of  physical  anarchy 
as  ours,  where  the  surgeon  is  permitted  to  usurp 

•  AUuding  to  the  preceding  tardiquakes,  in 
1750» 


Shall  Galen*t  iOn<  with  privilege  deatrtff » 
.And  I  not  one  sound  alt 'native  employ, 
To  drive  the  rank  distemper  from  witbhi  ? 
Or  is  man's  life  less  precious  than  his  sin  ? 

With  palsied  band  should  justice   hold  the 
scale. 
And  o*er  a  judge  cotnrt-complaisance  prevail^ 
Satire's  strong  dose  jhe  malady  requires  : 
I  write — ^when,  lo !  the  bench  indignant  fires; 
Each  hoary  head  erects  its  load  of  hair ; 
Their  furs  all  bristle,   and  their  eye-balls  glare  ^ 
In  rage  they  roar,  **  With  rev'rcnd  ermine  sport  I 
Seize!   seize  him,  tipstaif! — ^'Tis  contempt  of 
court" 

Led  by  the  meteor  of  a  mitre's  ray. 
If  Sion's  sons  through  paths  unhallow'd  atray^ 
For  courtly  rites  neglect  each  rubric  rule. 
Quit  all  the  saint,  and  truckle  all  the  tool; 
Their  maker  only  in  the  monarch  see, 
Nor  e'er  omit,  at  Brunswick's  name,  tbaknee; 
To  cure  this  loyal  lethai^gy  of  grace. 
And  rouse  to  Heav'n  again  its  recreant  imco^  , 
Say  I  should  the  Muse,  with  one  irrev'rend  fine^ 
Probe  but  the  nnortal  part  of  the  divine ; 
'Tis  blasphemy,  by  ev'ry  priest  decreed  I 
No  benefit  of  clergy  may  I  plead; 
With  every  canon  pointed  at  my  bead. 
Alive  I'm  censur'd,  apd  I'm  daam'd  whea  dead. 

Lawyer  and  priest,  like  doctors,  still  agree  ; 
Tis  theirs  to  give  advice ;  tis  ours,  the  fee  s 
To  them  alone  all  earthly  rule  is  giv'n, 
Diploma'd  from,  St  James's,  and  fion  HeaVit 

Yet  ills  there  are,  nor  bench,  nor  pulpit  vetch; 
In  vain  may  Ryder  charge,  or  Sherlock  preach  ; 
For  law  too  mighty,  and  tooproud  for  grace. 
Lurk  in  the  star,  or  lord  it  in  a  place ; 
Brood  in  the  saored  circle  of  a  crown. 
While  foshion  wafts  their  poisoa  thvoui^  the 

town: 
Hence  o'er  each  village  the  contagion  wings. 
And  peasants  catch  the  maladies  of  kings. 

When  purpled  vice  shall  bumble  justice  awe. 
And  fsshion  make  it  current,  spite  of  law  ; 
What  sovereign  med'cine  can  its  course  reclaim? 
WhMi,  but  the  poet's  panacea — shame  I 
Thus  wit's  great  Esculapius  •  once  prevaii'd. 
And  satire  triumph 'd,  where  tlie  fosoet  fail'd: 
No  consul's  wreath  cowld  lurking  folly  hide. 
No  vestal  looks  secure  the  guilty  bride :     [gniMf 
The  poignant  verse  pievc'd  through  each  foir  dis- 
And  made  Rome's  matrons  modest,  statesmeii 
wise. 

Search  all  your  statutes,  sergeant  1  where's  tha 
balm 
Can  cure  tire  itching  of  a  courtier's  palm  ? 
Where  the  chaste  canon,  say,  thouhallow'd  sage. 
The  virgin's  glowing  wishes  can  assuage  ? 
Let  but  the  star  bis  longing  lordship  see. 
What  pow'r  can  set  the  captive  conscience  free  t 
Hang  hut  the  sparkling  pendant  at  her  fars. 
What  trembling  maid  the  gen'rous  lover  fears  ? " 

the  province  of  the  physician,  and  the  apothe- 
cary plumes  hhnsolf  i«  the  perriwig  and  plunder 
of  both  professions. — In  a  public  spirited  endea- 
vour to  cure  this  anarchy,  and  restore  a  propei 
discipline  in  practice,  consists  a  Thompson's  em*. 
piricism. — Ilinc  ill®  lachrynwe.-^ 
**  Hontius  Flaccua. 
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l^nieil   tevlesii  ptttioo   aeb'd   th*  imperial 


^ntheb  *i  were  only  fxind,  toquenchthe  flame ; 
Korout%  or  balls,  the  kind  convenience  gave. 
To  lose  her  virtue,  jret  her  honour  save. 
Id  Cupid's  rites,  now,  so  improved  our  skill, 
Mode  fiod  the  means,  when  nature  finds  the  will. 
Each  rer'reiid  relict  keeps  a  private  pack, 
And  sturdy  stallion  with  Atlean  back ; 
Where  British  dames  to  mystic  rites  repair. 
Nor  (ail  to  meet  a  lurking  Clodb  there ; 
InaaMnoas  stealths  defhiud  the  public  stews. 
And  rob  the  Dmry  vestal  of  her  dues ;      [gown. 
Who  hapless  mooms  her  last,  long-mortgagM 
While  DouglasB  ^  damns  the  drums  of  ^lady 
Brown. 
By  names  celestial,  mortal  females  call ; 
Angeb  they  are,  but  angels  in  their  fall. 
One  ppyal  pbenix  "  yet  redeems  the  race. 
And  proves,  in  Britain,  beauty  may  have  grace. 
Vaia  shall  the  Muse  the  various  symptoms  find, 
When  ercry  doctor  's  of  a  different  mind. 
In  ••'s  palm,  be  foul  corruption  found, 
^hc(mrt-enipii;ic  holds,  his  grace  is  sound  ; 
In  Sackville's  *^  breast  let  public  spirit  reign, 
Blisterg !  (they  cry)  the  cause  is  in  his  brain  ; 
So,  Talbot's  want  of  place  is  want  of  sense,     . 
And  Dashwood's  »6  stubborn  virtue,  downright 
*  insolence. 

When  ills  are  thus  just  what  the  doctors  please, 
And  the  soul's  health  is  held  the  mind's  disease  ; 
Ifot  all  thy  art,  O  Horace  I  had  prevail 'd ; 
Here,  all  thy  Roman  recipes  "  had  faii'd. 

Had  fate  to  Flaccus  but  our  days  decieed. 
What  Pollio  would  admire  ?  what  Caesnr  read  ? 
Great  Maro's  i8  self  had  dy'd  an  humble  swain, 
And  Terence  sought  a  Leiius  now  in  vain. 
Science  no  more  employs  the  courtier's  care, 
No  muse's  voice  can  charm  Northumberland's 

ear. 
The  solid  vote  airial  verse  outweighs, 
And  wins  all  courtly  favour  from  the  bays  5 
Hence  flow  alone  the  sacred  gifts  of  king^s. 
Staves,  truncheons,  feathers,  mitres,  stars,  and 
strings. 
Hence  cradles,  see!   with  lisping  statesmen 
spawn. 
And  mfent  limbs  beswaddled  in  the  lawn ; 
While  honest  Boyle  »»,  too  impotent  for  place, 
Sets,  in  meridian  gtory  of  disgrace  : 
1^  aU  the  patriot  music  of  Malone 
Caa  charm  a  court,  like  Sackville,  or  like  Stone; 
Blest  twhis  of  state !  whom  love  and  pow»r  oon- 

join, 
uke  Leda's  oflbpring,  made  by  Jove  divine ; 

^^Pwnpcia,   consort  to  Julius  Cssar,   whom 


Fix'd  in  Hibemia's  hemisphere  to  rule, 
And  shed  3rour  influence  o'er  each  knave  and 
fool». 

Whilst  the  sad  summons  of  a  mortar^  kneU 
The  rival  deeds  of  each  diploma  tell ;  , 

And  death 's  increasing  muster-rolls  declare. 
That  health  and  Thompson  are  no  longer  here  f 
How  shall  the  Muse  this  salutation  send } 
What  pUce    enjoys    thee?  or   what   happier 

friend? 
Say,  if  in  Eastbury's  ^^  majestic  towers. 
Or  wrapt  in  Ashley's  ^  amarantine  bowerSt 
By  friendship  favour'd,  and  nnaw'd  by  state, 
You  barter  science  with  the^  wise  and  great  t 
O'er  Pclham's  politics  in  judgment  sit. 
Reform  the  laws  of  nations,  or  of  wit ; 
With  attic  zest  enrich  the  social  bowl, 
Crack  joke  on  joke,  and  mingle  soul  withsoal| 
On  laughter^  wanton  wing  now  frolic  sport. 
Nor  envy  Fox  ^  the  closet  of  a  court. 

Lost  ia  this  dariing  luxury  of  ease. 
Alike  regardless  both  of  feme  and  fees» 
"Let  Shaw*  •  (you  cry)  **  o'er  phsrMC  •ov'reign 
Or  W**  boast  his  hecatombs  of  slain :       [reign. 
Be  mine,  to  stay  some  friend's  departing  bfaath« 
And  Child's  ^  may  take  the  drudgery  of  death." 

Yet,  Thompson  1  say  (whose  ^  it  is  to  save. 
Make  sickness  smile,  and  rescue  from  the  grave) 
Say,  to  what  end  this  healing  pow'r  was  meant  i  . 
Nor  hide  the  talent,  which  by  Heav'nis  lent. 
Though  envy  all  her  hissing  serpents  raise. 
And  join  with  harpy  fraud  to  blast  thy  bays : 
Shall  wan  disease  in  vain  demand  thy  skill, 
While  health  but  waits  the  summons  of  your 

quill  > 
Shall  Egypt's  plague  ^  the  virgin  cheek  invade, 
And  beauty's  wreck  not  win  thee  to  its  aid  ? 
O  r  stretch  a  saving  hand,  and  let  the  fair 
Owe  all  her  future  triumi^s  to  thy  care : 
Resume  the  pen !  and  be  thyself,  once  morp. 
What  Ratcliff,    Friend,    and   Syd'nham   were 
before 

Yet,  when  reviring  patients  set  you  free, 
Let  Vaughan  ^  3rield  one  social  hour  to  me. 

so  As  our  author  lamented  the  ocoaskm  of  the!«e 
lines,  so  no  one  more  sincerely  rejoices  to  fipd, 
that  the  beam  of  public  spirit  is  likely  to  dispel 
the  clouds  which  had  interposed  between  losral- 
ty  and  patriotism— A  new  political  star  in  our 
days,  and  which  some  more  eastern  magi  would 
do  well  to  follow. 

^*  A  seat  belonging  to  the  right  hon*  George 
Dodington. 

^  Another,  belonging  to  lord  Middlesex. 

23  Lord  Holland. 

**  A  coffee-house  noted  for  the  resort  of  our 

mnA»mn   Pcnilanirs-    whprp    th<»v    niv    for  thnHA 
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Come'  then,  my  friend  !  if  friendship's 

can  woo. 
Come !  bring  me  all  I  want,  that  all  in  you. 
If  raral  scenes  have  still  the  pow*r  to  p!ease, 
Hocks,  vallies,  hilis,  streams,  villas,  cots,  and 

trees  ; 
Here  all  in  one  harmonious  prospect  blend. 
And  landscapes    rise,  scarce  Lambert's  ^  art 
can  mend. 
Thames,  made  immortal  by   her  Denham's 
strains,  [plains ; 

Meand'riog  glides  through  Twickenham's  flow'ry 
While  rojral  Richmond's  cloud-aspiring  wood 
Poors  all  its  pendent  pomp  upon  the  flood. 
By  Rome*s  proud  dames  let  storied  Tiber  flow, 
And  all  Palladio  grace  the  baoks  of  Po ; 
Here  nature's  charms  in  p^irer  lustre  rise. 
Nor  seek  from  wanton  art  her  Tiin  snpplies. 

Lol  Windsor,  rev'rend  in  a  length  of  years, 
like  Cybele,  her  tow'r-crown'd  summit  rears  j 
And  Hampton's  turrets,  with  majestic  pride. 
Reflect  their  gkmes  in  the  psissing  tide : 
There  British  Henries  gAveto  Gallia  law; 
Here  bloomM  the  laurels  of  a  great  Nassau  ^. 
O !  could   these  scenes  one  monarch  more  but 

please: 
No  frozen  climates,  no  tempestuous  seas. 
For  Brunswick's  weal  alarming  fears  shall  bring, 
Kor  Britain  envy  meaner  courts  her  king.    [  hee , 
Here  Campbell's  29  nurled  shades  with  wonder 
like  Heaven's  own  Eden,  stor'd  with  every  tree  ; 
Each  plant  with  plant  in  verdant  glory  vies ; 
High-tow'ring  pines,  like  Titans,  scale  the  skies ; 
And  Lebanon's  ridi  groves  on  Hounskm's  deserts 
rise. 
But  chief— with  awful  step,  O !  let  us  stray, 
Where  Britain's  Orpheus  tun'd  his  sacred  lay. 
Whose  grove  enchanted  from  his  numbers  grew. 
And  proves,  what  once  was  fabled,  nuw  is  true. 
Here  oft  the  bard  with  Arbulhnot  retir'd ; 
Here  flow'd  the  verse  his  healing  art  inspir'd^o ; 
Alike  thy  merit  like  thy  fafne  should  rise. 
Could  friendship  give,  what  feeble  art  denies : 
Though  Pope's  hmnortal  verse  the  gods  refuse, 
Aceept  this  offering  from  an  humbler  Muse. 
Weak  though  her  flight,  yet  honest  still  her 

strain, 
And  what  no  minister  could  ever  gain ; 
Pleas'd  if  the  grateful  tribute  of  her  song. 
Thy  merit, Thompson!  shall  one  day  prolong. 

Inaiarsbal'd  slaves  let  hungry  princes  trade. 
And  Britain's  bullion  bribe  their  venal  aid^i ; 
Let  brave  Boscawen  tropbicd  honours  gain. 
And  Anson  wield  the  trident  of  the  main. 
Safe,  in  the  harbour  of  my  Twick'nam  ^  bower. 
From  all  the  wrecks  of  state,  or  storms  of  power ; 

themselves,  as  he  has  never  polluted  his  ancient 
British  pedigree  with  any  modem  Auti-Briti&h 
principles. 

^  A  landscape-painter,  much  celebrated. 

«  WiUiamthe  Third. 

^  Duke  of  Argyle,  celebrated  as  a  warrior  and 
a  statesman.* 

^  Pope's  Epistle  to  Arbuthnot. 

91  Alluding  to  a  modem  kind  of  military  traflic, 
which  consists  in  the  exchange  of  British  gold 
fbr  German  valour;  and  by  which  means,  it  is 
presumed,  our  politiciant  intend  the  native  want 
#f  either  party  shall  be  reciprocally  supplied. 

^  Hehmd  aneat  villa,  in  the  style  of  a  chateau, 


No  wreaths  I  court,  no  sobsidiei  I  daim, 
Too  rich  for  want,  too  indolent  lor  frnne. 
Whilst  here  with  vice  a  bloodless  war  I  wage^ 
Or  lash  the  follies  of  a  trifling  age. 
Each  gay-plum 'd  hour,  upon  its  downy  wings. 
The  H3rbla  freight  of  rich  contentment  brings ; 
Health,  rosy  handmaid,  at  my  table  waits. 
And  hakiyoo  peace  broods   watchful  o'er  my 
gates. 
Here  oft,  on  contemplatioo's  pinions  bore. 
To  Heav'n  I  mount,  and  nature '»  works  explore ; 
Or,  led  by  reason's  intellectual  clue,  [*ue; 

Through  errour's  maze,  truth's  secret  steps  pur- 
View  ages  past  in  story's  mirror  shown.  Town : 
And  make  time's  nxmld'ring  treasures  all  my 
Or  here  the  Muse  now  steals  me  from  the  throng. 
And  wraps  me  in  th'  enchantment  of  her  song* 

Thus  flow,  and  thus  for  ever  flow !  my  days, 
Unaw'd  by  censure,  or  unbrib'd  by  praise  ; 
No  friend  to  fsctioo,  and  no  dupe  to  seal ; 
Foe  to  all  party,  but  the  public  weaT. 
Why  then,  from  every  venal  bondage  free. 
Courts  have  no  glitt'rin?  shackles  left  furme : 
My  reasons,  Thompson  I  prithee  ask  no  more ; 
Take  them,  as  Oxford's  Flaocus  sung  before  H 

**  My  ease  and  freedom  if  for  aught  I  vend. 
Would  not  you  cry,  to  Bedlam,  Bedlam,  friend ! 
But  to  speak  out---shall  what  conld  ne'er  engage 
M  y  f rai  ler  youth ,  now  capt  i vate  in  age  ?  * 

What  cates  can  vex,  what  terronrs frightful  be. 
To  him  whose  shield  is  hoary  sixty-three  ^? 
When  life  itself  so  little  woith  appears. 
That  ministers  can  give  no  hopei,  or  fears  ; 
Although  grown  grey  within  my  humbler  gate, 
I  ne'er  kiss'd  bands,  or  trod  the  rooms  of  state ; 
Yet  not  nnhonour'd  have  I  liv'd,  and  blest 
With  rich  convenience,  careless  of  the  rest; 
What  boon  more  grateful  can  the  gods  bestow 
On  those  avow'd  their  fitvourite  sons  btVm^  ?" 

on  the  north  side  of  Twickenham  Common, 
sacred  to  the  muses.  It  was  afterwards  inhis- 
bited  by  the  lady  Bridget  Talhnach,  daughter 
of  the  late  lord  Northington. 
33  See  conclusion  of  Dr.  King's  apology.  * 
^  Though  the  translator's  virtue  is  not  yet 
secured  by  this  palladium  of  his  grand  climac- 
teric, yet  he  flatters  himself  be  shall  at  least  be 
able  to  rival  our  truly  Roman  author,  in  the 
practice  of  his  heroic  indifference,  however  short 
he  may  fall  of  him  in  his  elegant  description 
ofit. 

^  Libera  si  pretio  quantdvis  otia  vendam, 
Cui  non  hmanus  videur  ?  Sed  apertius  audi : 
Qua  juvenem,  infinhumque  animi  captare  ne- 

*       quibant, 
nia  senem  capiant }  aut  qnss  terrere  perfda 
Posse  pntesbominem,  cui  ciimactericus  annus 
Pnesidio  est  omoi  majus  ?  cui  rita  videtur 
Haud  equidem  tanti  esse,   ut    quid  caveatfe 

petatve 
A  regni  satrapis,  ullaque  sit  anxtus  borft. 
Si  mthi  non  dextram  tetigisse,  aut  liminaregum 
Contigit,  k  lare  sub  tenui  mea  canuit  etas : 
Attamen  squo  animo,  non  nllis  rebus  egenos, 
Non  inbonoratus  vixi :  oeque  gratins  usquam 
Dii  mtmtit  dedenmt,  cui  si  &visse  fSstentur. 
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OCCASIONAL  SqtfQf 

At  FItPOIMtD  BY  MK.  BKAIJ),  IV  TMI  CBABACTIR 
Of  A  BBCRDITIMG  tBBJBANl)  AT  TUB  TUEA1-BB- 
BOTAL     IN     COVBNT-GARDBN,     111     TUB     BNTBB- 

TAijiiciirr  or  j^^  f^if, 

iNBtoryjfp^jer^ 
How  oar  moiiaipbB  of  flM 
O'er  France  spread  jthQir.EQ7i4  4oiBMi; 
Bot  naaowUB  abay  jOmv 
Herpr^^dMI  to  4«r> 
As  alien  brave  .QflPjgppte  ftHondMi'viff)* 

Brave  bo3r9! 
As  vbeo  Imive,  &c 

Of  Boman  aj^  jGraek 
Let  FABBe  no  more  jipeafc ; 
TboQ^  tMr  arms  M  ihe  Ol^  iroiM  auMne, 
Throagh  tbe  aatioQS  jaround 
Let  ber  trumpet  now  soand. 
How  Britons  bave  €oiiqiM»r*d  tbe  New, 

Brave  boys! 
How  Britons  bave,  oc. 

fiast.jresl*  nefftb,nd  bo«IiIi> 
Oar  camKJiys  loud  mooith 
fibaU  tbe  ci^bts  ^our  mooMOb  0l»iqit»bl  I 
On  America's  strand 
Amherst  limits  tbe  Ifind, 
Boscawen  gives  law  p^  t^  main. 

Brave  hGf%A 
Boscawen  i^ves,  &c. 

Eaeb  fnt,  and  eaob  town, 

We  still  maice  oar  own, 
Cape  Breton,  Qfop,n  Ppi^it.Ni^giar  | 

Goardelppf ,  fbenei^^ 

And  Qufl^'smigbtjr  ffll, 
ShoO  prove  we've  W)  «VM4fff-f|^> 

Rjfav^Jwp ! 

Tboagh  CoaflaiV  M  i2Q§9^ 
He  wcm*d  conquer  our  coast, 
Oortbandersaofiioad^  monpi^i' oiate  ; 
Brave  Havke  win^^d  bis  way, 
Tben  poono'doo  bis  prey. 
And  gave  bim  an  Engiisb  salute, 

^rave  boys ! 
And  gave  bim,  ftc 

At  Minden  yon  Jcncnr 
How  we  frigbten'd  tbe  (be. 
While  homeward  iheir  army  90w  steals, 
"Though,"  theycrv,  **  British  bands 
Are  too  bard  for  our^ands, 
Begar!  w^  cs^p  beat  .thap  in  4jeelp," 

Parbleu  I 
Begar!  we,  fcc. 

Whilst  our  heroc?  from  bom« 
For  laurels  tfijw  roam', 
Sboold  the  flat-hottom'd  bonU  but  appear, 
Oar  militia  shall  t)|K>w 
No  wooden-shoed  ibe 
Can  with  freemen  in  battle  compare, 

^xavebojs! 
Can  with  with  freemen,  fee 
VOL*  XSU 


Your  ,G^<^rq;i  f  nd  wive^ 
Tp  fif^,  ?^jl  ^e  t^W  or  jifEfm% 
Tben  let  each  volunteer 

To  ^  drwQ-b^  ffiP«^JM^— 
King  George  and  old  £ngland  for  rar ! 

Brave  boys! 
Kin^Oeorge,  fca. 


SONG^ 

SVlfO  BY  MB.  BBABn  IK  TUB    tKTBaTAIiniWT  tf 
APOLLO   AM*  OAFS  MB. 

T>i  SonAxMn  the  east  tips  Ute  OMmnlaiQB  mUk 

gold; 
The  mea<lows  all  ppangled  with  dew-drops  b#- 

bold!  '[d*f. 

Hear !  the  lark's  earty  matin  proclaims  tbe  mm 
And' the  bom's  chearfol  sammons  rebukes  our 

jCfiQB|79. 

With  the  fports  .of  the  4^^ld  ^iere's  np  plM««^ 

cka  vie, 
While  jocund  we  follow  the  hou^s  in  fbH  cry. 


Let  the  dmdgeof  the  town  make  riches  his  sport| 
I'^ie  nlnvp  gf  the  st^te  hu9t  the  smiles  of  a  poart| 
No  pare  and  amoitV^i?  our  pastime  annoy. 
But  innocence  still  icives  V  spest  to  our  jpy . 

Mank'md  are  all  banters  in  various  degree  ; 
Thep^estbunto  a  Uvinit— :|the  lawyer  a /e^ 
The  doi^^or  a  Mtieut— the  courtier  ?  place. 
Though  0^,  Mkc,u^,  hp>  0ung  out  in  the  chaM. 
I^tb  fhp  ^rtr,  &c 

The  cit  hunts  a  plumb— whi}e  ^^e  soldier  -hunti 
The  p9Ct  a  dinner — the  patriot  a  name ;  [feme^ 
And  the  practised  coquette,  though  she  seems  to 

In  spite  of  ber  airs,  still  ber  lover  nt^r?««f. 

Let  the  bold  and  ihe^vsy  l^WA*  f 'oiT  ?"<'  wefiltbi 
411  the  blessing  we  ask  is  the  blessing  of  health. 
With  hound  and  with  bom  through  the  wood* 

lands  to  nruD, 
And,  when  tired  abroad,  find  wt/tf^^pm^  # 

home. 
With  the  sports  pif  the#Md;tbw'«#o  jalmm 

can  vie. 
While  joepnd  we  follow  pur  hounds  in  foil  cry. 


SONd^, 

SVVO   BY  MB.   BBABD  AT  THB  AMIVAL  MBBTIKC  OF 

THB  racsiDRirr,  vicb-pbbsidents,    oovEBHoaSy 

&C,    ^  T^B    IX>IIDON   HOSPITAL. 

Of  trophies  and  laurels  I  mean  not  .to  »ing. 
Of  Prdssia's  brave  prinoe,  or  of  Brika|i}*«  tm 

Here  the  poor  claim  my  song ;  then  the  art  rii 
How  you  all  sbaM  be  pipers— by  givhig  away.    - 
"      •  ^  '     *     "^  '  oa^i^y  d6«ii. 
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The  erase  of  the  widow,  3roii  Tery  well  know, 
The  more  it  wu  cmiytied,  the  fuller  did  flow  : 
So  here  with  yoar  purse  the  like  wonder  you'll 

find; 
The  more  you  drmwout^  ttitt— the  more  left  be- 
hind. 

Derrydown. 

The  pfodigml  here  without  danger  may  spend ; 
That  ne'er  can  be  lariih'd,  to  Heaven,  we  lend  ; 
And  the  miser  bis  purse^etriogs  may  draw  with 

out  patn« 
For  what  miser  won't  gire— when  giving  is  gain? 

Berry  down. 

The  gamester,  who  sits  up  whole  days  and  whole 

nights, 
■To  hazard  hts  health  and  his  fortune  at  White's; 
Much  more  to  advantage  his  bets  be  may  make« 
Here,  set  what  he  will,  he  will  double  his  stake. 

Deny  down. 

The  fiur-one,  whose  heart  the  lour  aces  control, 
Who  sighs  for  sans-prendre,  and  dreams  of  a 

vole^  [drille. 

Let  her  here  send  a  tithe  of  her  gains  at  qua* 
And  she'll  ne'er  want  a  fciepd-  in  victorioiis 

tpadiUe. 

Denry  down. 

Let  the  merchant,  who  trades  on  the  perHoussea, 
Gome  here,  and  insure,  if  from  k>ss  he'd  befree; 
A  policy  here  from  all  danger  secures. 
For  safe  U  the  ventura    Hrhich  Heaven  insures. 

Derrydown* 

The  stock-jobber  too  may  subf  cribe  without  fear, 
In  a  ftmd  which  for  ever  a  premium  must  bear; 
Where  the  stock  muKt  still  rise,  and  where  Scrip 

willpieTail, 
■Though  South-Sea,  and  India,  and  Onminm, 

should  fell. 

Derry  down* 

The  churchman  *  likewiie  his  advantage  nay 

draw. 
And  here  boy  a  Ihrfa^  in  spite  of  the  law— 
In  Heaven,  I  mean;  then,  without  any  foar. 
Let  him  purchase  away— ^lere's  no  simony  h«^re. 

Derrydown^ 

Ye  rakes*,  who  the  joys  of  Hymen  disdaim, 
And  seek,  in  the  mm  6f  virtue,  a  fome  ;   [duty. 
You  may  here  boast  a  triumph  coosastent  with 
And  kaep,  without  guilt,  a  seraglio  of  beauty. 

Derrydown. 

If  fkom  charitf  then  such  advantages  flow, 
Hiat  you  stiU  gain  the  more— the  more  you 


P.  WHkTEHEAiyS  POEMS. 


Whom  no  courtier  can  flatter,no  patriot  can  blame- 
But,  ourpr«Hdent't  bera-Hir  I'd  teU  you  hi« 

Derrydown. 


FRAGMENT. 

Wbbh  Bacchus,  jolly  God,  invites 

To  revel  in  his  ending  rites. 

In  vain  his  altars  1  surround, 

Tbouprh  with  Burgundian  incense  crowa'ds 

No  charm  has  wine  without  the  lass  ; 

'Tis  love  gives  relish  to  the  glasa. 

Whilst  all  around,  with  jocund  glee. 
In  brimmeit  toast  their  fiif*rite  she ; 
Though  ev>ry  nymph  my  lips  proclaim. 
My  lM>art  still  whispers  Chk)e's  name  ; 
And'tbus  with  me,  by  am'rous  stealth. 
Still  ev'ry  glass  b  Chk)e's  health. 


VERSES 


OCCAtlOKBD  BV  LAUT  POItFatT*S  PftBBBirr  Of 
SOME  AKTIQUa  STATUES  TO  OXFOftD;  THE 
•TRBBTi  WBEBEOF  WBIUI  FOOLISBLT  SATO  te 
Bg  PAVED  WITH   JACOBITBSt 

Ir  Oxfoid's  stones,  as  Blaoo  writes, 
And  Pitt  affirms,  are  Jacobites, 

That  bid  the  court  defiance  ; 
How  must  the  danger  now  increase. 
When  stonei  are  come  from  Rome  and  Greece, 

'  To  form  a  grand  alliance! 
Yet,  sprung  fVom  lands  of  liberty. 
These  stones  can  fure  no  Tories  be. 

Or  friends  to  the  Pretender; 
And  Pitt  himself  can  ne'er  devise. 
That  Whilst  stones  should  ever  rise 

Against  our  fiuth^s  defender. 


TO  DR.  KING. 

Opt  have  I  heard,  with  clamorous  note^ 
A  yelping  cur  exalt  b>s  throat 

'     At  C3rnthia*s  silver  rays ; 

So,  with  the  blaae  of  leaning's  light. 

When  you,  O  King,  ofiend  his  sight. 

The  spaniel  Blaoo  baya. 
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VERSES...CUPID  BAFFLED. 


n? 


Insensible  and  free: 
Lore's  belmy  bleesing  would  you  try, 
No  longer  sport  a  Bbtterfly, 

Bot  imitate  the  Bee.' 


FERSES 

DftOPT  ni  MB.   OAllICK^S    TBMPLl  OP  S&AKg- 

tnAii. 

While  hereto  Shakespeare  ■  Oarrickpayt 

His  tributary  thanks  and  praise  ; . 

Invokes  the  antmated  stone. 

To  make  the  poet's  mind  his  ova  ; 

That  he  each  character  may  trace 

With  humoar,  dignity,  and  grace; 

And  mark,  unerring  mark,  to  men. 

The  rich  creation  of  his  pen ; 

Preferred  t^e  prayV^-the  marble  god 

Methinks  1  see,  assenting,  nod, 

And,  pointinp:  to  his  laorelPd  brow, 

CTry — "  Half  this  wreath  to  you  I  owe : 

Imt  to  the  stage,  and  lost  to  fame; 

Murdered  my  scenes,  scarce  known  my  name ; 

S'.mk  in  oblivion  and  disgrace 

wAmong  the  common,  ^bbling  race, 

lTnriotic*d  long  thy  Shakespeare  lay, 

Todnlness  and  to  time  a  prey : 

But  now  I  rise,  I  breathe,  I  lite 

Jn  you — my  representatire ! 

Again  the  hen>*!»  breast  I  fire, 

Again  the  tender  ngh  inspire; 

Each  side,  again,  with  laughter  shake, 

And  teach  the  villain-heart  to  quake  ; 

All  this,  my  son  !  again  I  do— 

1  ? — No,  my  son !— 'Xis  I,  and  you." 

While  thus  the  grateful  sutue  speaks, 
A  blush  o'erspreads  the  suppliant's  checks — 
«•  What !— -Half  this  wreath,   wit's    mighty 
chief?— 
O  grant,"  he  cries,  "  one  single  leaf; 
That  &r  o'erpays  b|s  humble  merit. 
Who's  but  the  organ  of  thy  spirit." 

Phoebus  the  gen'rons  contest  heard-^ 
When  thuH  the  god  addressed  the  bard : 
**  Here,  take  this  laurel  from  my  brow. 
On  him  your  mortal  wreath  bestow ; — 
Each  matchless,  each  the  palm  shall  bear, 
ia  Heav'o  the  bard,  on  Earth  the  play'r.*' 


CUPID  BAFFLED. 

Dim  A,  bunting  on  a  ^ay. 
Beheld  where  Cupid  sleeping  lay, 

His  quiver  by  his  head: 
One  of  his  dsrts  she  stole  away, . 
And  one  of  hcr*s  did  ckMe  convey 

Into  the  other's  stead. 

When  next  the  archer  through  the  grove, 
In  search  of  prey,  did  wanton  rove, 

Anrelia  fur  he  'spy'd  ; 
Aorelfa.  who  to  Damon's  pray'r 
Disdain'd  to  lend  a  tender  ear. 

And  Cupid's  pow'r  def^^d. 

*  The  statue  of  Shakespeare,  in  the  temple  de- 
dicated to  the  bard  by  Mr.  Garrick,  in  his  de- 
li<htful  garden  at  Hampton,  was  the  work  of 
that  able  and  ingenious  marter,  Roubiliac. 


Soon  as  be  ey'd  the  rebel  maid ; 

*'  Now  know  my  pow'r ! ' '  enrag'd,  he  laid  ; 

Then  levell'd  at  her  heart ; 
FuU  to  the  head  the  shaft  he  drew ; 
But  harmless  to  her  breast  it  flew. 

For,  lo!— 'twas  Dian's  dart. 

Exalting,  then  the  fatr-on«*  cry'd, 
"  Fond  urchin,  lay  your  bow  aside  ; 

Your  quiver  be  unbound : 
Would  yon  Aureiia's  heart  subdue. 
Thy  play-thingarrows  ne'er  will  do; 

Bid  0anioo  give  the  wound.** 

DEATH  AND  THE  DOCTOR. 

'Tworr  Death  and  Schomberg,  t'other  day, 

A  contettdid  anse ; 
Death  swore  his  pri^e  he'd  bear  away ; 

The  Doctor,  Death  defies. 

Enrag'd  to  hear  his  pow'r  deiy'd. 

Death  drew  bis  keenest  dart ; 

But  wond'ring  saw  it  glance  aside. 
And  mill  the  vital  part. 


OCCASIONAL  PROLOGUE, 

SPOKUI  BY  MR.  rOWSLL,  AT  TBI  OPINIMa  Of  THt 
TMXATaa  aOVAL  IM  COVBNT-GAaOIN,  OM  MOM* 
DAY,  SIPTfiMBia  14,  1767. 

As  when  the  merchant,  to  incrense  his  store. 
For  dubious  seas,  advent'rous  quits  the  shore ; 
Still  anxious  for  his  freight,  he  trembling  sees 
Rocks  ro  each  buoy,  and  tempests  in  each  breeze; 
The  curling  wave  to  mountain  biHows  swells. 
And  ev'ry  cloud  a  ftincied  storm  foretells : 
Thus  rashly  lanch'd  on  this  theatric  main. 
Our  all  on  hoard,  each  phantom  gives  us  pain ; 
The  catcall's  note  seems  thunder  in  our  ears. 
And  ev'ry  hm  a  hurricane  appears; 
•In  joumal-sqiiibs  we  ligbtnin^i  blast  espy. 
And  meteors  blaze  in  every  critic's  eye. 

Spite  of  these  terrours,still  some  hopes  we  view, 
Hopes  ne'er  can  fail  us— since  they're  plac'd 

—in  3rou, 
Yourbreath  the  gale,  our  voyage  is  secure. 
And  safe  the  venture  which  your  smiles  {more  ; 
Though  weak  his  skill,  th' advant'rer  must  suo> 

ceed. 
Where  candour  takes  th'  endeavour  for  the  deed. 
For  Brentford's  state  two  kings  could  oooe  suf- 
fice; 
In  our's,  behold  I  four  kings  of  Brentfbrd  rite  ; 
All  Smelling  to  one  nosegay's  od'rous  savour. 
The  balmy  nosegay  of— the  public  &vonr. 
From  hence  ak>ne  our  royal  f\inds  we  draw. 
Your  pleasure  our  support,  your  will  our  biw. 
While  such  our  government,  we  hope  you'll  own 

us; 
But  should  we  ever  tyrants  prore— dethrone  ut. 
Like  brother  monarchs,  wlio  to  coax  the  nation. 
Began  their  reign  witli  some  fair  proclamatjon. 
We  too  should  talk  at  least— of  refbrmation  ; 
Declare,  that  during  our  imperUd  sway. 
No  bard  shall  mourn  his  kmg-n^aeteu  play; 
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But  then  the  play  ihiist  Irate  some  iHt,  some 

^*pirtt, 
And  we  allow'd  sole  mnpifes  oFHs  merit 

For  those  deep  sages  of  the  tudging  -pit, 
Whose  taite  is  too  •refhi'd  for  inodern  wit. 
From  Rome's  grwH:  theatre  weHJ  c«H  the  piece. 
And  plant,  on  Britain's  stage,   the  flow'w  of 
Greece. 
If  some  there    are   our  Britl^  Tjartls  can 
please, 
"Who  Uste  the  ancient  -wft  df  anciertt  (fays, 
Be  oar's  to  save,  fromtime*s  devouring  womh, 
Their  works,  and  snatdi  their  laurels  from  the 
tomb. 
Foryoo,  ye  fair,  who^ghtUer  «oen«s  may 
chuse. 
Where  music  decks  in  all  ter  airs  the  Mue^ 
Gay  opera  shall  in  all  its  oharms  4)i«pense, 
Yet  boast  no  tuneful  triumph  over  sense; 
The  nobler  bard  shall  still  assert  his  right. 
Nor  Handel  rob  a  Shakespeare  of  his  night. 

To  greet  their  mortal  brethren  of  our  skioi. 
Here  all  the  gods  of'^antoaniaK  shall  .rise : 
Yet  'midst  the  pomp  and -magic  of  maahiaei. 
Some  pbt  may  mark  the  meaning  of  oar  scenes  $ 
Scenes  which  were  held,  in  good  king  Rich's 

days. 
By  sages,  no  bad  epilogues  to  plays. 

If  terms  like  these  yotir  suffrage  can  engage, 
To  flx  our  mimic  empfre  of  the  stage; 
Confirm  our  title  in  your  fair  opinbns, 
And  •oroud'oaoh  night-to  peopleomr tloniinioitt. 


-VERSES 


AT 
QAltBD 


S9  COHTIBTING  TBS    OHAPBL  TO    A 

TUB   SEAT  OF    TBB   LO«D  OOMMBAViiBy 
TUS  GBOVS,   IW  HB«TPOaDSHIIIE. 

By  CWid,  among  other  wonders,  we're  tdd  i 
What  dhanc*d  to  Philemon  and  Baucis  of  old;  i 
Haw  their  cot  to  a  temple  was  conjured  by  Joto,  f 
So^  chapel  was  chanjf'd  to  a  kitchen  at  Grove.  • 
The  loid  of  the  naosioo  most  rightly  conoaiting. 
His  guests  bv'd  good  prayeramudb  lessthangood 
eating;  r 

OUad.poaiea.'d  by  the  devil,  aa  seme  fate  srIU  ill 
What  was  meant  for  the  soul,  he  assigned  to  the 
hetty. 

Tbe'word  wa»  scarce  giv'n-HHicn  down  dropp'd 

fhedock, 
And  straight  was  seen  fix'd  in  theform  of  a  jack; 
And,8haroefoftotell!  pulpit,  benches,  and  pews, 
*A»rm>tf  copboaiHls-and  ihelres'ibr  plates,  sauce- 

pans,  and  stews. 

Pray»r4)ooks  tum'd  into  platlars;  nor  think  it  a 
'  fable, 

A  dresser  sprung  out  of  the  communion  UUe ; 
Which,  instead  of  the  usual  i^past,  braad  and 
wine. 


For  a  Jew  many  people  Hke  laMter  iiffirtook, 
Whose  Levites  men  spdllionsy  4h6  bigf|.priert« 

cook; 
And  thought  he  designM  ovr  MltgYOo  «o  «lter. 
When  they  saw  the  bumt-ofieriog  smoke  at  the 
'  altar. 

The  bell's  solemn  sound,  that  was  heard  far  and 

near, 
And  oft  rous*d  the  chaphrin  nnwilling  to  pray 'r. 
No  moeetogood  aewnons  bow  ^aammobs  .the  8i»- 

ner. 
But  blasphemous  rings  in-^the  country  to -dinner. 

When  my  good  1eii4  the  bishop  had  board  the 

strange  -story,  [Q — ^^  gWry ; 

How  the  place  was  profan'd,  ttiat  -was  built  to 
Full  of  zeal  be  cried  otrt,  '*  Oh,  how  iropioiwtfae 

deed, 
To  cranrObrifttans  with  pnddh^,  instead  of  tha 

creed!" 

Then  away  io  the  Grove  hied  the  church's  pro- 
tector, 

Resolving  to  give  bis  lay-brother  a  lecture ; 

But  he  scarce  had  bqgun,  when  he -saw,  plac'd 
before  'cm, 

A  haunch  piping  hot  finom  ihoAimeium  Sond^ 
rum, 

"  Troth  I"  quothlie,  *'!  fiad  no  great  ain  ie  the 
plan,  fman : 

What  was  useless  to^God— 4d  make  nsoiil  to 
Besides,  'tis  a  truonbriftiao.duty,  ^we  read. 
The  poor  wnd  the  tnngfy.with  good  4ttn^  to 
fead." 

Then  again  on  the  walls  he  bestowed  consecralkMi, 
But  reserv'd  the  full  rig^U  of  a  finee  viaiUtioo: 
Thus,  lis  still  the  Lord's  house— only  varied  the 

treat, 
Vom  there's   me«t  without  grAce—wbere   was 

grace  without  meat 


FJSBSES 

OH  TBI   wm   OF   cvwBiaLAwn^s  VTCToar  at 

•Ct7LK0l»If,*fN    TUB  TBAa  FTlfi. 

Ashis4vomK6at«n;vohuBea  old  Time  .tumbled 

To  review  the  great  actions  that  happened  of 
When  the  names  of  young  AmnKm  and  Ceaar 

he^saw. 
He  to  one  oppos'd  Churchill— to  th'  olhw  Nasntn; 
Then  said,  with  a  sigh,  •'-What  J   has  Bntain  oo 

friend  ?  end  }  " 

"  With  these  must  her  kNigfaceof  heroes  have 
When  straight  a  kmd  blast  on  her  tnmpet  feoM 

blew,  [scaroe^Bttsr ; 

Which  so  long  had  been  ailent,  the  sound  he 
But  soon  m  his  sight  the  swift  goddess  ^iffpem^di^ 
And,  half  out  of  breath,  cry'd — *'  News»  news  ! 

have  you  heard  ?-^ 
I  vet  have  one  hero  tn^AA  tn.trnnrMAn* 
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rSHSES 

lirciIBED  OK  Jk  MOMTIMMT  OALU»  THl  TOm 
OF  CA«f,  IM  THE  GAKDBK  OF  HIE  lATB  JOHN 
ftlCB,  ESQ.  ATCOWCeV,rM  m0DLE«BZ;  WBBIE- 
ON   THREE   BEAUTIFUL     lOTS  .  ARE     COTBR|NO    A 

rovuMjLL  UM  wrro  a  teh  of  flovebb, 

Wbt,  but,  ktfw,  mttflim  tutnimt 
The  flowery  vfjI  nouml  Ihis  akriM  > 
Am  if,  fcr  bsieymi  dayi  Hke  tkem. 
The  sigit  too  solemo  were  to  pleaio  9 
Mftakcn  htif%,  wtmtn^ttmfmr 
To  morteli,  ar  the  To«b  ofChrt  ^ 
Here  let  the  gloomy  tyrant  lie  s 
nis  nrn  an  altar  sbalt  Mj^^, 
Sacred  to  Eaae,  and  vocial  Mirth  j 
For  Care'f  decease-^  PtoaMire*v  birth. 


t» 


The  nwKemfctteB'i  trod  tfcsQitciittttigt^ 
Praa  ware  baB  fiaioB^  OMWlMiBi^dber  vagtt 
BoM  Mid  secure  sheaim'd  the  poiotoddart, 
ADdpewr'd  the  piaaapC  paigMDiio  ^o  bfait» 
Tri^difedaaiiBioirBtaelcVd  bar  kmlaaaMi^y^ 
And  Athens*  son^  were  de9ti«*4  b»  ch^f : 
Then  first  the  stage  a  iicens'd  bondage  kaew^ 
And  tyrants  quash 'd  the  scene  Uiey  fefr'd  tOTieifi 
Fair  Freedom's  voice  no  more  was  het^rd  to 

charm, 
Or  Liberty  the  Attic  aodlence  #anit. 

Then  Aed  the  muse,  indignant  ftom  tl^B  show. 
Nor  ddgn'd  to  dwell  where  Freedom  was  po  morp: 
Vain  thenr,  alas  f  she  sought  Fritennia'^  isle, 
Charm'd  with  her  voice,  and  cheer'd  us  with  a 


T6B  EPTTJm 

(nr  tBTrtis  of  bba«,    imsertbd  bt  a  female 

flCUBB  BErBMBSTiNC  BlSFOIiy)  OJT  4  MARBLE 
PYBAMID  OF  THI  MOXUlUUrr  0#  JOSH,  t>V  KE 
OF  ABCYLB. 

BarTOH,  beheld,  IT  patrtat  wiBfffc  b§  4iior, 
A  shrtne  «hat  claims  thy  tributary  tear ! 
Silent  that  tongue  admiring  senates  bean). 
Nerveless  that  arm  opposing  legions  fcar»d  I 
Nor  leas,  O  Campbell !  thine  the  pow'r  to  please, 
And  give  to  grandeur  all  the  grace  of  ease. 
I'^mg,  from  thy  life,  let  kindred  heroes  trace 

ArU  which  ennoble  still  thp  noblest  race. 

Others  may  owe  Iherr  future  feme  to  me; 
I  borrow  immortality  irom  thee. 
Weitmiiister  Abbey.  p.  Whitehead. 


FERSES 

OW  THl  NAMB,  F.  WHrTBHEAD,  SUBSCBIBED  TO 
TUB  ABOVE  ISfSCBimOJI,  BBIMO  BBMOVBU THENCE 
ffOMB  TIME   AFTia  THB   MOKUMBMT  WAS  BBBCT- 


O'tt  the  tombe    as   pale  Envy  was  hov'ring 

around, 
The  manes  of  each  hallow'd  hero  to  wound ; 
On  Argyle's,  when  she  saw  only  truth  was  related 
Of  bim,  whom  alive  she  most  mortally  hated. 
And  finding  the  record  adopted  by  Fame, 
Xn  revenge   to  the  poet — she  gn^wVl   out  his 


VERSES, 

VO   ME.    BBOOKB,    ON  THB  REFUSAL  OF   A   LICEKCB 
TO   HIS   FLAY   OF  CUITAVUS   VASA. 

Knt  pabUflbed  in  the  Gentleman's  Magazine, 

1739. 
Wbili  Athens  glory 'd  in  her  free-born  race, 
And  science  fiourish*d  round  her  fev'rite  place, 

'  These  verses  appeared  first  in  captain  Thom- 
§00*8  Life  of  Whitehead,  and  perhaps  were  his 
own .  The  EpiUph  was  written  a^t  the  request  of 
the  docbess.    C 


If  CWiio  laws  bcF  getf  wa  iigiit  wuHr ahi. 
And  bind  her  eapdve  ^%  Ili^ignoMe  abaivf 
BoldaMliialloanf'd,  ki  BtbNet  Aiya^ 
Frte  fiowM  bar  Mmbera,  flovfM'ilfeir  bar  bMi; 
O'er  Bri«ala*e  staga  majaatic^  aaoopOrd, 
She  tan'd  her  patriot  lessons  to  mankind  i 
For  mighty  heroes  ransacked  ev'ry  age, 
Thed  beam*d  them  glorious  in  her  Shaketpeare't 
pegeu 

Shakespeare's  no  more !— lost  wai  the  poet's 
name,  [feme; 

Till  thou,  my  friend,   my  genius,  sprung  tq 
Lur'd  by  his  laurers  never-feding  bluom. 
You  boldly  snatoh'd  the  trophy  from. his  tomlu 
Taught  the  declining  muse  again  to  soar. 
And  to  Britannia  give  one  po«'t  more. 

Pleased  in  thy  lays  we  see  GqsMivus  live; 
But,  OGustavus!  if  thou  can*st,  forgive 
Britons,  more  savage  than  the  tyrant  Dane, 
Beneath  whose  yoke  you  drew  the  galling chaia« 
I>cgen*rate  Briton's,  by  thy  worth  dismayed, 
Prophaiie  thy  glories,  and  proscribe  thy  shade^ 


SONG. 

As  Granville's  soft  numbers  tune  Myn't  ju8| 

praise, 

And  Chloe  shines  lovely  in  Prior's  sweet  lays; 

So,  won 'd  Daphne  but  smile,  their  example  I'd 

fo"o''»  [Apollo : 

And,  as  she  kioks   like  Venus,    I'd  sing  like 

But,  alas!  while  no  smiles  f^m  the  fair-on^ 

'     inspirei 
How  bnguid  my  strains,  and  how  tundeas  my 
lyre  I 

Go,  Zephyrs,  salute  in  soft  accents  her  ear. 
And  tell  how  I  laoKuish,  sigh,  pine,  and  despair  j 
In  gentlest  murmurs  my  passion  commend  j 
But  whisper  it  softly,  for  fear  you  ofiend,  [pain  ; 
For  sure,  O  ye  winds,   ye  may  tell  her  my 
I'is  Slrephun's  to  sufier,  but  not  to  complain. 

Wherever  I  go,  or  whatever  I  do.  [view : 

Still  something  presents  the  fair  nymph  to  mj. 
If  I  traverse  the  garden,  the  garden  still  ^wa 
Me  her  neck  iu  the  lily,  her  lip  in  the  ro^Hi 

But  with  her  neither  lily  nor  rose  can  compare; 

Far  sweeter's  her  lip,  and  her  bosom  ax>re  fair^ 

If,  to  vent  my  fond  anguish,  I  steal  to  the  grove, 

The  spring  there  prcseaU  li^^  fre^  b)oom  of  mT 

i»ve|  * 
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The  ni^itbgale  too,  with  iinpeftiDeiitnoiie, 

Poura  fbrtb  her  tweet  ctrmios  in  my  tyren's  sweet 

voice:  [bring* ; 

Thiu  the  grove  and  its  mvdc  her  unage  still 

For,  like  spring  she  looks  fiur,   like  the  nights 

ingale  sings. 

If,  fondung  the  groves,  I  fly  to  the  court. 
Where  beauty  and  splendour  united  resort. 
Some  glimpse  of  my  fSur  in  each  charmer  I  spy, 
In  Richmond's  fiur  finm,  or  in  Brudenef  s  bright 
eye;  [appear? 

But,  alas !  what  wou'd  Brudenel  or  Richmond 
Unheeded  they'd  pass,  were  my  Daphne  but 
there. 
If  to  books  I  retire,  to  drown  my  fond  pain, 
And  iwell  over  Horace,  or  Grid's  sweet  strain; 
In  Lydia,  or  Cbloe,  my  Daphne  I  find; 
But  Chloe  was  courteous,  and  Lydia  was  knid: 
like  Lydia,  or  Chloe,  wouM  Daphne  but  prove. 
Like  Horace,  or  Ovid,  rd  nog  and  I'd  kire. 


DA.  SCHOMBERG. 
OF  BATH. 

To  Scbomberg  quoth  Death,  "  I  your  patient 
wiUhave:"  [save." 

To  Death  replied  Schomberg,  "  My  patient  Pll 
Then  Death  seiz»d  his  arrow,  the  doctor  his  pen, 
And  each  wound  the  one  gave,  t'other  heal'd  it 
again;  [anoe, 

•Tdl  Death  swore  he  never  had  met  such  defi- 
Since  heandthe  college  had  been  in  alliance. 


EPITyiPfff 

IT  MB.   GAimiCIE,   OK  PAUL  WHrTEBEAD,   ESQ. 

Haaa  lies  a  man  midbftune  could  not  bend, 
Prais'd  as  a  poet,  honour'd  as  a  friend : 
Though  his  youth  kindled  with  the  love  of  fame, 
Withm  his  bosom  gtow»d  a  brighter  flame: 
Whene'er  his  friends  with  sharp  aflUctwnt  bled. 
And  from  the  wounded  deer  the  herd  was  fled, 
Whitmiad  stood  forth,  thehealing  balm  applied. 
Nor  quitted  their  distrcsKS    tiEbedied.^ 
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LIFE  OF  FRANCIS  FAWKES, 

byMn.  crtJtMRs. 


mk.  FAWKE9  was  born  ia  YorlMkim  ftbout  tbe  yemt  1791.  He  Wat  ed«4 
cated  At  Leedsi  under  the  care  of  the  Rbf «  Mr.  Ceokfon^  riear  of  that  parish  i 
from  whence  he  went  to  Jesns  College,  Canrbridge,  and  took  his  bachelor's  degree 
io  1741,  and  his  master's  m  1745« 

After  being  admitted  into  holjr  orders,  he  settled  at  Brimham  in  Yorkshire^ 
siear  the  elegant  seat  oi  that  name  belonging  to  Robert  Lam^,  esq.  the  beautidi 
of  which  aibrded  him  the  first  subject  for  his  muse*  He  published  his  Bramhant 
Park  in  1743,  but  without  his  name.  His  next  gublicatioas  were  the  descrip- 
tions of  Maj  and  Winter,  from  Gawen  Douglas;  the  former  In  1752>  the  latter 
in  1754 :  these  brought  him  into  considerable  notice  as  a  poetioal  aatiquarji 
and  it  was  hoped  that  he  would  have  been  encouraged  to  modernise  the  whole 
of  that  author's  works. 

About  the  jear  hist  menlioued,  he  remoTed  to  the  coraqr  of  Croydon  in. 
6nrre|r^  where  he  had  an  opportunttj  of  courting  the  noticte  of  archbishop  Her* 
ring,  who  resided  there  at  that  timey  and  to  wbom^  among  other  corapHmentarf 
verses,  he  addressed  an  ode  on  bis  grace's  r^coTerj,  which  was  printed  in  Dodsley's 
collection*  These  attentions,  and  his  general  merit  as  a  scholar,  indueed  the 
archbifhop  to  colUte  him,  in  1765^  to  the  vicarage  of  Orpington  with  St  Marjr 
Craj,  In  Kent.  In  1757,  he  had  occasion  to  lament  his  patron's  death,  in  a 
pathetic  elegy  styled  Aureliut,  printed  with  his  grace's  sernMMs  in  1763^  bnt  pre* 
vioiisly  in  onr  author's  volume  of  poems  in  1761  i  about  the  same  time  he  munki 
mu  Parrier  of  Leeds. 

In  April  1774,,  by  the  late  Dr.  PInmptre's  favour,  he  exchanged  his  vicarage 
for  the  rectory  of  Hayes :  this,  except  the  office  of  chaplain  to  the  princefs 
dowager  of  Wales,  was  the  only  ecclesiastical  promotion  he  obtained. 
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la  1761,  ho  published  by  subcription  aTolome  <^  orifiDal  poems  and  traos. 
lationS)  by  which  he  got  more  profit  than  fame.  His  sobscribers  amouoted  to 
nearly  eight  handred,  but  no  second  edition  was  called  for.  A  few  pieces  are 
now  added  from  Mr.  Nichols*  collection ;  and  from  the  Poetical  Calendar,  a  peru 
odicad  selection  of  fugitive  poetry,  which  he  published  in  conjunction  with  Mr. 
Woty,  an^different  poet  of  diat  time.  In  1707  he  published  an  eclogue,  entituled 
Partridge  Shooting,  so  inferior  to  Us  other  productions  that  tiie  omission  of  it 
cannot  be  regretted.  He  was  the  editor  also  of  a  Family  Bible,  with  notes,  in  4to. 
which  is  a  work  of  very  inconsiderable  merit,  but  to  which  he  probably  contri- 
buted only  his  name,  a  common  trick  among  the  retdlers  of  ^^  Complete  family 
Bibles." 

His  translations  of  Anacreon,  Sappho,  Bion,  Moschus  and  Museus,  appeared 
in  1760 ;  and  his  Theocritus,  encouraged  by  another  liberal  subcription,  in  1707* 
His  Apoilonius  Rhodius,  a  posthumous  publication,  comi^eted  by  the  Re? .  Mr. 
Meen  of  Emanuel  College,  C^brldge,  made  its  appearance  in  1780,  when 
Mr.  Fawkes'a  widow  was  enabled,  by  the  kindness  of  the  editor,  toarail  herself 
of  the  subscriptions,  contributed  as  usual  very  liberally.  Mr.  Fawkes  died 
August  26, 1777. 

These  scanty  materials  are  taken  chiefly  from  Mr.  Nichols's  Life  of  Bowyer^ 
and  little  can  now  be  added  to  them.  Mr.  Fawkes  was  a  man  of  a  social  dis. 
position,  with  much  of  the  imprudence  which  adheres  to  it :  although  a  pro« 
ibund  classical  scholar,  and  accounted  an  excellent  translator,  he  was  an« 
able  to  publish  any  of  his  works  without  the  prerions  aid  of  a  subscription  ; 
and  his  Bible  was  a  paultry  job,  which  necessity  only  could  hare  induced  him  to 
undertake.  With  all  his  failings,  howeTcr^  it  appears  that  he  was  held  in  esteem 
by  many  distinguished  contemporaries,  particularly  by  Drs«  Pearce,  Jordn, 
Johnson,  Warton,  Flumptre  and  Askew,  who  contributed  critical  assistance  to 
his  translation  of  Theocritus. 

As  an  original  poet,  much  cannot  be  said  in  his  faronr :  his  powers  were  con- 
fined to  occasional  slight  and  encomiastic  verses,  such  as  may  be  produced  witii. 
out  great  effort,  and  are  supposed  to  answer  every  purpose  when  they  have  pleased 
those  to  whom  they  were  addressed.  The  EpithaJaroic  ode  may  perhaps  rank 
higher,  if  we  could  forget  an  obrious  endeavour  to  imitate  Dryden  and  Pope.  In 
the  elegy  on  the  death  of  Dobbin,  and  one  or  two  other  pieces,  there  is  a  consi- 
derable portion  of  humour,  which  is  a  more  legitimate  proof  of  genius  than 
one  species  of  poets  are  disposed  to  allow.  His  principal  defects  are  want  of 
judgment  and  taste ;  these,  however,  are  less  discoverable  in  his  translations  ; 
and  it  was  probably  a  consciousness  of  limitted  powers  which  inclined  him  so 
much  to  translation.  In  this  he  every  where  displays  a  critical  knowledge  of 
his  author,  while  his  versification  is  smooth  and  elegant,  and  his  expression  re. 
roarkably  clear.  He  was  once  esteemed  the  best  translator  since  tiie  days  of 
Pope ;  a  praise  which.  If  now  disallowed,  it  is  much  that  it  could  in  Us  own  time 
have  been  bestowed  with  justice. 
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BRAMHAM  PARK. 
TO  ROBERT  LANE,  ESQ. 

Quit  caneret  nympbai?  quii  bomum  tloreii- 

tilwisbertMS 
Spvgeret  ?  autTiridi  ibntes  indnoeret  timbri  ? 

Vifto. 

Written  in  May  1745. 


THE  PREFACE. 

I  SHOULD  think  a  preface  to  this  Tolome  abw- 
hitely  uimecesiary,  except  as  it  fiiniishes  me 
with  an  opportunity  of  returning  my  thanks 
to  those  geotlemen  who  have  fiivoared  me  with 
their  names  ;  and  therefore  to  their  candour 
and  indulgteoce  I  beg  leave  to  inscribe  the 
IbUowh^  sbeeu. 

Orpingtooy  H*y  1,  1761.  

F,  FAWKES. 


The  themes  of  war  to  bolder  bards  belong. 
Calm  scenes  of  peace  iuvite  my  humble  »ong. 
Lsne,  whom  kind  Heav'n  has  with  mild  man- 
ners grac'dy 
Andbkss'd  with  true  hereditary  taste. 
Your  blooming  Tirtnes  these  light  lajrt  demand. 
Wrote  in  the  gardens  which  your  grandsire* 


As  careless  through  those  groves  I  took  my  way 
Where  Bramham  gives  new  beauty  to  the  day/ 
(What  time  Aurora,  rising  from  the  main. 
With  rosy  lustre  spangled o*er the  pining) 
The  sylvan  scenes  a  secret  joy  iospir'd. 
And  with  soft  rapture  all  my  bosom  fir'd ; 
When,  b  !    my  eyes  a  lovely  nymph  surveyM, 
With  modest  step  advancing  through  the  giade: 
Her  bloom  divine,  and  sweet  attractive  grace. 
Confessed  the  guardian  Dryad  of  the  placo : 
The  wind  that  gave  her  azure  robe  to  flow, 
Reveal'd  a  bosom  white  as  'Alpine  snow  ; 
A  flowery  wreath  around  her  neck  she  wore. 
And  in  her  hand  a  branch  of  ulive  twre' : 
Adown  her  shoulders  fell  her  auburn  hair. 
That  k)osely  wanton 'd  with  the  buxom  air. 
The  buxom  air  ambrosial  odours  shed. 
And  sweets  immortal  breath'd  around  her  head*. 
My  eager  eyes  o'er  all  her  beauties  ran, 
When  thus  the  guardian  of  the  woodg  b^^n. 
'*  Thrice  happy !  whom  the  fates  propitious 
give 
Siecure  in  these  sequestered  groves  to  live,  [court. 
Where  Health,  fair  goddess,  keeps  her  bkx>miiiig 
And  allthe  nsrmphs,  and  all  the  graces  sport : 
How  beautifiiUy  changed  the  scene  appears 
Within  the  compass  of  a  thousand  years  ! 
Then  fierce  Beltona  drench'd  these  plains  m 

blood, 
Then  virtue  wander'd  in  the  kxiely  wood- 
But  hear  !  while  I  mysterious  truths  disclose. 
Whose  dire  remembrance  wakens  all  my  woes. 
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7*his  barbarom  isle  with  liberal  arts  lefinM, 

7 aught  wholesome  laws,  and  moralizM  mankind  ; 
he  rothlew  Danes  o'er  all  the  county  ran, 
They  lerell'd  cities,  and  they  murdered  man : 
Nor  fields,  nor  fines,  nor  sex,  nor  age»  were  free 
From  fire  and  sword,  from  lust  and  cruelty. 
To  tend  my  fmther*s  flock  was  then  ray  care. 
And  country  swains  were  wont  to  caH  me  fair* 
Kot  hence  far  distant  I  secur'd  my  eliardks,- 
Till  rous'd  from  danger  by  the  din  of  arftn 
To  a  lone  cave,  with  nymphs  a  chosen  few, 
Secret  I  fled,  cooceard  from  human  view; 
Secret  and  safe,  till  (stomi'd  the  country  round) 
Our  close  retreat  the  fierce  l>arbarians  found. 
What  could  we  do  the  furious  foe  to  shun?— 
To  die  seem'd  better  than  to  be  midone. 
Diana,  huntress  of  the  woodland  shades. 
Chaste  guardian  of  the  purity  of  maids. 
With  silver  bows'  supplied  the  virgin  train. 
And  manly  courage  to  repel  the  Dane. 
But  what,  alas  1  avaiU  the  manly  heart. 
When  female  force  emits  the  feeble  dart  ) 
Though  thrice  three    victims  to  our  veogeanee 

fell. 
Though  my  keen  shafts  dispatch'd  their  chief  to 

Hell; 
Too  soon  our  hit  with  anguish  we  deplor'd, 
Iloomi'd  to  tf^e  ilaughtef  of  th«  conc^uering 

sWord  :  [proves; 

Bnt  hi^ytbey  H^hbdK  nHfttlAg^  Tieav'h    ap- 
Heaven  #ill  fewatdtlidt  virtue  which  it  loves. 
The  queen  n^  makes  bf ight  chastity  he^  care. 
Thus  to  almighty  Jote  preffer r'd  her  prayer ; 
That  #e  tot  trtr  id  f he^  shades  tfiieht  rove, 
Kymphsof  (fa^  #bod,  and  guardians  or  the  grov^ 
Well  I  ren^etnber,  as  I  trembling  lay, 
Pale,  bireathle«8,  cold,  expiring  on  the  clay. 
How  by  de^ei  rtly  Morifil  frAitte  reGJi*d» 
Kor  left  ote  eahhly  panicle  behind  ; 
In  every  Ht'tVe  a  pteasiimg:  chahge  begad, 
And  through  my  velitt  the  ttreams  immortal 

ratt! 
Soft  on  ttry  mhtd  et*st^ic  visibh»  stole. 
And  beav'n-felt  ta|)tnf  es  daiha'd  upon  my  soul. 
£'er  a&iic^  I  ^ard  the  groves,  the  woods,  the 

f»tain, 
Chief  Dryad  oTfhe  tutelairy  tnln ; 
iMIpteiAtreiybfes^d  there  all  conspires  to  please; 
War,  civil  war,  alone  disturbs  my  ets^ 
VMr  d^d  fny  Soul  tteoiX  with  secret  dread, 
%'h^  fM»ld  Northutoiberland  ^  his  anhy  led, 
Ill'f^ted  Kriiotis,  thotn  he  bfoughtfrom  tar, 
AgaiAst  bis  «dter«lgti  Iragittg  horrid  #ar ! 
I  saw  the  cOThtiflt  dn  the  ne>ghbotiring  plaiii, 
A  kfftgtrt  vkrtOflod*,  atid  6ld  I^ercy  ilaih ; 
I  saw  bis  visage,  that  with  aogutsh  fi^own'd. 
And  sCSih^d  iil  rage  tb  tdfl  iti  ey^  around. 

ader  leteral  invasnm,  had  entirely  over-run 
the  kingdom,  whom  bybiseatraordinary  vakiar 
and  conduct  he  dispossessed  of  it  Circa  Eglerti 
tt-mpbra,  rnnno  €hrini  800»  noffra  httmitpHmim 


Borne  in  mnck  triumph  from 4 he  fatal  field; 
The  azure  '  lion  on  the  golden  shield 
Wav»d  vainly  rampant.     But  what  horrors  chilf'd 
My  heaving  heart,  and  through  my  bosom  thrilPd,. 
When  direful  discord  Britain's  sons  compelPd 
To  war  on  To«rton*s  •  memorable  field. 
I  see  the  ranks  embattled  on  the  plain, 
Torrepta  of  blxxl,  and  mountains  of  the  slain; 
Sec  kkldred  host*  with  rival  rage  contend* 
Deaf  to  the  names  of  father,  and  of  friend  ; 
The  brother  by  a  brother's  sword  expires. 
And  sons  are  slain  by  unrelenting  sires. 
The  brook,  that  flowed  a  scanty  strc^am  befor«^ 
Sweird  to  a  river  r'^d  with  human  gore: 
Verbeia  »  then  in  wild  amazement  stood. 
To  see  her  silter  ntn  (fistain'd  with  biood; 
Vefbeia,  erst  her  iratert  wont  to  lead 
In  peaceful  murmurs  through  the  flnw'ry  mead. 
To  purge  her  currents  from  the  crimson  stam. 
Swift  ppur'd  her  waves  to  mingle  with  the  main. 
Oft,  as  with  shining  share  he  ploughs  the  field'* 
The  fwaia  astonished  finds  the  massy  shield, 
On  whose  broad  boss,  sad  source  of  various  woea^ 
He  views  engravM  the  long>dispnted  rose. 
Huge  human  bones  the  fruitful  furrows  hi^ 
Of  once^fam'd  heroes  that  in  battle  died. 
Now  all  dire  feuds  and  curst  contentions  o'er. 
They  sleep  111  peace,  atirf  kindle  WAIT  no  more : 
The  friend^  QM  fbe^  thd  naUe  aa«  tba  (lave. 
Rest  undistinguished  in  one  common  grav*». 

'•  JKitfW  «  now,  since  gwiMsprhfg  iiitiOM; 
And  lavish  nature  varies  het  def7gnf^, 
Paftake  the  general  Joy,  and  «>*e«ty  stray, 
Wlwre  thp  birds  warble,  and  the  waters  play  ; 

sheriflT  of  YolMrire,  and  tft«  poite  comitaim^oS 
the  county,  and  slain  in  the  battle. 

The  earl  Northumberland    and  the  kxd  Bar* 

dolph, 
With  a  great  pow'r  of  English  and  of  Scots, 
Art  by  the  sheriff  of  Yorkshire  overthrown. 

Shakespeare's  tien.  IV* 

7  TheaffM  ff  Petty  art- ,  Or^  a  Hpafafaol 
azure. 

^A  Beifbbouring  Tillaga^  iear  «MBb«  an  Ito 
S9th  day  of  March  (being  Palm  SmMlay)  A.  O^ 
1461,  was  fought  a  most  remarkable  and  bloody 
battle  between  the  houses^  Yoirk  and  LaiMMefs 
the  MulbMr  dT  the  YorkisU,  headed  by  Edwaid, 
earl  of  March,  amounted  to  about  40,600  neo, 
the  Lancastrians  were  60,000.  This  battle  prov^ 
ed  decisive  }fi  fktduv  of  The  house  df  Yot*;  and  im 
consequence  tif  St,  Bdwanl  was.  in  June  1461, 
ct^o^ed  *^g  of  fciiglaitd,  &c.  There  were  kin«i 
in  this  engagement  36,776  men.  The  rivnlet 
Cock,  adjdhfihg  to  the  field  of  battle,  and  fbe 
rhet  Wharfe,  were  for  several  day*,  in  a  very 
ejrtHttWhiarJ^  ihannef,  discoloured  with  the 
blood  of  the  slain.  For  a  circum^ntSal  acoouot 
of  ifMft  battle,  see  DrakeU  noractnm. 

»  Verktia  Was  the  Ron.an  name  for  the  riret 
Wharfe;  see  an  ancient  inscrinlioti  otioled  hA 
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WbereFk)r>4e«kt4li»4ei7  d^ivHib  ionaoi* 
And  beecUv^hiiue^JMir  toMicbw  into  bov^siVp 
The  «MUiBg4HRl8,  the  .gales  that  gaaUykUmf 
Maj.tiuieitby  ffe«d»  and  t«ach  tbe  verae  ,to  Aoir.'* 

A»i  ltd  «ie  mqpmI  4^  ^oiv V-Qnibroider !d  pl^OBj 
Through  every  variegated  rural  tceoe 
or  shady  ibroit,  avd^JQeadow  ^leeo. 
Of  wiDfl«i^,vaUqi0,  Md  of  rifHiig  bUk 
Of  mou^iwaimm  and  Uaatlucent  »nlU^ 
Where  doras,  ^  4eivel  la«o»expaadad  xid^ 
lbe#a>ia»,  Abefaf4«o,aod  tb/e  nood  divide ; 
arhflremlksbr  k»ngH!xieudad.waUsM^iCjroat 
Aodalleyg  in  meandertng  aUey»  lo^^ 
The  dabtowteaaas  iDtrioately  run, 
^Bd  and  anvAeoo*  wbare  tbc^  tot  ))9giin  ^ 
Whece  J^Moa  ianes,  -that  in  fair  ordar^oaa, 
WikbidQgaiit;simpKcity  »ui;pn8e. 
WbetttsrAbaoyinph  dinaots  my^avisb'd  flight 
New  8.«n^  appear^at  give  anew  deljgbt : 
Hefef>i^yiaf&fiiiland. their  4engtheq'd  vaakf. 
There  viidett  Uostoniiimthe  wnoy  banks ; 
Here  koro-bearo  kcdgcs  regularly  grtwr, 
There  bawthorae  wbites,  and  wild  roses  l>low. 
Luxuriant -FJpra  paintatho  purple  plain, 
Aadiolbe  gsnieos  waves  tbe  golden  grain; 
Giulkl  round  UU  UiCuid   trees   tUe  wQodbiiie 


lo  fondembraoe  its  tendrils  with  the  leaves : 
iiveci-^ueBtfid  shrubs  a,  rich  pcdviaa:exhal^ 
And  health  ambrosial  floats  on  every  gale. 
Trom  msbyfringedlouias  rise  sparkling  rills 
Tbatgtide  in  wsey  wiodii^  down  the  hills : 
Or  under  pendontAUe^ les  of  o^ers  flaw, 
Dispemnv  moUture  to  the  plants  below : 
Now,  bid  ibeaaath  the .  flowery  Aurf,  they  |»ass 
Ingalph'd»  Qow^portaloiig  tbe^eivetgcass. 
With  «iany  an-errour  aIo»»ly-Ungcrii^  ^St»y, 
And  ■Miiamring  iotbieir  course  f«lu<Staat  rpU 

jknaor; 
Tbence  into  lucid  lakes  ]^Tofuse(y  inll 
?oammK«*^J6cNf<Qi  tbebuautifiul  canal, 
ftinumth.ifalevel,  that  it  wcW  laight  j^am 
For.(^fcherea'4  laee-reflectiag  glas#, 
(^ve'idicnmildgQpbyrs  o'er  the  surCi^  stmy, 
Coil  the  ftgbtJ«raves,  wnd  xw  lis  hosop  play) 
YetUoOhe  imttom  so  dictw-Oly  clear. 
The  eye  tnight.iHunber  every  .pebble  there; 
Aadev«ffyfi«h  that. quickly  rgUnciqg  glides. 
Sports  in  the  stream,  and  shows  his^Uver  sides, 
if  ibioQsh'ihe  glades  I  turn  niy  igptur'd  eyes. 
What  iariau8views,what  lovely  landicapas  cite } 
Here  suwaee^iaspiuble  namion  staads 
*Mid9t  fruitful  plains,  and  caUivatod  lands ; 
Ibaae  rusatt  h«ajg^  arith  ftelds  of  curn'betwaflii. 
And  peaceful  cots,  and  hamlets  intervene : 
These .fiac-atfatQb'd  views  direct  me  to,4di}UfO 
A  tovar^esoaatled,  or  a  lofiy  spire. 
Or  &r«i  imbosom^  in  some  aged  wood. 


Avariedjcn)i\pQrflocM,«Bdhar^^  fodaFf^il^. 
Groves,  fbuntalPV    ^^^^    ^  ,daisy-paiimi 

plainsi 
At  Bramham  thus  wkh  ravish'd  eycis  we  ^e^ 
How  order  strives  wUb  swee^t  varifity : 
Nature,  kind  goddess,  joins  the  aid  of  aUt 
To  plap,  to  firm,  aad  ftnUh  every  part 

But  nov  beneath  the  heecheu  shade  reolin'^^ 
Whose  tall  top  tmiphlii^g  dwwes  in  the  wipd , 
Jastby  the  falling  of  a  hoarse  casca^a* 
What  glowing  transpotu  all  my  l>rfiast  invade ! 
Down  channel 'dsipne  collected  cu«nr<9i|ts  fiows 
And  steal  obliquely  through  the  vale  belavi 
The  feathered  songsters  on  the.tte»  ai>o«P 
Attune  their  voices  to  the  notes  of  love. 
Notes  so  melodiously  distinct  and  clear, 
Thar  .jibarin  my  seal,  ^atf  inak^iit  OMjrMito 
hear. 
O !  what  descriptive  eloqueuce  can  tell 
The  woods,  and  jaipding  walks  of  B««obeU  "> 
The  various  vistas,  and  the  grassy  glades, 
I  The.bowery  coveits  in  se^ue9ter*d  shades^ 
Or  where  the  wanlering  eye  with  pli^asore  seai. 
A  spacious  amphitheatre  of  trees  ? 
Or  where  the  diHaring  avenues  unite, 
QondttCting  to  more  pompoiM  scenes  the  sight? 
Lo !  •  what   high  mounds  immense  divide  the 
moor,  [shorfr! 

Sti^Bldi'd  irom  the  aonthem  to  the  Dorihem 
These  are  but  relics  of  the  Roman  way, 
Where  the  firm  legions  march'd  in  dsead  anaf » 
Where  rodetbe  hero  in  his  iron  car, 
)  And-big^rithvengeance.roll'atheAightyMar: 
Here  oft  tbe  curious  coins^pd  urns  explore. 
Which  future  Meads  and  Pembrokes  shall  adore; 
To  noie  more,  pleasing  fiir  .yon  tcanquil  dell, 
Where  Labour,  Uealib,  .and  sareet.Coatanlmit 

dwdl; 
Moaai^^leasng  fsri>asida  ym  jigttLoaks, 
Grotesque  and  wrld,thecotUge  chimney  smokes. 
Fair  to  the  view  pld  Bbor^s  temple  sUnds, 
The  work  ef  ages,  mis^d  by  holy  hands; 
■How  6r«  the  venerabla  pile  appears ! 
Reverend  with  age,  but  not  impair'd  by  years. 
O!  couldlhuMdtheHeav'Mirectedrhyi^^ 
Strong  as  thy  fabric,  as  thy  tow'rs.fnhlime, 
Then  .would  the  Muse  oabpldarf^Uiions  rise. 
And  Aiake  thy  turrets^ewulate  the;»kies. 
Such  ace  the  ^qeiies.YhMa^oodlaad  nyy&p^ 
.r^vsoiFt, 
Aad  such  the jgai^lens  .where  the  Graces  <port: 
Would  fate  this  verse  tofutnre  limes  prolong. 
These  scenes  should  bloom  fur  ever  in  mffmS' 
Not  Tempe's  plains  aobt»autifuUppear, 
Nor  flow  Castalia's  sacred  sprupgs  so  clear  j 
Tbe  Muses,  had  they  known  this  lov^d4ratx>^t# 
Had  lett  Parpas»i|is  for  a  pobler  aeat 

Well  may  l^ese  groves  in  elegance  ^xc«lf 
When  Lane  oon^letes  what  Bii|gley  pl^pn'd^ 
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With  wary  spaniels  fiirrow'd  Rtidd  beset, 
/ml  close  the  partridge  in  the  silken  net : 
Or  search  the  woods,  and  with  unerring  aim 
With  leaden  wounds  transfix  the  flying  Rame : 
Or  with  sUnch  hounds  the  wily  fox  pursue. 
And  trace  his  footsteps  o'er  the  tainted  dew. 
With  what  delight  would  friendly  N— y  change 
Don's  t«  fertile  valleys  fiir  this  ampler  range  ? 
And  with  the  music  of  th'  enlivening  horn 
Cheer  the  fleet  pack,   and  wake  the  lingering 

mom. 
Bot  lo  !  faint  Phcebos  darts  a  languid  ray, 
And  gold-edg'd  clouds foret el  the  close  of  day; 
The  nymph  observant  took  her  airy  flight. 
And,  like  a  vision,  vanished  from'  my  sight 

**  DoH,    The  river  that  rans  by  Doocastcr. 


A  DtscRimoN  or 


CALYPSO  AND  HER  GROTTO. 

FftOM  TILBMACUOS,   BOOK   I. 

Tbk  queen  he  fblkm'd  as  she  mov'd  along, 
Surrounded  by  her  nymphs,  a  beauteous  throng; 
.  Bat  far  the  fairest,  and  supremely  tall, 
She  walk*d  majestic,  and  outshone  them  all : 
Thus  'midst  a  grove  the  princely  oak  appear^, 
And  high  in  air  bis  branchmg  honours  rears. 
Her  radiant  beauty  charm*d  his  youthful  mind. 
Her  pnrp?e  robe  that  floated  in  the  wind. 
And  locks  bound  graceful  with  a  clasp  behind : 
But  her  bright  eyes,  instilling  food  desire, 
3eam'd  sweetness  temper'd  with  celestial  fire. 
Sage  Mentor  fblkyw^d,  as  in  thought  profbond. 
And  silent  ftx'd  his  eyes  upon  the  ground. 
And  now,  oonducted  by  the  royal  dame, 
SbOQ  to  the  eDtranoe  of  her  grott  *  they  came, 

*  Perhaps  the  reader  will  not  be  displeased  to 
see  Homer's  description  of  this  fimons  grotto,  as 
it  is  translated  by  Mr.  Pope  from  the  fifth  book 
oftheOdyswy. 

Lai^ge  was  the  grott,  in  whidi  the  nymph  he 
fbund, 
(The  fair-hair*d  nymph  with  every  beauty  crown'd} 
She  sat  and  sung;  the  rooks  resound  her  lays : 
The  cave  was  brighten'd  with  arising  btaae: 
Cedar  and  frankincense,  an  odorous  pile, 
Flam'd  on  the  hearth,  and  wide  perfum'd  the  isle; 
While  she  with  work  and  song  the  time  divides. 
And  through  the  loom  the  golden  shuttle  gu^es. 
Without  the  grott,  a  various  sylvan  scene 
Appear*d  around,  and  groves  of  living  green ; 
Poplars  and  alders  ever  quivering  play'd. 
And  nodding  cypress  furm'd  a  firagrant  shade ; 
On  whose  high  branches,  waving  with  the  $itorm. 
The  birds  of  broadest  wiitg  their  manskm  ^rm  ; 
The  chough,  the  sea-mew,  the  loquacious  crow» 


Amaz>d  to  find  within  this  koely  cell 
Nature  with  all  her  mral  graces  dwell. 
There  no  high.polisb*d  marble  they  beMd, 
No  storied  columns,  and  no  sculptured  gold; 
No  speaking  busts,  no  silver  richly  wrought,    . 
No  breathing   picturet  seem'd  inlMm'd  whk 

thought. 
The  grott,  divided  into  various  cells. 
Was  deck'd  with  spar,  and  variegated  sheila ; 
I1ie  place  of  tap'stiy  a  yodng  rine  supplyd. 
And  spread  her  pliant  arms  on  ev*ry  side; 
Cool  xephjrrs,  though  the  Sob  inteosdy  ^owed, 
Breath'd  through  the  place  sweet  fteshDessas 

tbeyflow'd. 
0*er  amaranthine  beds  fiitr  foontaios  atray'd. 
And,  softly  murmuring,  in  the  meadows  piay^dy 
Or  in  brood  basooe  poor'd  the  crystal  wave. 
Where  oft  the  goddess  wont  her  limbs  to  lave. 
Fist  by  the  grott  sweet  flowers  of  every  boo. 
Purpling  the  lawn,  in  gay  confnsioo  grew. 
Here  wav'd  a  wood,  all  glorious  tu  heboid; 
Of  trees  that  bloom  with  vegetable  gold ; 
Whose  branches,  in  eternal  blobsom,  yield 
Pbigrance  delicious  as  the  flowery  field, 
Tb9(  wood,  impervious  to  the  solar  ray, 
Crown*d  the  fair  spot,  and  guarded  it  firam  day. 
Here  birds  melodious  poured  the  sprightly  song; 
There  torrents  thunder*d  the  rough  rocks  among, 
Down  dash*d  precipitately  from  the  hills. 
Then  o'er  the  level  lawn  difibs'd  their  coriing 
rills. 
Calypso^  grotto  crown'd  the  breezy  ateep^ 
Prom  whence  appeared  the  party-oolooiM  deep  ^ 
Now  smooth  and  even  as  a  mirror  seen. 
Now  vainly  wreakhsg  on  the  rocks  its  aplaen  » 
Indignant,  foaming  with  tiemeudooa  roar. 
And  in  huge  mountains  rolling  to  the  shrire. 
More  pleasing  was  the  prospect  to  the  plaio  I 
A  river,  winding  through  the  rich  cbampaigD, 
Form'd  various  isles  with  lines  sweet*floweriaif 

crowu'd. 
And  cloud-aspiring  poplars  bordered  roand. 
Among  the  banks  the  sportive  waters  played. 
And  woo'd  the  lovely  islands  whidi  they  made : 
Some  swiftly  poured  their  crysUl  currents  strong^ 
Some  led  their  waves  with  liquid  lapse  along  ; 
With  many  an  errour  lingering  seemed  to  strmy* 
As  if  they  wish'd  for  ever  here  to  stay, 
And  murmuring  in  their  course  reluctant  rolPd 

away. 
The  distant  mountains  their  hoar  heads  on  blgli 
Upheaved,  and  lost  their  summits  in  the  skyi 
Their  airy  forms  totaslic  plea^d  the  sight. 
And  fill*d  the  mind  with  wonder  and  delight 
The  neighbering  hills  were  spread  by  natore'a 

boon 
With  vines  that  hung  in  many  a  fUr  festoon ; 
Whose  swelling  grapes  in  richest  purple  dyed. 
The  leaves  attempted,  but  in  vam,  to  hide : 
So  loved  the  generous  vine  to  flourish  here^ 
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EMTHALAMIC  ODE. 

INTENDED  FOR  MUSIC 

Felices  ter  &  amptius 
Oops  irnipta  tenet  copula. 


Hoa. 


CiAS  io  ilow'r-embroiderM  Teil, 
fibil,  aospiciouB  monuDf,  hail! 

When  in  Hymen's  holy  bands. 
Blooming  Emily,  the  fair, 
AmlEngenio,  happy  pair! 

Cbang'd  their  heartjs  and  join*d  their  hands. 
Virgin  coldness  then  relented. 

Like  the  snow  before  the  Sun. 
Then  sweet  Bmily  consented, 

Not  imwUling,  to  be  woo. 

AIR. 

Ye  sons  of  harmony,  prepare 
Your  hymns  to  greet  this  happy  pair : 
Let  the  sweet  dotes,  distinctly  clear. 
In  soft  divisions  melt  upon  the  ear, 
Such  as  may  all  the  tender  passions  move. 
Sooth  the  rapt  soul,  and  be  tlie  food  of  loTe, 

RECITATIVE. 

Hark!  the  mighty  queen  of  sound 

Wakes  each  instrument  aiound, 
Tlie  merry  pipe,  the  mellow -breathing  lute, 
The  warbling  l3rre,  the  lore-lamenting  lute : 

Now  the  light  faintastic  measure    ' 

Ravishes  our  ears  with  pleasure ; 

t(ow  the  trumpets  loud  and  shrill, 

From  yon  river-circled  hill, 

With  manly  notes  our  hearts  inspire. 

And  emulate  the  golden  lyre ; 
While  the  majestic,  deep-mouth'd  organs  Uow 
In  kngthen'd  strains  nmgnificently  slow. 
Divinely  sweet,  and  delicately  strong ; 

Till  gently  dying  by  degrees, 

Like  the  last  murmurs  of  the  breeze, 
Emires  the  soft-attenuated  sung : 
And  at  the  close  of  each  mellifluous  lay. 
This  verse  is  sung  in  honour  of  the  day. 

CHORU& 

Happy  they  as  gods  above 

Whom  Uy  men  binds  in  wreaths  of  love ! 

Love's  pure  flame  itself  endears. 

And  brightens  with  the  length  of  years: 

Love  contents  the  humble  state. 

And  show'rs  down  blessings  on  the  great. 

Sooths  desires  that  wildly  roll, 

And  calms  the  tempests  of  the  soul. 

RECITATIVE. 

But,  lo  1  sweet  Emily>  the  fair. 
And  Eugenic,  happy  pair  1 
With  placid  look  and  graceful  mien. 
Appear  advancing  o*er  the  green : 
Mark  well  the  youth's  love^artlng  eye. 
Soft-beaming  with  esqpressive  joy ^ 
To  view  the  object  of  his  wishes  near. 
Mild  as  the  gentlest  season  of  the  year. 
Blooming  as  health,  and  fresh  as  early  day. 
Fair,  sweet,  and  bright  as  all  the  flowers  of  M«T. 

1 


And  as,  intent  Qpon  her  charms. 
Eugenic  woos  the  damsel  to  his  arms, 
Her  cheeks  vermiI1on*d  with  a  lovely  blush. 
Glow  like  twin  roses  on  the  verdant  bush 
While  thus,  methinks,  I  hear  him  say, 
**  Come,  my  fair  one,  come  away ; 
Let  us  fleeting  time  improve 
In  the  chaste  joys  of  wedded  love : 
I  see  propitious  Hjrmen  stand. 
His  torch  brigfat-blaziog  in  his  hand, 
To  light  us  to  the  genial  bed 
By  the  decent  Graces  spread. 
Where  the  roey-finger'd  Hours    • 
Scatter  never-foding  flowers. 
Love  admits  not  of  delay. 
Haste,  my  fair  one,  haste  away." 
And  you,  Heav'n-fovour'd  pair. 
Who  now  the  purest  pleasures  share. 
In  happy  union  may  yoa  long  ei^y 
Those  heart-felt  blandishments  tliat  never  doyi 
And  ma^  kind  HeaVn  the  foil  abundance  pour 
Of  nuptial  blesstngs  in  a  fruitful  shower ; 
Crown  all  our  wi^bes  with  a  beauteous  race. 
That  may  your  bright  accomplishments  io- 

lUMlt, 

The  mother's  mildness,  kweliness,  and  grace, 
Thefother's  honest  heart,  and  sense,  and  ge- 

neruus  spirit 
Like  two  pure  springs  whose  gentle  rills  miit^, 
Lflng  may  your  stream  of  life  serenely  glide. 

Through  verdant  vales,  and  meadowsof  deMght, 
Where  flow'rs  umramber'd,  deck'd  in  bcAuty's 
■    pride,  [side. 

Blow  on  the  blissful  banks,  and  bk>om  on  either 
May  no  rude  tempest  discompose 
Your  course  of  quiet  as  it  flows. 
No  clouded  care^  no  chilling  fear. 
Nor  anxious  mtihnur  hover  there ; 
But  mildest  zeph]nrs  on  the  surfece  play. 
And  waft  each  light  disquietude  away.; 
Till  after  all  the  winding  journey  past* 
You  mingle  with  eternity  at  last. 
That  tranquil  sea,  where  sorrows  are  no  motv. 
No  storm-vext  billows  lash  the  peaoefol  shore : 
There  in  Heav'n's  bliss  emboaom'd,  may  yua 

prove 
The  height  of  eydless  happiness  and  love. 

THE  DEATH  OF  THE  LARK. 

Tub  golden  Sun,  emerging  from  the  main. 
Beams  a  blue  lustre  on  the  dewy  plain ; 
Elate  with  joy  all  creatures  hail  his  rise. 
That  haunt  the  forest,  or  that  skim  the  skiet , 
Gay-bk)oming    flow'rs   their    various    charms 

renew, 
A  breathing  fragrance,  or  » lovely  hue : 
Sweet  pipes  thfc  shepherd,  the  foir  room  to  gn>ee. 
To  his  stout  team  the  ptoughman  whistles  sweeu 
All  nature  smiles  around.    On  airy  wing 
The  lark,  harmonious  herald  of  the  spring. 
Rises  aloft  to  breath  his  mattins  loud 
On  the  bright  bosom  of  some  fleecy  cloud. 
Ah  !  little  conscious  that  he  dies  to  day, 
Ho  mrts  his  hour  ii^  innocence  away, 
And  from  the  treble  of  his  tuneful  throat 
toun  the  sof^  stimin,  or  trills  the  sprightly  nate; 
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Or  calls  his  tMfji,  ^  M  )l^  J^J^f  «0», 
Soars  ID  tt^Mgo^y  ^m,  W9seriiif  op  hh  yiho^ 
The  ^uthl^s  fixw\eff  witl^  ifXffimof  ^\fu, 

Swift  in  ho^nqp  ^hnodfT  ^i^  tlye  Jeadjev  around, 
The  rigid  rocks  tfiUvuXhfi  mui^eciQg  9P^ud  ; 
Tlie  strains  mo^nisliM  .^.It^i  the  va^-bier^iie^ 
Float  into  air,  apd  yaniab  in  the  sky, 

Thns  oft,  fbnd  jn^»  rdolein^  Ip  his  joiMghl^ 
Sports  in  the  sun9hv^i>r,^/ene  fle^l^; 
Fate  comes  uo8«ei]^^  ^  amp^  W  thip  ;fpon 

thre^, 
He  dies^  and  sleeps  iargoliJ^mth  |he  iUv^d* 


JW«  SPARROfT. 

nOM  CATDLU7S.      1^98. 

Au.^«0Ot^  flowers  abova, 
Venus,  and  thou  ^od  of  Jojse  ; 
All  ye  gentle  soula  WoF> 
Tbait  can  melt  nt  otheiiP  wof ; 
Lesbia's  loss  with  tears  deplore, 
L^ia's  spftcroir  is  p»  «Kwe ; 
JLateihe  w9ath^|)icdJU)j>rizp 
Bearer  than  her  own  bright  ^yes* 
;btQ«titwas  aAdlgnr«i|rtQ9>       , 
And  its  mistfe^  F^M  it  Kv^- 

Kexeitjiapt,  imd  0^it  aIe^: 
JOft  it  wanton'd  in  the  air, 
<aiirping  oolgr  <to4Mi  Caif : 
Oft  it  lull'4  iiU  h^  10  rest 
On  the  pillow  ^her  Iw^ast. 
Now,  alas  !  k  eh'irVPlip  nuwa^ 
All  its  blaodishmept^  wre.4>V : 
Death  hp*  suQHROn'd  it  <tQ^ 
Pensive  to  thfi  ^Uh^Mqw  ; 
Dismal  regim !  Irow  ^»h«»fb9«W 
Vo  pale  traTelloiS  ^iietvrA. 
Death  I  raleoilAew  ^  4l^9^^nur 
AH  that's  foiai»*d /or kMTiB  oraojrJ 
#oy  is  TVDi^h'iiij  Mejis  dad. 
For  my  Lesbia's  sparrow's  dead. 
Lo,  the  befuult«QiPis  laymph  ««»pa» 
^angttisbingly  drown'd  in  tean  I 


Vow  sit  exalted  m  thoae  rMlm  of  rest 
Where  virtue  reigns,  and  imiooenee  is  Uesl^ 
Relentless  4eaM«'s  v^eviuhle  doqns 
Untimely  wrapt  you  in  the  silent  tomb. 
Ere  the  first  tender  down  o'enpread  your  diia^ 
A  stranger  jret  to  sqrrqiw,  {gnd  to  sip. 

j^9  some  sweet  rose-bu^,  that  hiisjustbefim 
To  ope  its  damask  beauties  in  the  sun, 
Cropt  by  a  virgifi*!  4wo4.  nemaios  QoqM 
A  sweeter  roce-bi^  Ij^  her  M»y  bi:east ; 

Tbos  the  fj^ir  ywth,  wkv^  U^^»  ffsqiiii'd  bb 
breath. 
Sunk,  sweetly  smiling,  injthe  arms  fi(t  dAll4^ 
FAr#wid|eiVii(|yp  je^cbanging  endless  ftu^ 
And  bkMMn'd  renew 'djn  ^vfrUilMng'U^ 


DEJTS  OF  A  YOUNGCENmEMAif. 

iSeptenbor,  H30. 

Maniooinoj^  forib  lfK«  a  O^t^^^tand  J^  ^t4(mi* 

Job,  xiv.  2. 

gaoar  and  pneasoni  ja  Abe  life  of  roan ; 
The<lineaeems  fistbomlesa,  huMt  Braves  a  span; 
B/oraom 


A  youth  of  foUies,  an  old-age  i 
Like  flowers  tojdayjrebloom,  we  die  to  mocroiBr. 
Say  then,  what  specious  raasons  can  wc  give, 
And  why  this  longing,  food  dtsasce  to  live  ? 
Blind  as  neare  tojsibat.the  Loud  ordains, 
We  stiTich  our  troubles,  and  prolong  our  pains. 
But  you,  blest  genius,  dear  departed  shiade, 
Nowwe»r  A.chpiplttt  Ihat  ibi^.BeKeriade ; 


EFISTLE 

T9  A  ?^I£ND  IN  arOKKSiQftEp 

Hapit  the  Bi^ton,  vhom  indulgent  fete 
Has  fi)c'd  securely  io  the  middle  atat^, 
Theg^d«P  pjue^n^  where  )oys  for  erer  Sio^^ 
Nor  riches  raise  too  high,  nor  wants  depress  too 

low; 
St 
Fi 
Hi 
Ai 
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Ai 
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N< 
W 
H. 

Tl  t 

N< 
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In 
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Ai 
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W 
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N< 
H< 
Su  I 

away. 
And.  the  brief  ruses  of  the  face  decay. 

O !  would  propitious  ^t^v'n^Vil  myprayrr^ 
( Fbe  bliss  of  man  is  Provid^ice's.care) 
Such  be  the  tranquil  tenour  of  my  life. 
And  such  the  virtues  of  my  future  wife  ; 
With  her  in  calm,  domentic  leisure  free. 
Let  me  possess  serine  obscurity ; 
In  acts  of  meek  benevolence  delight. 
And  to  the  widow  recompense  her  mite.       [end. 
Thus  far  from  the  crowds,not  tboughtleas  of  mf 
With  reading,  musing,  wxitiQg,  and  «.friaMi, 
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May  silen^pleMures  every  hour  delude 
lo  sweet  obltvieo  of  solicitude. 

Cambridge,  1741. 


ON  A  LADrS  SINGING,  AND  PLAY. 
ING  UPON  THE  HARPSICHORD. 

'  Say»  Zephyr,  what  music  enchants  the  gay 

plains } 
As  soft  and  as  sweet  as  the  nightingale's  strains; 
My  heart  it  goes  pitapatee  with  a  bound. 
And  gently  transported  beats  time  to  the  sound. 

**  O  say,  is  it  Sappho  that  touches  the  strings  ? 
And  some  song  of  the  Syrens'  you  bear  on  3n>ur 


Said  Zephyr,  and  whisper'd  distinctly  the  lays, 
«*'ris    Belinda  that  sings,  and  Belinda   that 
playi.*' 

Ah !  swains,  if  you  value  your  fireedom,  be- 
ware, [fair  J 
You  hear  her  sweet  Toice,^and  (I  know  that  she's 
She's  fair  and  inconstsmt ;  and  thus  with  her  art, 
i^he  will  ravish  your  ears  to  inveigle  your  heart 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  THE  RIGHT 
HON.  THE  EARL  OF  UXBRIDGE. 

Obiitsoo  Aug.  A.  D.  1743.  JEtat  83. 

Quern  tu,  Dea,  tempore  in  omni 
Omnibus  omatum  voluisti  excellere  rebus. 

LVCR. 

As  'midst  the  stars  the  cheering  lamp  of  light, 
in  Heav'n's  high  concave  eminently  bright. 
First  tips  the  motmtains  with  a  golden  ray, 
Then  gradual  streams  effulgency  of  day. 
Till  more  serenely,  with  a  mild  decline. 
Regretted  sinks,  in  other  worlds  to  shine :  * 

Thus  from  the  world,  an  age  of  honour  past. 
Pride  of  the  present,  gk>ryofthe  last, 
Ketir'd  great  Uxbridge  tothe  blest  abode, 
To  live  for  ever  with  the  saints  of  Ood ; 
'  There  in  celestial  lustre  to  appear. 
And  share  the  wages  of  his  labours  here. 
When  the  last  trump  shall  rouse  the  dead  that 

sleep 
^ntomb'd  in  earth,  or  buried  in  the  deep; 
When  worlds  dissolving  on  that  awful  day, 
And  ail  the  elements  shall  melt  away; 
When  every  word  shall  be  in  judgment  brought, 
Weigh'd  every  action,  canvass'deyery  thought, 
H&en  shall  thy  alms  in  sweet  memorial  rise. 
More  grateful  than  the  incens'd  sacrifice : 
The  gladdened  widow's  blessing  sluJl  be  beard. 
And  prayers  in  fervency  of  soul  preferrH.      [voy 
Tbe  Lord  shall  bless  thee,  and  well  pleas'd  sur- 
Tbe  tears  of  orphans  *  wip'd  by  thee  away. 

What!  but  a  virtue  resolutely  just, 
firm  to  its  purpose,  steady  to  its  trust, 

'  His  lordship  gave  2000 1.  to  the  Foondlmg 
Hospital;  1000 L  to  St  George's,  Hyde-Park 
Comer;  and  near  another  lf)00  !•  to  the  neigh- 
booring  parishes  where  he  liYcd. 

lOU  XTI, 


The  full  persuasion,  and  the  true  delight 
Of  having  acted  by  the  rules  of  right. 
Could  to  thy  soul  a  conscious  calm  impart. 
When  Death  severe  approached,  and  shook  bis 

dreadful  dart, 
Twas  tWs  thy  faith  confirm'd,  thy  joy  refin*d. 
And  spoKe  sweet  solace  to  thy  troubled  mind; 
This  tum*d  to  silent  peace  each  rising  dread. 
And  sooth'd  the  terrours  of  the  dying  bed. 

May  we  like  thee  in  piety  excel. 
Believe  as  stedfiistly,  and  act  as  well ; 
Cleave  to  the  good  and  fiom  the  bad  depart. 
And  wear  tbe  scriptures  written  in  our  heart  ;* 
Then  sHall ve  live,  like  thee,  serenely  gay. 
And  every  moment  calmly  pass  away : 
And  when  this  transitory  life  is  o*er, 
And  all  these  earthly  vanities  no  more. 
Shall  go  where  perfect  peace  is  only  found. 
And  streams  of  pleasure  flow,  an  everlasting 
round. 

Septembers,  1743. 


TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE  THE 
COUNTESS  OF  UXBRIDGE. 

OCCASIOMID   BY  THE   DEATH   OF     TlfB   EARL,    »B  K, 
HUSBAND. 

Cease,  cease  illustrious  partner  of  his  bed, 
O  I  cease  the  tiibutary  tear  to  shed : 
Mourn  not  for  him  whom  God  has  given  to  die 
From  earthly  vanities  to  heavenly  joy  ; 
These  are  the  greatest  honours  we  can  uive. 
To  mark  his  ways,  and  as  he  liv'd  to  live. 
Still  bloom  in  goodness  as  you  bloom'tl  before  ; 
Heaven  asks  but  this,  and  saints  can  do  no  mores 
Exert  each  virtue  of  the  Christian  mind. 
And  still  continue  friend  of  human  kind. 
Be  this  your  chief  delight,  for  'tis  the  best. 
With  ready  alms  to  succour  the  dbtress'd  ; 
To  clothe  the  naked  and  the  hungry  feed. 
Nor  pass  a  day  without  some  gracious  deed. 
These  acts  are  grateful  to  Jehovah's  eye. 
For  these  the  poor  shall  bless  you  ere  they  die  : 
These  hide  our  sins,  these  purchase  solid  gain, 
And  these  shall  bring  you  to  your  Lord  again. 

Septembers,  1743. 


TO  LAURA,  1745. 

With  generous  wishes  let  me  greet  your  ear, 
Wishes  which  Laura  may  with  safety  bear. 
May  all  the  blessings  to  jrour  portion  fall, 
Tbe  wise  can  want,  for  you  deserve  them  alt  r 
Soft  joyy  sweet  ease,  and  ever-blooming  health. 
Calmness  of  mind,  and  competence  of  wealth ; 
Wbate'er  th*  Almighty  Father  can  bestow. 
To  crown  tbe  happiness  of  man  below^ 
And  when  with  idl  thofie  virtues,  all  those  charms. 
You  deign  to  bless  some  happy  husband's  arms; 

*  It  is  remarkable  that  his  lordship  oould  re- 
peat, memerUer,  all  the  Gospels,  the  Psalms, 
and  other  considerable  paits  of  the  Old  and  New 
Testament* 


Digitized  by 


Google 


«4^ 


FAWKES'  POEMS. 


May  he  in  ctrcry  manly  grace  excel, 
To  glad  the  virgin  who  deserves  so  well  :^ 
Bless'd  with  plain  sense,  with  native  hiimonrgay. 
To  rule  with  prudence,  and  with  pride  obey  j 
To  kindness  fashioned,  with  mild  temper  fraught, 
Awiform'd,  if  possible,  without  a  fault. 
Lonjc  may  ye  live,  of  mutual  love  possessed. 
Like  streams  uniting,  in  each  other  bless'd ; 
Till  Death  shall  gently  call  you  hence  away 
From  life's  vain  business  to  the  realms  of  day ; 
May  Death  unfelt  the  common  summons  give. 
And  both,  like  righteous  Enoch,  cease  to  live  ; 
Oase  from  a  life  beset  with  cares  and  pain, 
And  in  eternal  glories  meet  again. 


SONG  TO  LAURJ,  ABSENT. 

January,  1745. 

Come,  Laura,  joy  of  rural  swains, 
O*.  come,  and  bless tjur cheerless  plains; 
The  skies  still  drooping  mourn  in  showers. 
No  meadows  bloom  with  bright-ey»d  flowers, 
No  daisies  spring,  no  beeches  bud. 
No  linnets  warble  in  the  wrwd  ; 
Cold  winter  checks  with  blasts  tevera 
The  eariy-dawning  of  the  year. 

Come,  lovely  lAura,  haste  away, 
Your  smiles  will  make  the  village  gay ; 
When  you  return,  the  vernal  breeze 
Will  wake  the  buds,  and  fan  the  trees  ; 
Wlierc-e'er  you  walk  the  daisies  spring, 
The  meadows  laugh,  the  linnets  sing ; 
Your  eyes  our  joyless  hearts  can  cheer; 
O !  haste,  and  make  us  happy  here. 


A  NOSEGAY  FOR  LAURA. 

July  1745. 

Comb,  ye  fair,  ambrosial  flowers. 
Leave  your  beds,  and  leave  your  bowers, 
Blooming,  beautiful,  and  rare, 
Form  a  posy  for  my  feir; 
Fair,  and  bright,  and  blooming  be. 
Meet  for  such  a  nymph  as  she. 
Let  the  young  vermilion  rose 
A  becoming  blush  disclose ; 
Such  as  Laura's  cheeks  display. 
When  she  steals  my  heart  away.. 
Add  carnation's  varied  hue,^ 
Moistcn'd  with  the  morning  dew : 
To  the  woodbine's  fragrance  join 
Sprigs  of  snow-white  jessamine. 

Add  nq  more ;  already  I 
Sh^ll,  alas !  with  envy  die, 
Thus  to  see  my  rival  blest. 
Sweetly  dying  on  her  breast  * 


TO  LAURA,  ABSENT. 

November  1745. 

If  you  everheaid  my  prayer. 
Hear  it  now,  iudulgent  fair ; 
Let  your  swain  no  longer  mourq. 
But  return,  my  fair,  return. 


I^!  tempestiXNis vinternear 
Stains  the  evening  of  the  year  ; 
Gloomy  clouds  obscure  the  day. 
Nature  ceases  to  be  gay ; 
The  sweet  tenants  of  the  grove 
Warble  no  soft  tales  of  love: 
Rise,  my  fair,  and  bring  with  thee 
Joy  for  all,  but  love  for  me. 
Where  are  all  those  blooming  flowers 
That  adornM  my  rural  bowers  > 
Dappled  pinks,  and  violets  blue. 
And  the  tulip's  gaudy  hue, 
Liliies  white,  and  roses  red  ? 
All  are  withered,  all  are  dead : 
Yes — they  basten'd  to  dechy. 
When  my  Laura  went  away ; 
When  she  comes,  again  they'll  rise. 
Blooming  where  she  points  her  eyes. 

Hark  !   I  hear  a  sound  from  far. 
Clanking  arms,  the  din  of  war. 
Dreadful  music  to  my  ear ! 
All  was  peace  when  you  was  here. 
Now  reliellion  shakes  the  land. 
Murder  waves  her  bloody  hand  ; 
High  in  aii  their  banners  fly. 
Dreadful  tumults  rend  the  sky: 
Rise,  my  fair,  and  bring  with  thee 
Softer,  sweeter,  harmony; 
All  my  doubts  and  fears  remove, 
Give  me  freedom,  give  me  love ; 
Discord  when  you  come  will  cease. 
And  in  my  bosom  all  be  peace* 


TO  HIS  GRACS 

DR.  THOMAS  HERRING^ 

LOID   ARCHBISHOP  OF   CANTERBURT,   ON   HIS  SICK- 
NESS  AND  RBCOVERY. 


June  25,  1753. 

Serus  in  cesium  redeas,  dinqne 
Lstus  intersis  populo  Bntanno. 


HOR. 


While  rosy  health  abounds  in  every  breeze. 
Smiles  in  the  flowers,  and  blossoms  in  the  trees,. 
Matures  the  fields,  and  in  the  fountain  flows, 
Breathes  through  all    life,  and  in  all  nature 

glows ; 
Why  droops  Aurelius  by  sharp  pains  opprest. 
Whose  danger  saddens  every  vmubus  breast  ? 
Knough,  enough  has  Heav'n's  afflicting  hand 
With  arms  and  earthquakes  terri^ed  the  land  : 
On   foreign    plahos '  has  streamed    the  British 

blood. 
And  British  heroes  perish'd  in  the  flood  : 
Frederick,  alas !  the  kingdom's  justest  pride. 
Fair  in  the  Woom  of  all  his  virtues,  died. 
Ah  I  generous  master  of  the  candid  mind. 
Light  of  the  worid,  and  friend  of  human  kin^, 
•  Leave  us  not  i-ause  our  sorrows  to  renew. 
Nor  ftar  the  foiling  of  the  state  in  you. 

I  ^c,  1  see  conspicioos  how  you  stood, 
And  dauntless  cru^h'd  rebellion  in  the  bud  j 
With  Ciceronian  energy  divine. 
Dashing  the  plots  of  fraudfiil  Catiline. 
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Your  righteous  zeal  the  bniTe  Brigaotet  waitn'd. 
Silent  they  heard,  approv'd,  HDited,  anxi*d. 

Ye  gales,  that  on  the  downs  of  Surry  stray, 
Sleep  on  the  Mole%  or  on  the  Vandal*  play, 
From  erery  flower  medicinal  that  springs. 
Waft   balmy  fragrance  with   your  temperate 

The  grace,  the  glory  of  the  church  restore. 
And  save  the  friend,  the  father  of  the  poor. 
And  lo  !  our  prayers,  with  fcnrcncy  prcferr*d. 
Rise  sweet  as  incense,  and  by  Heav'n  are  heard  : 
The  genial  Reason,  with  refreshing  rains, 
JBright-beaming  mornings,  health-exhaling  plains, 
And  pure  etherial  gales,  conspire  to  heal 
Our  public  father,  for  the  public  weaL 

Oh  I  by  kind  Providence  to  Britain  given, 
long  may  you  live,  and  late  revisit  Heaven; 
Continue  still  to  bless  us  with  your  stay, 
Nor  wish  for  Heav*n  till  we  have  learnt  the  way. 
80  by  your  pattern  shall  our  years  be  spent 
In  sweet  tranquillity,  and  gay  content  ; 
So  shall  we  rise  immortal  firom  the  dust. 
And  gain  the  blissful  kingdoms  of  the  just. 


TO  MRS.  HERRING. 

wrra  poua  odes  on  tbi  seasons. 

Since  your  goodness  poetical  tribute  demands. 
Permit  the  four  seasons  to  kiss  your  fair  hands  ' 
And  if  in  right  colours  your  virtues  I  riew, 
The  seasons,  dear  madam,  are  emblems  of  you. 
In  the  gentle  Spring's  delicate  flow'rets  I  trace 
The  beams  of  your  eyes,  and  the  bloom  of  your 

face : 
The  bright  slowing  ardour  of  Summer  I  find 
Kxpress'd  in  your- friendly,  benevolent  mind  : 
As  bountiful  Autumn  with  plenty  is  crowned. 
Thus  calm  you  distribute  your  blessings  around : 
But  with  you  how  shall  I  cold  Winter  compare  ? 
Your  wit  is  as  piercing  and  keen  as  the  air: 
Thus  yon  furnish  with  emblems  whenever  1  sing 
Of  Winter^  or  Autumn,  or  Summer,  or  Spring. 


A  VERNAL  ODE, 

TDHItOftACB   THE   LOftD  AlCHBUSOP  OF  CAN- 
TERBVRV. 


March  12, 1754. 

Bkigot  god  of  day,  whose  genial  power 

Revives  the  buried  seed ; 
That  spreads  with  fbi^ge  every  bower. 

With  verdure  every  mead ; 
Bid  all  thy  vernal  breezes  fly. 
Diffusing  mildness  through  the  sky; 
Give  the  soft  season  to  our  drooping  plains. 
Sprinkled  with  roey  dews,  and  salutary  rains. 

>  Two  rivers  in  Surry,  thus  described  by  Mr. 
Pope: 
The  bhie,  transparent  Vandalis  appears, 
And  sullen  Mole,  that  hides  his  divkig  flood. 


Enough  has  Winter's  hand  severe 

Chastised  this  dreary  coast. 
And  chili'd  the  tender  dawning  year 

With  desolating  frost :      . 
Give  but  thy  vital  beams  to  play, 
These  ice-wrought  aceues  will  melt  away  ; 
And,  mia'd  in  sprightly  dance,  the  blooming 

hours 
Will  wake  the  drowsy  Spring,  the  Spring  awake 
the  flowers. 
• 
Let  Health,  gay  daughter  of  the  skies, 

On  Zephyr's  wings  descend, 
And  scaUer  pleasures,  as  she  flies. 

Where  Surry's  downs  extend : 
There  Herring  wooes  her  friendly  power  ; 
There  may  she  all  her  roses  shower  ; 
To  heal  that  shepherd  all  her  balms  employ 
So  will  she  sooth  our  fears,  and  ^ive  a  nation  joj. 

The  grateful  seasons,  circling  fiut,) 

Reviving  suns  restore. 
But  life's  short  spring  is  quickly  past, 

And  blooms,  alas  !  no  mor« ; 
Then  let  us,  ere  by  sure  decays 
We  reach  the  wmter  ofourdays, 
fa  virtue  emulate  the  bless'd  above, 
And  like  the  Spring  display  benevolence  rtid  love. 


ODE  TO  SUMMER. 

•Y  A  OBNtXEMAN  OF  CAMBRIDCI, 

Hah,  gentle  Summer,  to  this  isle  ? 
Where  Nature's  fairest  beauties  smiley 

And  breathe  in  every  plain  ; 
'TIS  thine  to  bid  each  flower  display. 
And  upen  to  the  eye  of  day 

The  glories  of  its  reign. 

While  yon  few  sheep  enjoy  the  breeze^ 
That  softly  dies  upon  the  trees. 

And  rest  beneath  the  shade ; 
This  pipe,  which  Damon  gave,  shall  laiie 
Its  rural  notes  to  sing  thy  praise. 

And  ask  the  Muse's  aid. 

Diana's  ear  shall  catch  the  sound. 
And  all  the  nymphs  that  sport  aroond 

The  vale,  or  upland  lawu  ; 
The  nymphs,  that  o'er  the  mountain's  brow 
Pursue  the  lightly-bounding  roe. 

Or  chase  the  flying  fowm 

Ev'n  now,  perchance,  some  cool  retreat 
Defends  the  lovely  train  from  heat. 

And  Phoebus' noontide  beam; 
Perchance  they  twine  the  flowery  crown 
On  beds' of  roses,  soft  as  down. 

Beside  the  winding  stream* 


Delightful  season  !  every  mead 
With  thy  fair  robe  of  plenty  spread. 

To  thee  that  plenty  owes; 
The  laughing  fields  with  joy  declare^ 
And  whisper  all  in  reason's  ear. 

From  whence  that  plenty  flowf« 
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Happy  tbe  man  whose  Tetsel  glides 
Safe  and  unhurt  by  passion^s  tides. 

Nor  cotirts  the  gusts  of  praise  ! 
He  sails  with  even,  steady  pace. 
While  virtue's  full-blown  beauties  grace 

Tbe  summer  of  bis  days. 


AN  AVTUMNAL  ODE. 

TO  MR-  HAYMAN,  THE  PAINTER. 

October  1754. 

X  rr  once  more,  glorious  god  of  day, 

While  beams  thine  orb  serene, 
O  let  me  warbling  court  thy  stay 

To  gild  the  fading  scene  ! 
^y  rays  invigorate  the  Spring, 
Bright  Summer  to  perfection  bring. 
The  cold  hiclemency  of  Winter  chcfr,* 
And  make  th'  Autumnal  months  tbe  mildest  of 
the  year. 

Ere  yet  tbe  russet  foliage  fell, 
I'll  climb  the  mountain's  brow, 
My  friend,  my  Hayman,  at  thy  call, 

'To  view  the  scene  below: 
How  sweetly  pleasing  to  behold 
Forests  of  vegetable  gold  1  [tween 

How  mix'd   the    many  chequered   shades  be- 
The  tawny,  mellowing  hue,  and  the  gay  vivid 
green! 

How  splendid  all  the  sky!  howstOl! 

How  mild  the  dying  gale  ! 
How  soft  the  whispers  of  the  rill 

That  winds  along  the  vale ! 
So  tranquil  Nature's  works  appear. 
It  seems  the  Sabbath  of  the  year : 
As  if,  the  Summer's  labour  past,  she  chose 
This  season's  sober  calm  for  blandishing  repose. 

Such  is  of  welUspent  life  the  time. 

When  busy  dajrs  are  past ; 
Man,  verging  gradual  from  his  prime. 

Meets  sacred  peace  at  last : 
His  flowery  Spring  of  pleasures  o'er. 
And  Summer's  full-blown  pride  no  more, 
}*e  gains  pacific  Autumn,  mild  and  bland, 
And  dauntless  braves  the  stroke  of  Winter's  pal- 
•y'd  hand. 

For  yet  a  while,  a  little  while, 

Involv'd  in  wintry  gloom, 
Andio!  another  spring  shall  smile. 

Airing  eternal  bloom : 
Then  shall  he  shine,  a  glorious  guest. 
In  the  bright  mansions  of  the  blest. 
Where  due  rewards  on  virtue  are  bestow'd. 
And  reap  tbe  golden  fruits  of  what  his  autumn 
•ow'd. 


ODT&  ON  WINTER. 

IT   A  CUrTLBMAN  OF  CAMBRXPOB. 

FaoM  mountains  of  eternal  snow. 
And  Zembla's  dreary  plains ; 

Where  the  bleak  winds  for  ever  Uow^ 
Andfioit  for  erer  reigns ; 


Lol  Wmter  comet,  in  fogs  arrayed. 

With  ice  and  spsingled  dews; 
To  dews,  and  fogs,  and  storms,  be  paid 

The  tribute  of  the  Muse. 

Each  flowery  carpet  Nature  spread 

Is  vanished  from  the  eye ; 
Where'er  unhappy  lovers  tread* 

No  Philomel  is  nigh. 

(For  well  I  ween  her  plamtive  note 

Can  soothing  ease  impart ; 
The  little  warblings  of  her  throat 

Relieve  the  wounded  heart.) 

No  blushing  rose  unfolds  its  bk)ora,  ' 

No  tender  lilies  blow, 
To  scent  the  air  with  rich  perfume. 

Or  grace  Lucinda's  brow. 

Tb*  indulgent  Father  who  protects 

The  wretched  and  the  poor ; 
With  the  same  gracious  care  directs 
JJ>«  sparrow  to  our  door. 

Dark,  scowling  tempests  rend  the  skies 

And  clouds  obscure  the  day; 
His  genial  warmth  tie  Sun  denies. 

And  sheds  a  feinter  ray. 

Yet  blame  we  not  the  troubled  air. 

Or  seek  defects  to  find ; 
For  Power  Omnipotent  is  there. 

And  walks  upon  the  wind. 

Hail  every  pair  whom  love  mritea 

In  wedlock's  pleasing  ties ; 
That  endless  source  of  pure  delights. 

That  blessing  to  tbe  wise ! 

Though  yon  pale  orb  no  warmth  befows. 

And  storms  united  meet ; 
The  flame  of  love  and  friendship  glows 

With  uneztinguish'd  heat. 


AN  ODE 

TO  IB  GRACE  TRB  LORD  ARCHBISHOP  OP 
CANTERBURY. 

Thames  to  the  generous  han^  that  plac'd  me 
here, 

Fast  by  the  fountains  of  the  silver  Cray, 
Who  leading  to  the  Thames  his  tribute  clear,     • 

Through  the  still  valley  winds  his  secret  way. 

Yet  from  his  lowly  bed  with  transport  sees 

In  fair  exposure  noblest  villas  rise, 
Hamlets  embosom'd  deep  in  antient  trees, 

And  spires  that  point  with  reverence  to  tbt 
skies. 

O  lovely  dale!  luxuriant  with  delisht! 

O  woodland  hills !  that  gently  nsing  swell ; 
O  streams  1  whose  murmurs  soft  repose  invite; 

Where  peace  and  joy  and  rich  abnwlano 
dwell : 

How  shall  my  slender  reed  your  praise  resoood 
In  numbers  worthy  of  the  poliiii'd  ear  ? 

What  powers  of  strong  expression  can  be  fennd 
To  thank  the  generous  hand  that  placVi  mm 
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TO«t  gave  each  reqaisite  of  bliasfal  life  j 

Sweet  leisure  in  sequestered  shades  of  Kent, 
The  softening  ftrtues  of  a  faithful  wife. 

And  competence  well  sorted  with  content  ? 
For  these,  if  1  ftnget  my  patron's  praise, 
^  While  bright  ideas  dance  upon  my  mind, 
Ne'er  may  these  eyes  behold  auspicious  days. 
May  friends  prove  faithless,  and  the  Muse 
nnkind. 

May  1756. 


AURELIUSi 

Alf  ELEGY. 

tACRBDTOTRS  MBMOKT  OF  THOMAS  BBRaiKo,   DD. 
LATE   Loan  ABCaBISHOP   OP   CANTBKBURY. 

Ooicquid  ex  iJlo  amavimus,  quioquid  mirati  su- 
mus,.  manet  mansunimque  est  in  animis  ho- 
minum,  m  ctemitate  temporum,  famA  re- 
"»"•  Tacit.  Vit.  Agric 

Fatf  by  the  fountains  of  the  silver  Cray ' 
Encircled  deep  with  weeping  willows  round, 

O !  let  me  sorrowing  pass  the  pensive  day, 

And  wake  my  «eed  to  many  a  plaintive  sound. 

For  good  Anrelins  (now  alas !  no  more) 
Sijths  follow  sighs,  and  tears  to  tears  succeed ; 

Him  shall  the  Muse  in  tenderest  notes  deplore. 
For  oft  he  tun'd  to  melody  my  reed. 

How  was  I  late  by  bis  indulgence  blest, 

Cheer'd  with  his  smiles,  and  bv  his  precepts 
Uught!  "  ^ 

My  fiamcy  deemed  him  some  angelic  gruest, 

•    Some  Heaven-sent  guide,  with  blissful  tidlnes 
fraught 

Mild  was  his  aspect,  fall  of  truth  and  grace. 
Tempered  with  dignity  and  lively  sense ; 

Sweetness  and  candour  beam'd  upon  his  face. 
Emblems  of  love  and  large  benevolence. 

Yet  never  useless  slept  those  virtues  fair. 

Nor  languished  unexerted  in  the  mind  ; 
Seeret  as  thought,  yet  unconfinM  as  air. 

He  dealt  his  boontiei  out  to  all  mankind. 
How  will  the  poor,  alas !  now  truly  poor. 

Bewail  their  generous  benefoctor  dead  ? 
Who  daily,  from  his  hospitable  door, 

The   naked    cloth'd,    and  gave  the  hungry 
bread.  ' 

To  sick  and  orpiians  duly  sent  relief. 

Was  feet  and  eyes  to  cripples  and  the  blind, 
Sooth'd  all  the  suffermg  family  of  grief. 

And  pour'd  sweet  balsam  on  the  wounded  mind. 
How  will  the  nation  their  lost  guardian  mourn  ? 

Lo !  pale^y'd  Science  fix»d  in  grief  appeafS; 
The  drooping  Arts,  reclining  on  his  urn. 

Lament,  and  every  Muse  dissolves  in  tears. 
Genius  of  BriUin !  search  the  kingdom  round. 

Ere  yet  the  strict  inquiry  be  too  late ; 
What  bold,  nnblemish'd  patriot  can  be  found  % 

To  itmse  the  virtaes  of  a  languid  state  ? 

'  A  river  in  Kent 

*  This  poem  wtt  wrote  m  1757. 
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With  frf:edomt*8  voice  to  wake  the  slumbering 

age. 
To  cheer  fair  merit,  prowess  to  advance. 
Dauntless  tQ  rise,  and  scourge  with  generous  rage 
The  high-plum*d  pride  and  perfidy  of  France* 

Alas!  no  longer  bums  the  glorious  flame :    . 

The  patriot  passion  animates  no  more ; 
But,  like  the  whirling  eddy,  some  low  aim 

Absorbs  alike  the  great,  the  rich,  the  poor. 

Not  so,  when  wise  Aurelius  o'er  the  north 
Shed  the  mild  inflnence  of  his  pastoral  care. 

The  madness  of  rebellion  issuing  forth. 
He  stemmed  the  torrent  of  the  rising  war. 

Behold  him !  with  his  country's  weal  inspired. 
Before  the  martial  sons  of  Ebor  standi 

Fair  in  the  robe  of  eloquence  attiHd,  ' 

In  act  to  speakj  he  waves  the  graceful  hand  : 

Silent  as  evening,  lo !  the  listening  throng. 

While  from  his  lips  the  glowing  periods  fall. 
Drink   sweet  persuasion    streaming    from  hit 
tongue, 
And  the  firm  chain  of  concord  binds  them  all 
As  some  large  river,  gentle,  strong,  and  deep. 
Winds  bis  smooth  volumes  o'er  the  wide  cAin- 
palgn, 
Then  forceful  flows,  and  with  resistless  sweep, 
.  Rolls,  in  his  strength  collected,  to  the  main : 

Thus  the  good  prelate,  in  his  country's  cause, 

Pour'd  the  full  tide  of  eloquence  along  i 
As  erst  Tyrtseus  gain'd  divine  applause. 

Who  fir'd  the  Spartans  with  heroic  song. 
But  when  religious  truths  his  bosom  warm'dt 

Faith,  hope,  repentance,  and  eternal  love. 
With  such  pathetic  energy  he  charm'd, 

He  rais'd  our  souls  to  Paradise  above. 
The  holy  city's  adamantine  gate 

On  golden  hinge  heopen'dto  our  view; 
UnravelPd  every  path,  perplex'd  and  strait. 

And  gave  to  willing  minds  the  safe-conducting 
clew* 

For  God's  Messiah  was  his  chosen  guide; 

And  well  the  sacred  lore  he  understood, 
And  well  the  precept,  sent  from  Heaven,  apply'd, 

<*  For  evil  meekly  recompensing  good." 
Thus  mild,  thus  humble,  in  the  highest  state. 

The  "  one  thing  needful"' was  his  sole  regard  . 
Belov'd,  and  blamelesss  he  prolong'd  his  date  * 

By  acts  of  goodness,  which  themselves  reward. 
To  him  the  bed  of  sickness  gave  no  pain; 

For,  trusting  only  in  th'  Almighty  King, 
He  look'd  on  dissolution  as  his  gain; 

No  terrours  had  the  grave,  and  death  no  sting. 
Ah  I  Muse,  forbear  that  last  sad  scene  to  draw«* 

This  homage,  due  to  virtue,  let  me  pay, 
These  heart-sprung  tears,  inspir'd  by  filial  awe. 

These  numbers  warbled  to  the  silver  Cray, 

May,  1151, 
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ON  TAB  DEATH  OF  HIS  MOST  SACRED  MAJESTY 

KING  GEORGE  THE  SECOND^ 

Ah,  fatal  hour^ — we  must  at  last  resign — 
FareweK  great  hero  of  the  BronswJc|t  line ! 
For  valour  much,  for  virtue  more  renown'd, 
"With  wisdom  honourM,  and  with  glory  crowned. 
*Twas  thy  bless'd  lot  a  happy  reign  to  close, 
And  die  serene,  triumphant  o*cr  thy  foes; 
To  see  the  faithless,  vain  insulting  Gaul, 
Like  proud  Goliath,  nodding  to  his  fall ; 
In  chains  the  sons  of  tyranny  to  bind. 
And  vindicate  the  rights  of  human  kind. 

No  brighter  crown  than  Britain's  God  could 
give 
To  grace  the  monarch,  till  he  ceasM  to  live ; 
Then  gave  him,  to  reward  his  virtuous  strife, 
A  heavenly  kingdom,  and  a  crown  of  life. 

October  2f»,  1760. 


^  TO  HIS  MOST  SACRED  MAJESTY 
ON  HIS  ACCESSION. 

Jam  nova  progenies  ccelo  dimittitur  alto.     Viec. 

When  pow  the  sad  solemnity  is  o'er, 

And  deaih-denouncing  bells  are  heard  no  more, 

Nor  pausing  cannon  in  loud  notes  declare 

A  nation's  grief,  and  rend  the  troubled  air ; 

Deign,  mighty  prince,  these  gentler  sounds  to 

hear: 
Oh !  were  they  worthy  of  the  sovereign's  ear. 
The  Muse  should  greet  Britannia^s  blissful  isle, 
Wlicre cruwn'd  with  liberty  the  graces  smile; 
Where  the  pleas'd  halcyon  ^builds  her  tranquil 

nest, 
No  storms  disturb  her,  and  no  wars  molest : 
For  still  fair  jieace  and  plenty  here  remained, 
While  George,  the  venerable  monarch,  rcign'd. 
One  generation  pass'd  secure  away, 
**  Wise  by  his  rules,  and  happy  by  his  sway;" 
Now  cold  in  death  the  much-lov'd  hero  lies. 
His  soul  unbodied  seeks  her  native  skies : 
The  living  laurels  which  his  temples  crowned 
Strike  root,  and  ^hadc  his  funeral  pile  around. 

As  when  the  Sun,  bright  ruler  of  the  year. 
Through  glowing  Cancer  rolls  his  golden  sphere. 
He  gains  new  vigour  as  his  orb  declines. 
And  at  the  goal  with  double  lustre  shines : 

In s])len(lourthufi  great  George's  reign  surpast. 
Bright  beam'd  each  year,  but  brightest  far  the 
last : 

TI^KoMt-AVAr  opovAtt  miiM  mil.  or  hrftPTPs  Klf itP- 


With  joy,  great  prince,  your  happy  fiibjects 
A  better  Titus  now  reviv  »d  in  you ;  [view . 

Of  gentler  nature,  and  of  nobler  blood, 
Whose  only  study  is  your  people's  good : 
For  you  (so  truly  isyour  heart  benign) 
To  heathen  virtues  christian  graces  join. 

O  may  Heaven's  providence  around  you  wait. 
And  bless  yoo  with  a  longer,  happier  date  ; 
Then  will  your  virtue  all  its  powers  display. 
And  noble  deeds  distinguish  every  day; 
Joys  unallay*d  will  sweetly  fill  your  breast. 
Your  people  blessing,  by  your  people  blest ; 
Then  will  the  rage  of  rancorous  discord  cease. 
The  drooping  arts  revive,  and  all  the  world  haw 
peace. 

November  15, 1760. 


A    PARODY    ON    A    PASSAGE     IN 

MILTON'S  PARADISE  LOST. 

BOOK  £V. 

Beneath  a  beech's  bowery  shade 
Damon  in  musing  mood  was  laid, 
A  brook  soft-dimpling  by  his  side. 
Thus  echo,  as  he  »ung,  reply'd : 

« « Sweet  is  the  breath  of  rosy  mom. 

Soft  melody  the  sky-lark  trills, 
Bright  are  the  dew-drops  on  the  thorn. 
Fresh  are  the  zephyrs  on  the  hills. 
Pure  are  the  fountains  in  the  vale  below. 
And  fair  the  flowers  that  on  their  borders  blow : 
Yet  neither  breath  of  roseate  mom. 

Nor  wild  notes  which  the  sky-lark  tnlls. 
Nor  dew-drops  glittering  on  the  thorn. 
Nor  the  firesh  zephyrs  of  the  hills. 
Nor  streams  that  mnsically-munnuring  flow. 
Nor  flowers  that  on  their  mossy  margins  grow. 
Can  any  joy  suggest 
But  to  the  temper'd  breast. 
Where  virtue's  animating  ray 
Illumines  every  golden  day, 
Beams  on  the  mind,  and  makes  all  nature  gay." 


TH£  LORD'S  PRAYER. 

Father  of  all,  whose  throne  illumines  Heaveo, 
All  honour  to  thy  holy  name  be  given. 
Thy  gracious  kingdom,  come :  thy  righteous  will 
Let  men  on  Earth  as  saints  in  Heaven  fulfil. 
Give  us  this  day  the  bread  by  which  we  live : 
As  we  our  debtors,  tho»i  our  debts  forgive. 
Let  not  temptation  lead  us  into  woe: 
Keep  us  from  sin,  and  our  infernal  foe. 
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In  Otth,  ab !  never  this  dishonour  name. 
Nor  in  the  streets  of  Askelon  proclaim ; 
Lest  the  sad  tidinjsrs  of  oar  country's  woe 
Cause  triumph  to  the  daughters  of  the  foe. 
May  Heav*n,  Gilboa,  on  thy  heights  ne'er  poor 
The  dew  refreshing,  or  the  firuitful  shower ; 
Ne'er  may  thy  furrows  give  the  golden  seed,    ' 
Nor  fiiom  tHy  folds  the  fleecy  victims  Weed : 
There  mighty  men  through  fear  their  shields  re- 

sigrPd, 
The  shield  of  Saul  was  banely  left  behind. 
Thy  bow,  O  Jonathan,  oft  strew'd  the  plaiti 
With  carcasses  of  valiant  heroes  slain ; 
Thy  sword,  OSaul,  ne'er  left  its  sheath  in  vain. 
Blest  pair !  whom  love  with  sweetest  concord  tied, 
Whom  glory  join'd,  and  death  cou'd  not  divide. 
Dreadful  through  all  the  war  t^y  nuiv'd  along, 
Swift  as  the  eagle,  as  the  lion  strong.  [drest 

Weep,  weep  for  Saul,  ye  maids,  whose  boonty 
Israel's  fair  daughters  in  the  scarlet  vest ; 
Who  gave  you  gold  and  pearls  your  robes  to 

deck. 
And  rings  and  jewels  for  3rour  hands  and  neck. 
Thy  prowess,  much  lov'd  Jonathan,  prov'd  vain ; 
How  are  the  mighty  on  the  mountains  slain ! 
Tome,  O  Jonathan,  for  ever  dear. 
Thy  fate,  alas  !  demands  th'  eternal  tear : 
Where  can  such  faith,  such  piety  be  found  ? 
Such  pleasing   converse   with  firm   firiendsbip 

Iwund? 
Thy  lore  was  wondrous,  soothing  all  my  care, 
Passrag  the  fond  affection  of  the  fair. 
How  are  the  mighty  on  the  mountains  slain  I 
And  all  the  instruments  of  battle  vain !    . 


Ere  broke  the  pitcher  at  the  fbuolful  heart, 
<  >r  life's  wheel  shiver'd,  and  the  soul  depart. 
Then  shall  the  dust  to  native  earth  be  given. 
The  ^ul  shall  soar  subUme,  and  wing  its  way  to 
Heaven. 


THE  PICTURE  OF  OLD-^GB. 

FAIAPHRASED   PROM    THI   SBVIN    FIRST  VERSES   OF 
THE  TWELFTH   CBAFTEE   OF   ECCLESIASTES. 

Mv  son,  attentive  hear  the  voice  of  truth ; 
Remember  thy  Creator  in  thy  youth. 
Ere  days  of  pale  adversity  appear. 
And  age  and  sorrow  fill  the  gloomy  year. 
When  wearied  with  vexation  thou  shalt  say, 
**  No  rest  by  night  I  know,  no  joy  by  day;" 
Ere  the  bright  sooVs  enlighten'd  pow'rs  wax  frail, 
Ere  reason,  memory,  and  foncy  fail. 
But  care  succeeds  to  care,  and  pain  to  pain. 
As  clouds  urge  clouds,  returning  after  rain : 
Ere  yet  the  arms  unnerv'd  an^feeble  grow. 
The  weak  legs  tremble,  and  the  loose  knees  bow ; 
Ere  yet  the  grinding  of  the  teeth  is  o'er. 
And  the  dim  eyes  behold  the  Sun  no  more ; 
Ere  yet  the  pallid  lips  forget  to  speak. 
The  gums  are  toothless,  and  the  voice  is  weak  j 
Restlesf  he  rises  when  the  lark  he  hears. 
Yet  sweetest  music  fails  to  charm  his  ears. 
A  stone,  or  hillock,  turns  his  giddy  brain, 
Appall 'd  with  fear  he  totters  o'er  the  plain  ; 
And  as  the  almond->tree  white  flow'rs  displays. 
His  head  grows  hoary  with  the  length  of  days ; 
As  leanness  in  the  grasshopper  prevails. 
So  shrinks  bis  body,  and  his'stomach  foils ; 
Doom'd  to  the  grave  his  last  long  home  to  go* 
The  mourners  march  along  with  solemn  woe : 
Ere  yet  life's  silver  cord  be  snapt  in  twain. 
Ere  broke  the  goldeo  bowl  that  holds  the  brain, 


J  GOOD  WIFE. 

FROM  PROVERBS^  Chapter  xzxi. 

More  precious  far  than  rubies,  who  can  find 

A  wife  embellished  with  a  virtuous  mind : 

In  her  securely,  as  his  better  part, 

Her  happy  husband  cheerful  rests  his  heart : 

With  such  a  lovely  partner  of  his  toil 

His  goods  increase  without  the  need  of  spoil. 

Bless'd  in  the  friendship  of  his  faithfiil  wife. 

He  steers  through  all  vicissitudes  of  life. 

Well  pleas'd  she  labours,  nor  disdains  to  cull 

The  textile  flax,  or  weave  the  twisted  wool. 

Rich  as  the   merchant   ships  that  crowd  tha 

strands. 
She  reaps  the  harvest  of  remotest  lands. 
Early  she  rises  ere  bright  Pheebus  shines. 
And  to  her  damsels  separate  tasks  assig^is : 
Refresh'd  with  food  her  hinds  renew  their  toil. 
And  cheerful  haste  to  cultivate  the  soiL 
If  to  her  farm  some  field  contiguous  lies. 
With  care  she  views  it,  and  with  prudence  buys  j| 
And  with  the  gainf  which  Heaven'  to  wisdom 

grants, 
A  vine3rard  of  delicious  grapes  she  plants. 
Inur'd  to  toils  she  strength  and  sweetness  joins. 
Strength  is  the  graceful  girdle  of  her  loins. 
With  joy  her  goodly  merchandise  she  views. 
And  oft  till  mom  her  pleasing  work  pursues. 
The  spindle  twirls  obedient  to  her  tread. 
Round  rolls  the  wheel,  and  spins  the  ductile 
Benignant  from  her  ever-open  door         [thread. 
She  feeds  the  hungry,  and  relieves  the  poor. 
Nor  frost  nor  snow  her  family  molest. 
For  all  her  household  are  in  scarlet  drest. 
Resplendent  rob«s  are  by  her  husband  worn. 
Her  limbs  fine  purple  and  rich  silks  adorn  s 
For  wisdom  fam'd,  for  probity  renown'd. 
He  sits  in  council  with  bright  honour  crown'd* 
To  weave  rich  girdles  is  her  softer  care,      [wear. 
Which  merchants  buy,  and  mighty  monarcht 
With  strength  and  honour  she  herself  arrays. 
And  joy  will  bless  her  in  the  latterdays. 
Wise  are  her  words,  her  sense  divinely  strong. 
For  kindness  is  the  tenour  of  her  tongue. 
Fair  rule  and  order  in  her  mansion  dwell. 
She  eats  with  temperance  what  she  earns  so  well. 
Rich  m  good  works  her  children  call  her  blest. 
And  thus  her  husband  speaks  his  inmost  breasts 
"  To  Eve's  fair  daughters  various  virtues  fall. 
But  thou,  lov'd  charmer,  hast  excell'd  them  di/* 
Smiles  oft  are  fraudful,  beauty  soon  decays, 
But  the  good  woman  shall  inherit  praise. 
To  her,  O  grateful,  sweet  requital  give  I 
Her  name,  her  honour  shall  forever  livck 
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NATHAN'S  PARABLE. 


II.  Samuel,  Chap.  xU. 
To  Ifraers  king  thus  spoke  the  holy  seer : 

O  mighty  monarch,  fam'd  for  wisdom,  hear 
While  to  my  lord  a  tale  of  woe  I  tell: 
Two  men,  O  king,  in  one  fair  city  dwell; 
The  one  is  friendless,  and  exceeding  poor. 
The  other  rich,  and  boastful  of  hit  store: 
Large  herds  of  oxen  in  his  pasture^t  feed, 
And  flocks  unnumbered  whiten  every  mead. 
The  poor  man's  stock  was  only  one  ewe-lamb 
Of  snowy  fleece,  weau'd  lately  from  its  dam  ; 
He  bought  it  with  what  treasure  he  could  spare, 
Ev'n  all  bis  wealth,  and  'twas  his  only  care; 
Kurs*d  by  his  hand,  and  with  his  children  bred, 
Vi  ith  them  it  wantoned,  and  with  them  it  fed  j 
Of  his  own  mess  it  eat  without  control. 
And  drank  the  beverage  of  his  milky  bowl ; 
Then  lightly-sportful  sklpt,  and,  tir'd  with  play. 
Dear  as  a  daughter  in  his  bosom  lay. 
A  traveller  of  no  ignoble  fame. 
By  chance  conducted,  to  the  rich  man  came ; 
Yet  from  bis  herds  he  could  not  spare  an  ox 
To  treat  him,  nor  a  wether  from  his  flocks. 
But  took  by  cruel  force,  and  killM  and  drest 
The  poor  man's  lamb  to  feed  his  pampered  guest." 

The  monarch  pausM — ^then  made  this  stern 
reply 
locens'd:  "  I  swear  by  God  that  rules  the  sky, 
The  man  that  did  this  thing  ^all  surely  die: 
The  lamb  fourfold  he  likewise  shall  rastore. 
To  recompense  the  friendless  and  the  poor: 
Because  his  heart  no  soft  compassion  felt. 
At  other's  woe  unknowing  how  to  melt." 

**  Thou  art  the  man,"  raply'd  Uie  holy  aeer, 

*  Thus  saith  the  Lord,  the  God  of  Israel,  hear : 
A  king  thou  art,  anointed  at  my  call. 

O'er  Israel ;  and  I  rescued  thee  from  Saul ', 
Awl  gaVe  thee  all  thy  master's  servants  lives, 
lits  large  possessions,  and  his  numerous  wives: 
Was  ti»at  too  little  ?  Could'st  thou  more  require? 
I  would  have  given  thee  all  thy  heart's  desira 
Then  wherefore  didst  thou  God's  commandment 
C-ommitting  this  great  evil  in  his  sight  ?     [slight, 
Lo  !  thou  hast  robb'd  Uriah  of  his  wife, 
Defil'd  his  bed,  and  then  destro;^ d  his  life. 
Hast  slain  him  with  the  adversary's  sword  : 
Now  therefore  hear  the  judgment  of  the  Lord, 
And  lock  this  awful  sentence  in  thy  heart ; 

*  The  ^ord  shall  never  from  thy  bouse  depart. 
For  thou  hast  rubb'd  Uriali  of  his  wife,. 
Defil'd  his  bed,  and  tht-n  destroyed  his  life.* 
Thus  saith  the  Lord,  nor  thou  bis  words  despise, 
7Ti'»  power  of  evil  m  thy  house  shall  rise, 

Ix> !  I  will  take  thy  wives  before  thine  eyes; 
Tiay  fx>ncu  bines  shall  be  in  triumph  led. 
The  Sun  shall  see  them  in  thy  neighbour's  bed : 
Tbou  didst  it  secret — this  thing  shall  be  done 
Before  all  Israel,  and  before  the  Sun." 
Aghast,  convict  the  mighty  monarch  stood. 


The  seer  then  900th*d  hhn  with  this  cahn  reply; 
**  Thy  sin  is  pardon'd,  and  then  ihall  not  cUe.** 

Thus  may  we  clearly  see  each  secret  tin, 
Wam'd  by  the  faithful  monitor  within : 
Thus  may  we,  blest  with  boonteous  grace  ffom 

Heaven, 
Like  Judah*8  king  repent,  and  be  forghren* 


THE  SONG  OF  DEBORAH. 

Lekd,  O  ye  princes,  to  my  song  an  ear. 
Ye  mighty  rulers  of  the  nations,  hear. 
While  to  the  Lord  the  notes  of  praise  I  sing. 
To  IsraePs  God,  the  everlasting  king. 

When  firom  aerial  Seir,  in  dread  array. 
From  £dom  when  th'  Almighty  took  his  way, 
**  On  Cherub,  and  oo  Cherubim  he  rode,"  [God : 
Thetrcmbling£arthproclaim'd  th' approach  of 
The  heavens  diss^lv'd,  the  clouds  in  oopioos 
rams  [plains: 

Pour'd  their  black  stores,  and  ddog^dalltbe 
The  rent  rocks  shiver'd  on  tiiat  awful  day. 
And  mountains  melted  like  toft  wax  away. 

In  Shamgar's  days,  in  Jael's  bapleas  reign. 
How  were  the  princes,  and  the  people  slain  ? 
When  Sisera,  terriflc  with  his  ho^ts, 
Pour'd  dire  destruction  on  pale  Jadah*8  coasts  i 
The  cities  no  inhabitants  contain'd; 
The  public  ways  unoccupied  remained  ; 
The  travellers  through  dreary  deserts  ttiay'd. 
Or  pensive  wander'd  in  the  lonely  glade. 
Till,  sent  by  Heaven,  I,  Deborah,  arose 
To  rule  and  rescue  Israel  from  their  foes. 

Those  patriot  warriors  of  immortal  fame. 
Who  sav'd  their  country  all  my  favour  claim: 
Ye  judges,  speak,  ye  shepherd  swahis,  rebearse 
Jehovah's  praise  in  never-dying  verse. 
Awake,  awake;  raise,  Deborah,  thy  voice. 
And  in  loud  numbers  bid  the  lyre  r^oice : 
Raise  to  the  Lord  of  Heaven  thy  grateful  song. 
Who  gave  the  weak  dominion  o'er  the  strong. 

The  tribes  of  Israel  sent  their  mighty  men. 
That  wield  the  falchion,  or  that  guide  the  pen. 
Gilead,  Oh  shame !  by  fountful  Jordan  lay, 
Dan  in  his  ships,  and  Asher  in  his  bay : 
Their  bleating  flocks  (ignoble  care ! )  withheld 
The  tribes  of  Reuben  from  the  tented  field : 
But  chiefs  intrepid  to  the  conflict  came. 
Heroes  that  fought  for  empire  and  for  £sroe : 
In  Taanach  where  Megiddo's  streams  are  roU'd, 
There  fbught  the  monarchs  resolutely  bold. 
Heav'n's   thunders    to   our   foes    destnictioo 

wrought. 
The  stars  'gamst  Sisera  conspiring  fought. 
The  river  Kishon  swept  away  the  slain, 
Kishon,  that  antient  river,  to  the  main. 
For  ever  bless'd  be  Jael's  honour'd  name  ! 
For  ever  written  in  the  rolls  of  fame  I 
He  ask'd  refreshment  from  the  limpid  war^ 
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*'  What  hopes,  what  lAun  my  tortor'd  hoiom 

feels! 
Alas  I  why  linger  thus  his  chariot- wheels? 
Some  captive  maid,  distiDgunh'd  for  her  charms, 
Perchance  detains  the  conqueror  in  her  arms : 
PefTchancc  his  mules,  rich  laden  from  afar. 
Move  slowly  with  the  plunder  of  the  war." 

Ah,  wretched  mother !  all  thy  hopes  are  vain. 
Thy  son,  alas !  lies  breathless  on  the  plain, 
VaaquishM  by  Israel's  sons,  and  by  a  woman 

slain. 


EPITAPHS. 


Oh  let  your  once.lov*d  friend  mscribe  the  stone, 
And,  with  domestic  sorrows,  mix  his  own  ! 

Pora. 


ON  A  FERY  GOOD  WOMAN. 

Could  marble  know  what  virtue's  buried  here, 
^  his  monument  would  scarce  refuse  a  tear. 
Bat  mourn,  so  early  snatch'd  from  mortal  life. 
The  tencierest  par^t,  and  the  dearest  wife, 
Bles8*d  with  sweet  temper,  and  of  soul  so  even, 
She  seem'd  a  copy  of  the  saints  in  Heaven. 


ON  A  YOUNG  GENTLEMAN 

WHO  DIED   A.    D.    1743,  STAT.  15. 
IN   A  CaUKCH    IN  CIBSHIRB. 

WaBH  age,  all  patient,  and  without  regret, 
lies  down  in  peace,  and  pays  the  gener^  debt, 
'Tia  weakness  most  onmaoly  to  deplore 
The  death  of  those  who  relish  life  no  more. 
But  when  fahr  youth,  that  every  promise  gave. 
Sheds  bis  sweet  blossom  in  the  blasting  grave, 
AM  eyes  overflow  with  many  a  streaming  tear. 
And  each  sad  bosom  heaves  the  sigh  sincere. 


ON  A  WORTHY  FRIEND 

/ 

"WBO  WAS    ACCOMPLIIHBD   IN    THE  KlSTBa    ABTB   Of 
MUSIC  AND  PAINTING. 

Oh  born  in  liberal  studies  to  excel, 

Tbcw  friendly,  candid,  virtuous  mind,  fiurewel ! 

To  speak  thy  praise  all  eloquence  is  faint,  . 

Bzcept  the  style's  escpressive  as  thy  paint : 

TJnIeS)  th'  enlircnM  numbers  sweetly  flow. 

As  when  thy  music  gave  the  soul  to  glow  : 

ynj«»  **»«  Abases  polish  every  line. 

And  di^w  the  good  man  with  a  warmth  divine. 

Serenely  i»ouf,  with  the  genUest  mind, 

Tbraash  hk  canteoted,  and  m  death  resigtfd. 


A  genius  form'd  hi  every  light  to  shine, 
A  well  bred  scholar,  and  a  sage  divine; 
An  orator  in  every  art  refin'd,! 
To  teach,  to  animate  and  mend  mankind : 
The  wise  and  good  approved  the  life  he  led. 
And,  as  they  lov'd  him  living,  mourn  him  dead* 
1747. 


ON  MRS.  FOUNTAYNS, 

DAUGHTER  OP  THOMAS  WHICHCOT  ESQ.  AND  WtFI 
VO  THE  DRAN  OF  YORK;  WHO  DIED  IN  CHILD-BBIV 
JULY  1750.    JiTAT.  19. 

Tp  e*er  thy  bosom  swelled  with  grief  sincere. 
View  this  sad  shrine,  and  pour  the  pitying  tears 
Here  Fountayne  lies,  in  whom  all  charms  com- 

bin'd, 
All  that  e'er  graced,  or  dignified  her  kind. 

Farewel,  bright  pattern  of  uoblemishM  youth* 
Of  mildest  merit,  modesty,  and  truth  ! 
Death  snatch'd  thy  sweetness  in  the  genial  hour. 
Just  when  thy  stem  put  forth  its  infant  flower: 
Still  blooms  the  tender  flower ;  as  oft  we  see 
Fair  branches  budding  frx>m  the  lifeless  tree. 


ON  A  YOUNG  GENTLEMAN, 

WHO  DIED  FOR  LOYB. 

Ip  modest  merit  ever  claimed  thy  tear. 
Behold  this  monument,  and  shed  it  here  : 
Here  every  blooming  virtue  beamed  in  one. 
The  friend,  the  lover,  and  the  duteous  son. 
Bless'd  youth  I  whose  bosom  nature  form'dto 
glow 
With  purest  flame  the  heart  of  man  can  know. 
Go,   where  bright   angels    heavenly    raptiuea 

prove. 
And  melt  in  visions  of  seraphic  love. 

1751. 


ON  JAMES  FOX,  ESQ. 

1754. 

'  EACE  to  the  noblest,  most  ingenuous  mind. 
In  wisdom's  philosophic  school  refln'd. 
The  friend  of  man ;  to  pride  alone  a  foe  ; 
Whose  heart  humane  would  melt  at  others  woe. 
Oft  has  he  made  the  breast  of  anguish  gay. 
And  sigh'd,  like  Titus,  when  he  lost  a  day. 
All  vice  he  lash'd,  or  in  the  rich  or  great. 
But  prais'd  mild  merit  in  the  meanest  state. 
Calm  and  serene  in  virtue's  paths  he  trod, 
Lov'd  mercy,  and  walkM  biunbly  with  his  God. 


TO  A  YOUNG  L^DY, 
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TTic  present  is  trifling,  yet  still  you  will  find 
Some  food  for  the  body  as  well  ms  the  mind. 
To  tell  you  their  uses  there  is  not  much  necd~ 
The  birds  you  will  roast,  and  the  books  you  may 

read, 
And  as  for  the  paper  of  snuff,  I  suppose 
You  are  very  well  satisfied  that's  for  your  nose. 
My  respects  to  ail  friends,  as  a  favour  I  ask  it, 
Aiid  I  hope  you'll  remember  to  send  back  the 

basket 

September  1744. 


AN  ELEGY 


mr  THE  DEATH  OF  DOBBIMy    THE  BUTTER WOMAH's 
HORSE. 

The  death  of  faithful  Dobbin  I  deplore ; 

Bame  Jolt's  brown   horse,  old   Dobbin,  is  no 

more. 
The  cruel  Fates  have  snapt  his  vital  thread, 
And  gammer  Jolt  bewails  old  Dobbin  dr^ad. 
From  stony  Cud  ham  down  to  watery  Cray, 
This  honest  horse  brought  butter  every  day. 
Fresh  butter  meet  to  mix  with  nicest  rolls, 
And  sometimes  eggs,  and  sometimes  geese  and 

fowls; 
And  thoup:h  this  horse  to  stand  had  ne'er  a  leg, 
We  never  dropt  a  goose,  or  broke  an  egg. 
Ye  maids  of  Cray,  yourbuttfr'd  rolls  deplore, 
Dame  Jolt's  brown  horse,  old  Dobbin,  is  no 

more. 

Oft  did  the  'squire  that  keeps  tbe  great  hall- 

honse. 
Invite  the  willing  vicar  to  a  goojse  ; 
For  goose  cc»nld  make  his  kindred  Mnse  aspire 
From  earth  to  air,  from  water  to  the  fire  j 
But  now,  alas !  his  towering  spirit's  fled. 
His  muse  isfbunder'd,  forpoor  Dobbin's  dead. 
J^st  Friday  was  a  luckiest  day,  I  wot. 
For  Friday  last  lean  Dobbin  went  to  pot ; 
No  drinks  could  cherish,  no  prescriptions  save ; 
In  C  n's  hound?  he  found   a  living  grave: 

Weep  all,  and  all  (except  sad  dogs)  deplore. 
Dame  Jolt's  brown  horse,   old  Dobbin,  is  no 
more. 

Sciilk,  Feynnrd,  RTulk  in  the  securest  grounds, 
Is'ow  Dobbin  hunts  thee  in  the  shape  of  hounds : 
late  sure  but  slow  he  march'd  as  foot  could  fall. 
Sure  to  march  slow  whene'er  he  march'd  at  all; 
Now  fleeter  than  the  pinions  of  the  wind, 
Fe  leaves  the  huntsmen,  and  tbe  hunt  behind, 
Forsnrs  thee  o'er  the  hills,  and  down  the  steep. 
Through  the  rough  copse,  wide  woods,  and  waters 

deep, 
Alopg  th'  unbounded  plain,  along  the  lea, 
But  has  no  pullet,  and  no  goose  for  thee. 
Ye  r'ogs,  ye  foxes,  howl  for  Dobbin  dead, 
Ko**thou,0  IMnsejdisdainthetearto  shed; 
^'e  maids  of  Cray,  your  butter'd  rolls  deplore, 
Dame  Jilt's  biown  horse,  old  Dobbin,  is  no 
more. 


EPITHALAMIUM 

OSf  THE   MARRIAGE   OP   A  COBLEE   AND  A  CHIMNEY- 
SWEEPER. 

Ye  sable  sweepers,  and  ye  coblersall. 
Sons  of  the  chimney,  masters  of  the  stall. 
Whether  ye  deal  in  smearing  soot,  or  leather. 
Hail  to  the  day  that  joins  your  trades  together. 
Huzza,  my  jolly  coblers!  and  huzza. 
My  sable  sweepers  !  Hail  the  joyous  day. 

Tmmortal  fame,  O  coblers,  ye  derive 
From  Crispin,  a  good  cobler  when  alive. 
Who  kept  his  stall  at  Hockley  in  the  Hole, 
With  nut-brown  beer  encouraging  his  soul : 
A  bonnet  blue  be  wore  upon  his  head. 
His  nose  was  copper,  and  bis  jerkin  red  ; 
For  conjurer  and  astrologer  he  past. 
And  mended  understandings  to  his  last. 

Huzza,  my  jolly  coblers  I  and  huzza. 
My  sable  sweepers  I  Hail  the  joyous  day. 

Sly  Jobson,  though  he  never  leam'd  in  France, 
Not  only  mended  shoes,  but  taught  to  dance; 
So  when  he'd  worn  his  pupils'  soles  quite  out. 
With  leading  of  the  booby  bears  about. 
He  soon  repair'd  the  damage  with  his  awl. 
And  brought  convenient  custom  to  his  stall. 
Huzza,  my  jolly  coblers  !  and  huzra, 
My  sable  sweepers!   Hail  tbe  joyous  day. 

Nor  less  distinguished  is  your  noble  line. 
Ye  sweepers,  sprung  finom  pedigree  divine  I 
Your  ancient  ancestor,  whose  name  was  Smut, 
Work'd  at  the  forge,  with  Vulcan,  in  his  hut. 
Once  as  the  limpiuG:  god  was  hamm^ing  out 
Those  toDgs  that  pinch'd  tbe  Devil  by  the  snout. 
Smut  cbanc'd  to  jest  upon  his  awkward  frame. 
Which  chaPd  the    bickering   blacksmith  into 

flame; 
He  bnri'd  his  hammer  at  the  joker's  head. 
Which  sure  had  left  him  on  the  pavement  dead. 
But  Smut  was  nimble,  and,  to  shun  the  stroke. 
Sheer  up  the  chimney  went,   like  wreathi  of 

smoke; 
Happy  to  find  so  snng  a  hole  to  creep  in. 
And  since  that  time  he  took  to  chimney-sweeping. 

Huzza,  my  jolly  sweepers  !  hail  the  day ! 

My  joUy  coblers !  roar  aloud  buzxa. 

And  you,  meet  couple,  memorable  match, 
May  live  with  comfort  in  your  cot  of  thatch ; 
While  venal  members  sell  their  venal  friends. 
The  cobler  brings  all  soles  to  serve  his  ends. 
And  as  the  fair  miss  thmae  sate  smiling. 
To  see  the  gold  come  pattering  through  the  tiling. 
Our  sweeper  joys  to  see  the  chimney  drop  her 
Meat,  drink,  and  clothing,  in  u  shower  of  copper. 
Huzza,  my  jolly  coblers  !  and  huzza, 
My  sable  sweepers  !  Hail  the  joyous  day. 


TEE  SMOKTN'G  DOCTORS  SOLILO- 
QUY OrER  HIS  PIPE. 

Dulce  tube,  genitos  haurire  &  reddere  fumos. 

Embrcino  awful  through  a  doud  of  smoke. 
The  tall  lean  doctor  inapt  his  box  and  spoi^e: 
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*•  Thoug:b  scorn'd  by  fribbles  all  bedaiibM  wjtb 
I  value  not  their  censures  of  a  puff,  fsnuff, 

Who,  if  kind  Heav'nhad  fdrnish'd  *em  with  brains. 
Would  into  pipes  convert  their  taper  canes, 
Be  sick  that  nauseous  nostril-dust  to  sec. 
And  substitute  tobaoco  for  rappee.  ^ 
I  less  regard  the  rage  of  fenaalc  railinsrs — 
Some  Is^ies  have  th^ir  waters,  and  their  failings : 
Though  when  grey  prudence  comes,  and  youth 

is  past. 
They'll  learn  to  smoke  (or  I  am  deceivM)  at  last ! 
Peace  to  the  beaux,  and  every  scented  belle, 
Who  cry  *  Tobacco  has  an  odious  smell :» 
To  men  of  sense  I  speak,  and  own  with  pleasure. 
That  smoking  sooths  my  studies  and  my  leisure; 
It  auls  my  eyes,  inspires  my  mind  to  think, 
And  is  a  calm  companion  when  1  drink. 
At  home  how  sweetly  does  a  pipe  engage 
My  sense  to  relish  Tully^s  moral  page ! 
Or  Horn  Vs  Heaven-aspiring  Muse  divine. 
And  puffing  measure  each  sonorous  line! 
But  if  to  Tora'ii  I  stray  to  read  the  Daily, 
Or  at  the  tavern  spend  my  evening  gaily. 
My  pipe  still  adds,  as  the  mild  minutes  pass. 
Charms  to  the  toast,  and  flavour  to  the  glass. 
Blest  Indian  leaf!  what  raptures  I  inhale 
From  each  light  breath  of  thy  ambrosial  gale ! 
Thou  giv'st  the  soldier  conrage,  to  the  hind 
Repose,  to  captives  sacred  peace  of  mind ; 
Can'st  wealth  on  merchants,  state  on  king  s  be- 
And  to  physicians  only  art  a  foe.  [stow, 

Thoo  sav'st,  when  pestilence  spreads  hr  and  wide. 
From  that  dread  plague,  and  every  plague  be- 
side. 
Though  by  thy  fames  the  teeth  are  blackened  o*er, 
Thy  ashes  scour  them  whiter  than  before<k] 

0  with  abundant  riches  amply  blest, 

He,  who  can  buy  one  ounce  of  Freeman*s  best  I 
If  in  this  fob  my  well-BlPd  box  [  feel,         [steel. 
In  that  my  short  pipe,  touchwood,  flint,  and 
Gold  I  regard  not,  I  can  live  without; 

1  carry  every  requisite  about. 

Whether  my  stomach  calls  for  drink  or  meat. 
Whether  the  cold  affects  me,  or  the  beat,  ■ 
The  weed  of  India  answers  the  demand. 
And  is  the  pleasing  remedy  at  hand. 
O  Boblest  proof  of  nature^s  genial  power ! 
O  weed  more  precious  than  the  choicest  flower  I 
Thy  vapours  bland  through  every  state  engage, 
'  Charm  us  when  young,  and  solace  as  in  age ; 
Adorn  when  fortune  showers  her  golden  store, 
And  breathe  kind  comfort  when  she  smiles  no 

more: 
Tranqnil  at  home  they  lull  with  sweet  content^ 
Abroad  they  give  us  no  impediment ; 
But,  mild  associates,  tend  us  night  and  day, 
And  if  we  travel  cheer  us  on  our  way ; 
In  town  or  country  soft  repose  incite, 
Andpatifus  up  with  exquisite  delight*'^ 

*In  allosion  to  that  fine  passage  in  Tully. 
HsBC  ftadia  adolescentiam  alunt,  senectutem 
oblectant ;  secundas  res  omant,  adversis  pcrfu- 
ginmet  solatium  prsebent;  delectant  dumi,  non 
impediunt  foris ;  pemoctant  nobiscum,  peregri- 
nantur^  nuticantur. 


A  BALLAD. 

BEIKO  A   CpKTRAST  TO  "THE  WOMEIT   Alt  Tilt 
ME   I'M   FALSE  TO   MT   LA8S«" 

No  longer  let  whimsical  songsters  compare 
Fhe  merits  of  wine  with  the  charms  of  the  fair  ; 
I  appeal  to  the  men  to  determine  between 
A  tun-bellied  Bacchus,  and  beauty's  fair  queen.- 
The  pleasures  of  drinking  henceforth  I  re?ngn. 
For  though  there  is  ptiirth,  yet  there's  madness 

in  wine ; 
Then  let  not  false  sparkles  our  senses  beguile, 
Tisthe  mention  of  Chloe  that  makes  the  gUiS 

smile. 
Her  beauties  with  rapture  my  fancy  inspire, 
And  the  more  I  behold  her,  the  more  I  admire; 
But  the  charms  of  her  temper  and  mind  I  adore; 
These  virtues  shall  bless  me  when  beauty's  no 

more. 
How  happy  our  days  when  with  love  we  engage, 
'Tis  the  transport  of  youth,  *tis  the  comfort  of 

ajce; 
But  what  are  the  joys  of  the  bottle  or  bowl  ? 
Wine  tickles  the  taste,  love  enraptures  the  soul. 
Let  the  men  of  all  nations,  but  Italy,  prove 
The  blessings  that  wait  upon  beauty  and  love: 
But  in  boosing,  alas!  one  unfortunate  bout 
Will  rob  us  of  vigour,  and  leave  us  the  gout. 

A  sot,  as  he  riots  in  liquor,  will  cry, 

"  The  longer  I  drink,  the  more  thirsty  am  !,'• 

From  this  fair  confession,  *tis  plain,  my  good 

friend. 
You're  a  toper  eternal,  and  drink  to  no  end. 
Your  big-bellied  bottle  may  ravish  your  eye, 
But  how  foolish  you'll  look  when  your  bottle  is 

dry  1  [spring. 

Sweet  pleasure  from  woman  still  flows  like   a 
Nay  the  Stoics  must  own  it — She  is  the  best 

thing. 
Yet  some  praij»e8  to  wine  we  may  justly  afford, 
Pbr  a  time  it  will  make  one  as  great  as  a  lord  ; 
But  woman  for  ever  gives  transport  to  man. 
And  I'll  stand  by  the  ladies  as  long  as  I  can* 


THE  BROWN  JVGz    , 
A  SONG. 

IMffATBD  FROM   THE    LATIN  OF   HIERONYMCS 
AMALTUEUS. 

Dear  Tom,  this  brown  jug  that  now  foams  with 

mild  ale, 
(In  which  I  will  drink  to  sweet  Nan  of  the  Vale) 
Was  once  Toby  Fillpot,  a  th'wsty  old  soul 
As  e'er  drank  a  bottle,  or  fathom'd  a  bowl ; 
In  boosing  about  'twas  his  praise  to  excel. 
And  among  jolly  topers  he  bore  off  the  belL 
It  chanc'd  as  in  dog-days  he  sat  at  his  ease 
In  his  flow'r-woven  arbour  as  gay  as  ywx  please. 
With  a  friend  and  a  pipe  puiAng  sorrows  away. 
And  witu  honest  old  stingo  was  soaking  his  clay. 
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His  breath-doors  of  life  on  asudden  were  shut, 
Attd  he  died  full  as  big  as  a  Dorchester  butt 
His  body,  wh^n  long  ra  the  ground  it  had  lain. 
And  time  into  clay  had  resolvM  it  again, 
A  potter  found  out  in  its  covert  so  snog, 
And  with  part  of  fat  Toby  he  form'd  this  brown 
m,  [ale, 

Now  sacred  to  friendship,  and  mirth,  and  mild 
So  here's  to  my  lovely  sweet  Nan  of  the  Vale. 


A  PAIR  OF  SPECTACLES. 

FEOM  BOUKNI. 

Of  all  the  spectacles  to  mend  the  sight 

Devis*d  by  art  for  viewing  objects  ri^t, 

*Tho8e  are  most  useful,  which  the  prudent  place 

High  on  the  handle  of  the  human  face. 

Sone  on  the  temples  fix  'em,  1  suppose, 

l^Bst  they  should  seem  to  snufBe  through  the  DO0e: 

Some  in  one  hand  the  single^'onvex  hold. 

But  these  are  prigs  asham'd  of  being  old^ 

None  are  in  news  or  politics  so  wise. 

As  he  whose  nose  is  saddled  with  his  eyes  ; 

And  if  the  taper  tube  regale  his  snout, 

Tliere»s  nought  so  secret  buthe'li  smell  it  out 

{thould  gammer  Gurton  leave  these  helps  at  home, 

To  church  with  Bible  'tis  in  vain  to  come ; 

The  plainest  sermon  is  the  most  perplext, 

Vnkas  with  care  she  double  down  the  text 

Lo !  how  the  parish  clerk,  with  many  a  hum. 

By  turns  now  fits  *em  to  his  nose  or  thumb, 

lletbodically  regular,  as  need 

By  turns. requires  him,  or  to  sing,  or  read : 

His  thumb  then  held  them,  if  report  says  true, 

"When  on  the  lovely  lass  he  leer'd  askew ; 

With  snuw-white  bosom  bare,  sweet-slumbering 

m  her  pew, «, 
Those  who  see  dhnly  may  their  eyes  restore 
By  a4ding  two  to  what  they  had  before ; 
And  he  who  would  be  deem 'd  profoundly  wise 
Most  carry  id  his  head,  and  in  his  pocket— eyea. 


THE  STAGE  CO  ACE. 

raOM  TBI  SAMS. 

.  To  pay  my  duty  to  sweet  Mrs.  Page, 
A  place<was  taken  in  the  Stamford  stage. 
Our  coachman  Dick,  the  shades  of  night  to  shnn. 
Had  yok'd  bis  horses  long  before  the  Sun : 
Disturbed  I  start;  and  drowsy  all  the  while. 
Rise  to  be  jolted  may  a  weary  mile ; 
On  both  sides  squeezed,  how  highly  was  I  bless'd! 
Between  two  plump  old  women  to  be  press'd  t 
A  ooiporal  fierce,  a  nurse  and  child  that  cri6d, 
And  a  fat  landlord  filPd  the  other  side.        [load 
Scarce  dawns  the  morning,  ere  the  cumberous 
Rolls  GOUghly-rumbliBg  o'er  the  rugged  road. 
One  old  wife  coughs,  and  wheezes  in  my  ears, 
Loud  scolds  the  other,  and  the  corporal  swears  ; 

*  Alluding  to  a  picture  of  Hogarth's,  which 
▼ery  humourously  describes  a  sluBibcring  cod* 
Ircgation. 


Sour,  nnconcocted  breath  escapes  my  host. 
The  squawling  child  returns  his  milk  and  toast: 
Ye  gods  !  if  such  the  pleasures  of  the  stage, 
I  chuse  to  walk  and  visit  Mrs.  Page, 


AAPON  AAaPON. 
THANK  YOU  FOR  NOTHING. 

FKOM  TBB   SAME. 

When  cloudless  skies,  or  Spring's  softseaaott 
Calls  forth  the  citizens  to  take  the  air ;    •     [fair^ 
The  landtord  kindly  asks  his  guests  to  dine 
On  well-com'd  beef,  or  pork's  high-relish'd  chme: 
The  seaaoD'd  fraud  succeeds,  and  soon  or  late 
A  shoal  of  gudgeons  gobble  up  the  bait 
The  savoury  viands  make  them  thirst  the  more^ 
Creating  drought,  and  swelling  out  the  score* 
My  landkwd,  foith  !  is  not  so  kind,  I  think  ; 
He  gives  his  victuals,  but  he  sells  his  drink. 


AN  EULOGY 
ON  SIR  ISAAC  NEWTON. 

TRANSLATED   PROM  THE   LATIN   OP  DR.    HALLCT* 

Bbhold  the  regions  of  the  Heavens  survey'd  I 
^nd  this  fiiir  system  in  the  balance  wetgh'd; 
Behold  the  law  which  (when  in  ruin  hurl'd 
Ood  oot  of  Chaos  call'd  the  beauteous  worid) 
Th'  Almighty  fix'd,  when  all  things  good  he  saw  t 
Behold  the  chaste,  mviolable  law  1 

Before  ns  ntri  new  scenes  unfolded  lie. 
And  Heav'n  appears  expanded  to  the  eye ; 
Th'  illumin'd  mind  now  sees  disthictly  clear 
What  power  impels  each  planetary  sphere. 
Thron'd  in  the  centre  gk>ws  the  king  of  day. 
And  rules  all  nature  with  unboonded  sway  ; 
Through  the  vast  void  his  solject  planets  nin» 
Whirl'd  in  their  orbits  by  the  regi  Sun. 
What  course  the  dire  tremendous  comets  steer 
We  know,  nor  wonder  at  thehr  prone  carebr ; 
Why  silver  Phoebe^  meek-ey'd  queen  of  ni|^t» 
Now  slackens,  now  precipitates  her  flight ; 
Why,  scan'd  by  no  astronomers  of  yore. 
She  yiekled  not  to  calculation's  power ; 
Why  the  nodes'  motions  retrograde  we  call. 
And  why  the  apsides  progressimnl. 
Hence  toq,  we  learn,  with  what  proportioned  fofOt 
The  Moon  impels,  erroneous  in  her  course. 
The  refluent  main :  as  waves  on  waves  succeed. 
On  the  bleak  beach  they  toss  the  sea-green  weed. 
Now  bare  the  dangers  of  th'  engulphingsand. 
Now  swelling  high  roll  foaming  on  the  strand. 
What  puzzling  schoolmen  sought  so  long  in  vaiiv 
See  ckHid-dispelling  Mathesis  explain ! 
O  highly  blest,  tp  whom  kind  foie  has  given 
Minds  to  expatiate  in  the  fields  of  Heaven! 
All  doubts  are  clear'd,  all  errours  done  away« 
And  truth  breaks  on  them  in  a  blaze  of  day. 
Awake,  ye  sons  of  men,  arise !  exclude 
Far  from  your  breasts  all  low  solicitude  j 
l>arn  hence  the  mind's  etherial  powers  to  trac^ 
Kxalted  high  above  the  brutal  race. 
Ev'n  those  fom'd  chiefs  wijo  human  life  refln'd 
By  wholesome  laws^  the  fathen  of  maokiod  | 
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Or  they  vho  first  societies  immur'd 

In  cities,  and  froni  violence  secured; 

They  who  with  Ceres'  jfifts  the  nations  West, 

Or  from  the  grape  delicious  nectar  prcst ; 

They  who  first  taught  the  hieroglyphic  style 

On  smooth  papyrus ',  native  plant  of  Nile, 

(For  literary  elements  renown'd) 

And  made  ttje  eye  an  arbiter  of  sound : 

All  these,  though  men  of  deathless  fame,  we  find 

Have  less  advanced  the  good  of  human-kind : 

Their  schemes  were  founded  on  a  narrower  plan. 

Replete  with  few  emoluments  to  man. 

But  now,  admitted  guests  in  Heav'n,  we  rove 

Free  and  familiar  in  the  realms  above: 

The  wonders  hidden  deep  in  Earth  below, 

And  nature's  laws,  before  conceaPd,  we  know. 

Lend,  lend  your  aid,  ye  bright  superior  powers. 

That  live  embosomed  in  EJysian  bowers, 

Lend  your  sweet  voice  to  warble  Newton*s  praise. 

Who  searched  out  truth  through  all  her  mystic 

mi|ze, 
Newton,  by  every  favouring  Muse  inspired, 
With  all  Apollo's  radiations  fir'd  : 
Newton,  that  reach'd  th*  insuperable  line. 
The  nice  barrier  'twixt  human  and  divine. 


CLAUDIAN'S  OLD  MAN, 

9rU0  NlVEt   WENT  OUT  OF  TUB    SUBUBIS  OF 
VSaONA. 

Blbst  who,    content   with  what  the  country 

yields, 
Lives  in  his  ownliereditary  fields; 
Who  can  with  pleasure  his  past  life  behold ; 
Whose  roof  paternal  saw  him  young  and  old  ; 
And  as  be  tells  his  long  adventures  o'er, 
A  stick  supports  him  where  he  crawl'd  before ; 
Who  ne'er  was  tempted  from  his  farm  to  fly, 
And  drink  new  streams  beneath  a  foreign  sky  : 
No  merchant,  he,  solicitous  of  gain,  [nuiin  : 

Dreadj^  not  the  storms  that  laA  the  sounding 
Nor  soldier,  fears  the  summons  to  the  war ; 
Nor  the  hoarse  clamours  of  the  noisy  bar. 
UnskilPd  in  business,  to  the  worid  unknown, 
fie  ne'er  beheld  the  nex£  contiguous  town ; 
Yet  nobler  objects  to  his  views  are  given. 
Fair  flowery  fields,  and  star-embellish'd  Heaven. 
£ie  marks  no  change  of  eonsuls,  but  confutes 
Alternate  seasons  by  alternate  fruits ; 
Maturing  autumns  store  of  apples  bring. 
And  flowerets  are  the  luxury  of  spring. 
His  fisim  tliat  catches  first  the  Sun's  bright  ray. 
Sees  the  last  lustre  of  his  beams  decay : 
The  passing  hours  erected  columns  show. 
And  are  his  landmarks  and  his  dials  too. 
Yoa  spreading  oak  a  little  twig  he  knew, 
And  die  whole  grove  in  his  remembrance  grew. 
VeronaV  walls  remote  as  India  seem ; 
Beoacos  is  th'  Arabian  Gulph  to  him. 
Yet  health  three  ages  lengthens  out  his  span. 
And  grandsons  hail  the  vigorous  old  man. 
Let  others  vainly  sail  from  shore  to  shore. 
Their  joys  are  fewer,  and  their  labours  more. 

'  An  Egyptian  plant,  growing  in  the  manhy 
places  near  the  banks  of  the  Nile,  ontheWves 
#f  which  the  antitnti  used  to  write; 


ARCHIMEDES' S  SPHERE: 

FROM   CLAUDIAM. 

JovB  saw  the  Heav'ns  in  glassy  sphere  exprest. 
And  smiling,  thus  the  pow'rs  above  addrest : 
"At  what  bold  Usks  will  man's  presumption  aim  I 
In  this  small  globe  he  mocks  the  worldly  frame, 
lo !  from  my  work  the  rival  artist  draws 
The  heavenly  motions,  and  great  Nature  s  lawi. 
Each  star  includes  an  anhnating  soul, 
And  beauteous  order  regulates  the  whole. 
Through  the  bright  zodiac  yearly  rolls  the  Sun/ 
And  mimic  moons  each  month  their  courses  run. 
Audacious  Art  thus  lifts  her  crest  on  high, 
And  deems  she  sways  the  empire  of  the  sky, 
Salmoneua  once  fictitious  lisrhtning  burl'd: 
But  here  behold  a  counterfeited  world!" 


ON  MENANDER. 

IMrrATXD   PaOM   a   creek  epigram   in  TBI 
ANIHOLOGIA. 

On  thy  sweet  lips  the  bees  in  clusters  hung. 
And  dropp'd  Hyblaean  honey  on  thy  tongue: 
For  thee  the  Mus^s  pluck'd  Pierian  flowers; 
The  Graces  woo'd  thee  in  sequester'd  bowers* 
Ages  to  come  shall  celebrate  thy  name. 
And  Athens  gather  glory  from  thy  fame. 


FRAGMENTS  OF  MENANDER: 

TRANSLATED  FROM  THB  GRBEX. 

Thou,  Whom  the  Nine  with  Plautus'  wH  inspire, 
Ihe  art  of  Terence,  with  Menander's  fire. 

Pope. 

SOME  ACCOUNT  OF  MENANDER, 

MmiANDER  was  Ijom  at  Athens,  the  third  year  of 
the  109th  Olympiad,  344  years  before  Christ. 
and  exhibited  his  first  comedy,  according  to 
Meursiu8,the  third  of  the  lUth  Olyropiad,that  is 
324  years  before  our  Saviour's  time,  being  tbeu 
only  twenty  years  of  age.  His  introduction  of 
the  new  comedy  in  a  short  time  spread  his  fame 
over  the  worid ;  and  his  friendship  was  courted 
by  the  kings  of  Egypt  and  Macedon.  Of  his 
works,  which  amounted  to  upwards  of  an  hundred 
comedies,  only  a  few  fragments  now  remain. 
Terence  borrowed  several  plays  from  him ;  and 
it  is  from  the  character  of  the  Roman,  that  most 
men  now  judge  of  the  merit  of  the  Grecian  author. 
We  find  the  old  masters  of  rhetoric  recommend- 
ing his  works  as  the  true  standard  of  beauty, 
containing  every  grace  of  public  speaking.  Quin* 
tiliau  declares,  that  a  careful  imitation  of  Me- 
nand«p  only  will  satisfy  all  the  rules  he  has  laid 
down  in  his  institutions.  It  is  in  Menander  that 
he  would  have  his  orator  search  for  a  copiousness 
of  invention,  for  a  happy  elegance  of  expression, 
and  especially  (or  an  universal  genius,   able  to 

I  accommodate  itself  naturally  to  all  persons, 
thmgs,  and  affwtioos. 
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FAWKES'  POEMS. 


His  wonderful  talent  at  exprcfsing  nature,  in 
•very  condition,  acd  under  every  circumstance 
ofiiie,  has  always  n.ade  the  noblest  part  of  his 
chari-cter,  wljich  gave  occasion  to  Aristophanes 
the  gran.niarian  to  ask  this  genteel  question; 
fi  Mcvay^fi,  xai  Bii,  Tlorifot  af  vfAtn  wnfw 
Mri/4i/49V9aTo  }  O  iMenander  and  Naluie,  which  of 
you  have  imitated  the  other?  Julius Casar  has 
left  us  the  noblest,  as  well  as  the  justest  praise  of 
Idenander's  works,  wl  en  addret»^i:lg  himself  in  a 
compliment  to  Terence,  he  calls  him.  Dimidiate 
Menander,  Half-Menander.  He  died  in  the 
third  year  of  the  122nd  Olympiads  29^  years  he- 
fore  Christ,  being  Cfty-two  years  otage. 


WOBtBlP    DVI   TO   TBI   DEITT. 

Stftvs  then  the  great  first  cause  whence  nature 

springs, 
.  Tb^  almigMy  Slie,  th'  eternal  King  of  kings ; 
Who  gave  us  being,  and  who  gives  us  food. 
Lord  of  all  life,  and  author  of  all  good. 

Page  4B. 


•VBMI88ION. 

FicHT  not  with  God,  nor  thwart  his  wiser  will, 
(Contending  serves  to  aggravate  an  ill,) 
But  bravely  bear  those  ills  he's  pleas'd  to  send;| 
Why  should  we  blame  the  laws  we  cannot  mend  ? 
Page  70. 


THE    ACCIPTABLI    SACBIflCE. 

WuoE*cT»  approaches  to  the  Lord  of  all, 

Ana  with  his  oilcriogs  desolates  the  stall ; 

A\  ho  brings  an  bundled  bulls  with  garlands  drest. 

The  purple  mantle,  or  the  golden  vest, 

Or  ivoi-y  figures  richly  wrought  around, 

Or  cuiious  images  with  emeralds  crowned ; 

And  hopes  w  itb  these  God's  tavour  to  obtain, 

His  thoughts  are  foolish,  and  his  hopes  are  vain. 

He,  oni}  he  may  trust  his  pray'rs  will  rise,  . 

And  Heav'n  accept  his  grateful  sacrifice. 

Who  kads  beneficent  a  virtuous  life, 

Who  wiun<;b  uo  virgin,  who  corrupts  no  wife. 

No  robber  he,  no  murderer  of  mankind, 

No  mider,  servant  to  the  sordid  mind. 

Dare  to  be  just,  my  Pumphilus,  disdain 

The  smallest  trifle  lor  the  gieatest  gain : 

For  God  is  nigh  thee,  and  his  purer  sight 

In  acts ot gcodness  only  takes  dt tight: 

He  heds  the  labourer  for  hisiioncst  toil. 

And  heaps  his  subsUnce  as  he  turns  the  soiL 

Tu  hiui  then  humbly  pay  the  riles  divine, 

And  r.ot  in  garments,  but  in  goodness  bhine. 

C'ttihless  of  conscience  thou  may'st  safely  sleep, 


THE   MI8BKIES   OP   OLD-IOB.* 

Him,  Panneno,  I  deem  the  happiest  man, . 
Who  having  once  sur\cy  *d  great  Nature**  plan, 
1  his  beauteous  system,  this  stupendous  frame* 
Soon  to  that  place  retires  fn^m  whence  he  came. 
'lliis  common  Sun,the  stars,  the  sireajrsthat  flow. 
The  clouds  that  darken,  and  the  fires  that  glow; 
These  shall  be  always  present  to  thy  view. 
Whether  thou  liv'st  an  hundred  years,  or  few ; 
And  nobler  works,  or  wrought  with  better  skill. 
None  ever  yet  b«  held,  or  ever  will. 
This  life  on  Eanh,  these  scenes  to  man  assigned. 
Suppose  a  mighty  concourse  of  mankind. 
Where  all  contrive  to  trifle  time  away 
In  business,  bustle,  villany,  or  play: 
If  first  this  inn  you  quit,  a  transient  guest. 
You'll  pay  but  little,  and  you'll  fare  the  best : 
Go  then  equipt,  nor  fear  the  stroke  of  fete, 
Vou'll  travel  free  from  envy  and  from  hate. 
But  lingering  guests,  who  lonjter  being  crave. 
Must  sink  at  lust  with  sorrow  to  the  grave: 
For  antient  men  experience  wants  and  woes 
From  friends  departing  or  surviving  foes. 

*  Tlie  late  ingenious  and  learned  I.  Hawkins 
Browne,  eaq.  has  translated  and  int^wroven  this 
fine  fragmcnf  into  his  excellent  poem  De  Anitni 
Jmmortalitaie,  book  the  first. 

Quocirca  ille  mihi  felix  vixisse  videtur. 
Qui  postquam  aspexit  mundi  soienue  theatmm 
JEqMO  animo,  huncsolem,  et  terras,  mare,  nubila, 

et  ignrm ; 
Protinus  uude  abiit,  satur  ut  cnnviva remigrat. 
Nempe  hxc,  seu  centum  vivendo  conteris  annoa. 
Sen  paucos  numeras,  eadem  redeimtia  cenies; 
Hisque  nihil  melius,uihil  atque  recentius  unquam 
Omne  adio  m  terris  agitur  quod  tempos,  babeto 
L't commune  forum;  pcre^rc  vel  euntibus  am- 

plum 
Hospitium,  temer^  fluitans  ubi  vita  moratur, 
Mille  inter  nugas  jactata,  negotiamille. 
Qui  prior  abscedit,  portum  prior  occupat  ;  £ja! 
Collige  vela  citus,  ne  fort6  viatica  de^ot. 
Quid  cessas?  subeunt  morbique  et  acerba  toorum 
Funera,  et  insidiis  circiim  uudique  sapta  senec- 

tus. 

Perhaps  the  reader  will  not  be  displeased  to 
see  Mr.  Soanie  Jennyn's  stranslation  of  the  above 
passage'quoted  from  Mr.  Brr>wne*s  Immortality. 

To  me  most  happy  therefore  he  appears. 
Who  having  once,  unmovM  by  hopes  or  flrars, 
Survt  y'd  this  sun,  caith,  ocean,  clouds,  and  flame^ 
Well  satisfy'd  r€  turns  from  w  hence  he  came. 
Is  life  a  hundred  years,  or  e'er  so  few, 
'Tis  repetition  all,  and  nothing  new: 
A  fair,  where  thousands  meet,  but  none  can  stay. 
An  inn,  where  travellers  bait,  thcn)x>st  away: 
A  sea,  where  man  perpetually  is  tost, 

N'fiW  rtliinoM  lit  Kiicin^>«<    wuvm  in   triA«^  l<%cf  • 
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He  dies  not  wdl ,  who  bending  into  age. 
Droops  under  years,    and  totteriog  quits  the 
stage. 

Page  184. 


Tf»TUl    OWLT    IS    NOBILITY. 

Cease,  if  you  love  me,  moiher,  cease  to  trace 
Our  long  extraction  to  an  antient  race ;  { 
Tis  theirs  alone  who  boast  no  inbred  wor»b 
To  found  their  claim  of  honour  on  thoir  birth, 
And  strive  their  want  of  virtue  to  supply 
With  glory  borrowed  from  old  ancestry. 
That  all  bad  ancestors  the  proof  you  give, 
When  you  admit,  that  all  have  liv'd,  or  live : 
If  thousands  find  it  difficult  to  trace  [place) 

(Through  lack  of  friends,  or  luckless  change  of 
In  whose  pure  veins  their  streams  of  kindred  ran, 
Are  they  less  noble  than  the  few  that  can } 
The  poorest  tenant  of  the  f /ibyan  wild, 
Whose  life  is  pure,  whose  thoughts  are  undefiPd, 
In  titled  ranks  may  claim  the  first  degree. 
For  virtue  only  is  nobility. 

Page  240. 


THE   OMNIPOTEHCK    OP   OOID. 

An  ancient  sage',  which  some  perhaps  think  odd, 
Asserts  that  every  element's  a  gad  ; 
A  god  this  earth,  where  vivid  verdure  gro#s ; 
A  god  the  fire    that    bums,    the  breeze   that 

blows ; 
The  silver  streams  that  thro'  the  vallies  stray. 
The  sUn  that  shine  by  night,  the  Sun  by  day. 
But  I  this  plain,  this  certain  maxim  hold, 
•*  There's  no  propitious  deity  but  gold  :*'^ 
Safe  in  thy  house  this  splendid  god  inshrine. 
And  all  the  blessings  of  the  world  are  thine  ; 
The  grand  retinue,  and  the  bumish'd  plate. 
The  pompous  villa,  and  the  menial  great ; 
Gold  can  buy  friends,  or  soften  rigid  laws. 
And  bias  every  witness  to  your  cause : 
Spare  not  expense — give  largely,  and  tis  odds 
Bat  mighty  gold  will  bribe  the  very  gods. 
Page  249. 

TBB    MISERY    AND   FOLLY    OP   MAN* 

I/)RD  of  creation,  man — come,  all  things  see 
Kx  :ced  in  happiness  and  wisdom  thee. 
Behold  yon  ass,  to  whom  thy  partial  race 
Gives  in  the  world  of  life  the  lowest  place : 
Thou  call'st  him  wretched,  and  1  grant  him  so, 
But  not  from  self  his  pitied  snfferings  flow ; 
Beneath   stem  nature's  load  the  wretch  may 

groan, 
Yet  wisely  still  adds  nothing  of  his  own : 
But  man,  alas  !  besides  his  natural  share. 
Makes  half  those  evils  he  repines  to  bear. 
Does  any  sneeze*?  grief  turns  the  hearers  pale ; 
We  bum  with  anger  if  the  world  should  rail : 
Unlucky  dreams  with  terrour  fill  the  soul ;  ^ 
We  tremble  at  the  hooting  of  an  owl : 
By  contests,  prejudices,  pride,  and  law, 
Uonumber'd  evils  on  ourselves  we  draw. 
Page  244. 

*  Epicharmus. 

*  Sneezing  was  sometSmes   reckoned  an  ill 


MAN  VNBAPFY,  COMPARSD  WITH  OTHRR 
CRBATURES. 

If  to  my  choice  induliient  Heav'n  would  give. 
This  life  worn  out,  another  life  to  life. 
And  say,  "Partake  what  form  delights  thee  best. 
Be  man  again,  again  with  reason  blest ; 
Aisume  the  horse's  streugth^  the  sheep's  warm 

Coat, 
Bark  in  the  dog,  or  wanton  in  the  goat ; 
For  this  is  fate's  immutable  decree. 
And  one  more  being  is  reserv'd  for  thee:** 
To  bounteous  Heav'n  Vd  thus  prefer  my  prayer; 
"  O  let  not  reason's  lamp  be  lighted  here  I 
Make  me  not  man ;  his  only-partial  race 
Holds  vice  in  credit,  virtue  in  disgrace. 
The  steed  victorious  in  the  rapid  course 
Eats  food  more  dainty  than  the  sluggish  horse  : 
Is  there  a  dog,  distinguish'd  for  his  smell } 
No  common  dog  will  ever  fare  so  well : 
Tlie  gallant  cock  that  boasts  beruic  blood, 
Rnkes  not  in  dirty  dunghills  for  his  food  ^ 
And  should  he  strut  among  the  feather'd  crew» 
Each  conscious  brother  pays  him  honour  due. 
Man,  tho'  of  each  accomplishment  possest, 
Reiiown'd  for  valour,  and  with  virtue  blest. 
Gains  from  the  heedless  world  no  due  regard. 
His  worth  no  praise,  his  valour  no  reward  : 
While  fawning  flatterers  bask  in  fortune's  ray, 
Knaves  that  detract,  and  villains  that  betray. 
'Tis  better  far  thro'  any  form  to  pass. 
To  crawl  a  reptile,  or  tod ruHge  an  ass, 
Than  see  base  miscreants,  guilt's  abandon 'dcrew^ 
Enjoy  those  honours  that  are  virtue's  due.'' 
Page  248. 


TBI  ORIOIM   OP   MAN. 

To  know  the  origin  from  whenc<?  you  came. 
And  the  frail  fashion  of  this  human  frnme. 
Pause  o'er  those  monuments  with  pensive  eye. 
Where  purpled  tyrants,  proud  oppressors  lie; 
All  who  could  boast  wealth, wisdom,beauty,birth. 
Here  meet,  and  mingle  with  one  common  earth : 
Yet  these  no  bright  accomplishments  could  save 
From  fate's  dread  sentence    to    the    gloomy 

grave : 
There  while  you  read  the  frailty  of  your  frame, 
Leara  from  what  vile  original  you  came. 
Page  276. 


TBB    FtEASURBS  OP    tOLITUDB. 

How  sweet  and  pleasant  to  a  man  endued 
With  moral  goodness,  is  deep  solitude  ? 
Pensive  to  rove,  not  meditating  harm, 
And  live  in  afliucnce  at  his  country  fann.^ 
For  in  large  cities  where  tlie  many  bide. 
Self-cankering  envy  dwells,and  hi^h-blown  pride: 
There  luli'd  in  all  the  luxury  of  ease. 
They  live  at  large,  liceniious  as  they  please ; 
Yet  soon  these  pleasures  pall,  and  quick  decay. 
Like  the  light  blaze  that  crackling  dies  away. 
Page  178. 


SORROW    FAMILIAR  TO   ALL   MBIf. 

Sure  sorrows  are  to  humnn-kind  ally'd  : 

They  reign  where  Furtuue  pours  her  golden  tide  ^ 
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Besiefce  the  son  of  glory's  splendid  door, 
Grow  grey  and  old  together  with  the  poor. 
Page  104. 


OOOD    AND    zriL   BLEKDfcD. 

Ko  good  in  life  the  race  of  men  can  see, 
Spring  from  one  root,  as  branches  from  the  tree; 
Bat  near  the  good  we  6nd  the  evil  still. 
And  frequent  good  arises  ont  of  UL 
Page  156. 


COHTEWT. 

Mirr  with  all  good  full  many  ills  we  find, 
But  no  one  bliss  to  gratify  the  mind  ; 
If  more  of  good  than  ill  the  gods  have  given, 
Pleased  let  OS  bless  the  bounteous  hand  of  Hea- 
ven. 

.    Page  30. 


HAVlSn    CARE. 

Whatever  offends  thee,  care,  or  grief,  or  strife, 
ih'ive  far  away  beyond  the  verge  of  life : 
For  here,  alas !    we  little  time  posses. 
And  every  sorrow  makes  that  little  less. 
Page  158. 

TEMPLE   OF    REA80V. 

Where'er  the  sacred  rajrs  of  reason  shine. 
There  dwelU  the  god  that  utters  truths  divine. 
Page  22. 

THE    MAN    OP    REASON. 

In  human  nature  nothing  can  excel 
Tlie  man  that  regulates  and  reasons  well ; 
To  show  good  sense  and  order  in  a  thing, 
Denotes  the  chief,  the  counsellor,  the  king: 
These  noble  virtues  nothing  can  exceed, 
Tlie  man  of  reason  is  a  man  indeed. 
Page  90. 

GOODSENSE. 

Bt  EST  are  the  wealthy  who  abound  in  sense. 
Which  gives  a  noble  sanction  to  expense  : 
This,  this  should  be  the  ton  of  fortune's  care, 
The  weight  of  wealth  with  equal  mind  to  bear ; 
For  riches  oft  deprave  the  human  will. 
And  turn  the  bias  of  the  mind  to  ill. 
Page  120. 


A    OOOD    NAME. 

In  every  state  the  good  protection  claim. 
For  the  best  passport  is  an  honest  name. 
Page  134. 


PATIENCE* 

Htm  I  esteem  most  virtuous  of  mankhid, 
"YV  ho  bean  offences  with  a  patient  mind. 
Page  32. 


FAWKES^  POEMS, 


MAN    BLIND   TO   FUTURE    BVBNti* 

Say  not.  O  man !  for  it  becomes  thee  not. 
This  evil  shall  not  happen  to  my  loC 
Page  56. 


FRIENDSHIP. 

As  gold  more  splendid  from  the  fire  appears, 
Thus  friendship  brightens  by  the   length    o^ 
years. 

*    Page  272. 


TYRANTS    VNHAPPr. 

Ah!  dreadful  state  of  soul-oonsumingwoe^ 
Which  tyrants,  proud  oppressors,  undergo  f 
Not  all  their  power,  nor  riches,  can  bestow 
One  heart-felt  pleasnre  which  the  meanest  know* 
What  torments  then  must  curse  their  guilty 

hours 
Who  live  immur'd  in  citadels  and  towers  ? 
Who  thiuk,  mistrustful  of  their  menial  band. 
Each  slave  conceals  a  dagger  in  his  hand  ! 
Such  chastisements  the  gods  for  those  ordain 
Who  uncontr^^'d  despotically  reign. 
Page  24. 


TUE    POOR   SHOULD    NOT    BE    OPPRESSED* 

Who  dares  jvith  wrongs  the  needy  to  pursue. 

Is  base,  nor  base  alone,  but  foolish  too. 

What  thoughtless  pride  to  spurn  that  humble 

state, 
Which  chance  may  make  his  own  unpitied  fate  ? 
Though  now  he  boasts  his  heaps  of  golden  store. 
Soon  may  those  fail,  and  he  be  rich  no  more  ; 
The  streams  of  fortune,  never  at  a  stay,^ 
Ofk  change  their  course,  and  quickly  glide  away* 
Page  34. 


RICHBt. 

What  can  be  weighed  with  riches  in  the  scaled 
They  screen  all  vices  with  a  golden  veiU 
Page  30. 


RICH    AND    POOR    EQUALLY    UNHAPPY. 

The  rich  all  happy  I  was  wont  to  hold. 
Who  never  paid  large  Usury  for  gold. 
"  Those  sons  of  fortune  never  sigh"  (I  said) 
**  Nor  toss  with  anguish  on  their  weary  bed 
But  soft  dissolving  into  balmy  sleep, 
Indulge  sweet  slumbers,  while  the  needy  weep  :* 
But  now  the  great  and  opulent,  I  see. 
Lament  their  lots,  and  mourn  as  well  as  we. 
Page  104. 


FORTUNE   BLIND. 


This  sacred  truth  print  deeply  on  thy  mind  ; 
Fortune,  and  Fortune^s  x^otaries  are  blinds 
Page  28. 
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iVXt.  COVPAMT  OONTAOIOUS* 

Lrr  not  Mte  argrumeots  tby  reason  blind, 
ForeTiJ  OQQTene  taints  the  Tirtuoiu  mind^ 
Page  78^       > 

xupuoEirci. 
He  stands  in  inpaden'ce  withoot  a  peer, 
Who  scorns  to  blush,  and  knows  not  how  to  fear. 
Page  6. 

IMFOaTVMATI  ADTrOB. 

Wmm  veil   onnelTes,  we  boast   the  doctor^ 

skill, 
And  give  adrice  to  others  that  aw  ill*. 
.Page  i6. 

THE    DAMOtRS  OV   IIATRIMOIIT* 

A,  While  pnidence  guides*  change  not,  at  anjr 
A  life  of  freedom  fbr\he  married  state :    [rate, 
1  Tentur'd  once  to  play  that  desperate  game, 
And  therefore  warn  you,  not  to  do  the  same. 

B.  The  counsel  may  be  wge  which  you  advance  j 
ButPm  resolv'd  to  take  the  commbn  chance. 
A.  Mild  gaJes  attend  that  voyage  of  your  life. 
And  waft  you  safely  thro*  the  sea  of  strife: 
Not  the  dire  Libyan,  or  JEgasan  sea. 

Where  out  of  thirty  ships  scarce  perish  three; 
fiat  that,  where  daring  fools  most  dearly  pay. 
Where  all  that  sail  are  surely  cast  away. 
Page  22. 

T^l  COMFORTS  OF  HATlIMOIfT. 

Vou  judge  quite  wrong  to  think  your  fortune 

bard; 
Life's  troubles,  not  its  blessings,  3rou  regard: 
Believe  me,  friend;  the  race  oif  man  can  know 
No  earthly  oomfort,una]lay'd  with  woe. 
Much  plague,  no  doubt,attends  a  suroptnons  wife. 
She's  the  sure  torment  of  her  husband's  life. 
Vet  ev'n  from  her  some  benefits  accrue,     [too: 
Sbe  brings  him  sons,  she  brings  him  daughters 
When  111,  her  care  administers  relief. 
When  fortune  frowns,  she  soJaoes  his  grief: 
When  age  or  sickness,  brings  him  to  his  end. 
She  decently  inters  him,  like  a  friend. 
Thmk,  think  on  this  when  slight  vexations  tease  • 
The  mighty  cliarm  will  set  your  heart  at  ease  : ' 
But  if  you  let  wild  sorrow  thus  prevail. 
And  place  no  comforts  in  the  other  scale ; 
Not  weighing  gain  with  loss,  nor  good  with  ill, 
vtUl  you  must  murmur,  and  be  wretched  stilL 
Page  122. 

THE  tlOa  AHD  TOUNO    SBOVLD  MABRT. 

Those  that  are  rich,  and  in  the  bloom  of  life, 
Kay  wed  and  prove  the  oonforts  of  a  wife; 

1  St.  Paul  has  copied  this  «entence  from  Me- 
■wder,  ^^tftMtffAnxf^  o/oXkn  vomsi*  which 
aie  the  very  words  of  our  author. — Evil  oommu- 
Bications  corrupt  good  ipanners.    i  Cor.  15. 33. 

'  Facile  ooinet  cum  lO^eiQAm  ^p09lM  ^VJBUti^  I 


But  who  postpo^  the  bHts  tiU  pss^ their  prime^ 
Must  pay  large  interest  for  negUct  of  time* 
Page  84. 


HATSRKAI.    AFFICTIOK. 

War  for  her  children  should  the  wife,  expreif 
More  fond  affection,  and  the  husband  less  ? 
The  reason,  if  I  rightly  judge,  is  this. 
She  knows  them  her's,  and  he  but  tbiukf  theip 
his. 

Page  136. 


yURSK    MTRTILA. 

RovsB  butold  Myrtila,  the  nurse,  and  give  her 
The  least  occasipn,  and  she'll  talk  for  ever  i 
With  far  less  art  and  ease  you  may  restrain 
The  sounding  cjrnibals  of  Dodooa's  fsne, 
(Which,  if  bat  touchM,  the  holy  augur  heaM 
Tlie  live-long  day  remurmur'd  in  his  ears) 
Than  still  this  x^hattering  crone  who  with  hm 

Ules 
Torments  the  weary  night  as  soon  as  evemng  £iilf« 

The  learned  reader  will  find  the  original 
of  this  fragment  in  Dr.  Bentfey's  Emendations  of 
Menander,  page  16,  printed  at  Cambridge,  in 
the  year  1713. 


POVriE   OF    MUSIC. 

Music  has  diarms  the  savage  breast  to  moifi^ 
And  songs  are  Syrens  that  invite  to  love* 
Page  84. 


TBI   STRICTLT-RIORTIOVS   FlBLD* 

SuftB  never  swain  with  anxious  labour  till'4 
A  more  religious,  or  a  juster  field : 
Abimdant  tribute  to  the  gods  it  pays 
In  ivy,  flowers,  and  honorary  bays: 
If  I  sow  barely,  to  a  shigle  grain, 
It  justly  brings  the  quantity  again* 
Page  32. 

LOT!    OMNIPOTBlfT. 

'Gainst  1ove*s  unerring  arts  there's  no  defence. 
They  wound  the  blockhead,  and  the  man  m 

Page  U. 


XNO^    OTBIRS. 

'<  KNbw  thou  thyself,"  was  always  said  bf  old^ 
A  maxim  not  quite  absolute  I  hold; 
It  had  been  better  far,  you  must  allow. 
And  more  our  interest  *' Other  men  to  know.** 
Pftge86» 
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FAWKES'  POEMS. 


IGNIS  FATUVSh 


WILL  WITH  A  WISP. 


(j-RAMi^EOS  iofra  campos,  penetralia  Flons 
purpuitHs  opibus  redolentia,  fameos  ae'r 
Caligat  i  varios  h!c  tellus  ubere  partu 
Flamioarum  ponit  fcetus,  et  pin^ia  venif 
l^utrimenta  fovct,  genitalia  semina  reruns. 
Qus  po6tquam  matris  dudum  sopita  silenti 
Incub{!iere  sinu,  quoties  Titanius  ardor 
Sxvit  in  aestivas  luces,  patefacta  sub  auras 
Keddit  humus;  pars  sthered  regione  viarum 
Expatiatur  ovans;  levitas  sua  sufficit  alas. 
Pars  ignava  tenet  terrae.confinia,  sese 
Insinuans  inter  noctumos  undique  rores. 
Et  jam,  sen  calidis  pugnent  humentia,  vires 
Sive  bitumines  rapiant  incehdia,  flamma 
Etflit,  et  vivos  imitatur  ludicra  motus. 

Aspice !  ctim  rebus  nox  abstulit  atra  colorelD, 
Fusus  ad  irriguas  ripas  micat  igneus  humor, 
Mobilitatevigens,  et  eundoflumtna  verrit    , 
Snmma  levis,  liquidisque  sororibus  oscula  libat. 

Jam  varios  meditans  excursus  ocyus  Euro 
Ardet  abire  fug&  per  inane  volatile  lumen. 
Stare  loco  nescit,  saliensque  per  onmia  puncto 
Temporis  itque  reditque  vagans  sine  oorpore  vita. 
Hinc  s2epe,obsc(cnos  iterat  dum  noctua  cantus, 
Kigrantes  inter  tenebras  prope  limina  Diviim 
Tristibus  insultat  lux  importuna  sepulchris. 
^gros  hue  nresBus  si  fbrt^  advertat  anus  qua;, 
Igneolos  cemit  lemures,  simulachraque  mille 
Borret  inops  animi,  stolidi  figmenta  timoris. 
Jamque  adeo  lat^  fabellam  spargit  anilem 
Fama  volans,  trepidat  mentes  igoobile  vulgus. 
Scilicet  bic  animaB  tenues,  defimctaque  vit4 
Corpora,  subsiliunt  obscuri  nocte  per  umbram. 
Seu  Libitina  fero  visu  sua  regna  pererrat, 
Et  tumulos  numerans  lugubresy  honrida  quassat 
Funebres  taedas  &  formidabile  lumen. 

Quin  fc  mille  dolos  volvcas  sub  pectore  flamma 
Avia  pervolitat,  quam  cxcd  nocte  viator 
Deprensus  sectaturovans ;  quid  cogitet  ignis 
Nescius  heu  !  Fax  ante  volans  per  opaca  locomm 
.   Errabunda  regit  vetdigia,  perfida  tand<im 
Deferit  immersum  stagno  squalente  colonum 
Eructantcm  iras,  birsutaque  collamadentem. 

Talem  flumines  quondam  risire  sorores 
Pana  Deum  Arcadia,  taciti  Ladonis  ad  amnem  ; 
Scilicet  bic  njrmphamcaptans  juvenile  micantem, 
Oscula  dum  peteret,  metiiis  effusus  in  undis 
Virgine  pro  tener^  fcedam  complectitur  ulvam. 

Ast  ubi  jam  Phoebi  radiis  Aurora  rubescit 
Pulchrior,  &  steilis  acies  obtusa  videiur, 
Purpureo  superata  die,  caput  abd it  imago, 
Etprocul  in  tenuesit  vita  minutula  ventos. 
Hand  secus  ignaros  duxit  Cartesius  olim 
Pbilosophos,  rapiens  'deserta  per  ardua  coecse 
Katurs  ;  demum  Newtonus  luce  coruscans 
£o&,  mundique  sagax  arcana  tueri, 
Materiam  pepulit  subtilem,  egitque  sub  umbras. 
Cantabr.  in  comitiis  prioribus,  1730-1. 


*  This  elegant  copy  of  verses  was  written,  as 
an  academical  exercise,  by  my  worthy  friend, 
and  former  tutor,  the  rev.  Richard  Oakley, 
|A.  A.  late  fellow  <)fj66U8  College,  Cambridge. 


Db>p  in  the  silence  of  the  grassy  plains. 
Where  Flora,  dcjest  in  purple  beauty  reigns. 
Ambrosial  queen  of  flowerets  sweet  and  fair; 
Impregnated  with  vapours  the  thick  air 
Grows  stagnant:  here  at  frequent  births  trans- 
Profuse,  the  living  particles  of  fire,  [pirc, 
Which,  from  her  lap;  the  Earth  prolific  flings, 
The  genial  seeds,  and  origin  of  things :       , 
These,  long  time  ripening,  oft  as  Titan's  ray 
Bright-buming  blazes  on  the  summer*s  day. 
At  length,  emerging  from  the  soil,  repair. 
And  sport,  capricious,  in  the  fields  of  air: 
Some,  lightly  mounting  in  th'  ctherial  sky, 
Expatiate  freely,  and  in  meteors  fly  :  [spe. 
Some,  near  the  ground  their  vagrant  course  puc- 
And  blend  delusion  with  Ihe  nightly  dew : 
For  whether  from  the  strife  of  moisk^nd  dry,  * 
Or  from  bitumen  fiery  sparkles  fly, 
A  sudden  flame  the  mingling  vapours  give. 
Which  seems,  to  mortal  eyes,  to  move  and  live. 
Lo !  when  the  beauteous  landscape  fades  in  night, 
In  some  irriguous  valley,  glimmering  bright. 
The  false  flame  dances,  or  with  quivering  gleam, 
Skims  on  the  bosom  of  the  winding  stream, 
Sports  with  the  Naiads,  and  in  wanton  play. 
Kisses  the  sisters  of  the  watery  way. 
Now  through  the  void  the  vain  excursive  light. 
Fleet  as  the  wind,  precipitates  its  flight, 
Unfix'd  and  volatile  with  instant  bound 
Tii  here,  'tis  there,  and  roves  the  country  round. 
Ofl  as  the  darkling  owl  renews  her  song, 
In  lone  church-yards  it  gleams,  the  moumfol 

graves  among. 
Should  some  old  hag  slow  hobbling  hither  tend. 
She  spies,  no  doubt,  the  fiery-flaming  fiend  j 
To  her  mind's  eye  a  thousand  ghosts  appear. 
The  foolish  apparitions  of  her  fear. 
Then  all  around  tremendous  tales  are  spread, 
And  the  weak  vulgar  sUnd  appall'd  with  dread  ; 
For  here  they  deem,  deprived  the  golden  light, 
That  spirits  wander  in  the  gloom  of  night  j 
Or  that  pale  Proserpine,  fierce-visag^d,  comes 
To  number  all  the  melancholy  tombs. 
And  dreadful,  as  she  frowns,  the  deadly  dame 
Shakes  her  dire  torches  tipt  with  livid  flame. 

Oft  o'er  the  dreary  waste,  or  boundless  plain. 
This  bright  deception  leads  the  nightly  swain  j 
Thoughtless  of  harm  he  plods  the  forest  o'er. 
Where  never  wanderer  bent  his  way  before. 
At  length,  deluded  by  the  fickle  fire, 
He  sinks  absorpt  in  bogs,  and  flounces  in  the 
mire.  > 

yhus  once,  where  Ladon  rolls  his  silent  flood, 
Laugli'd  the  fair  Naiads  at  th*  Arcadian  gwlj 
A  blooming  nymph  he  saw,  admir'd,  carcst, 
And  when  he  strove  todasp  her  to  his  breast, 
Piung'd  in  the  waves  among  the  watery  weeds 
He  lost  the  virgin,  and  embrac'd  the  r^eds. 

But  when  the  rosy  mom  her  blush  displays. 
And  all  the  splendour  of  the  stars  decays. 
The  light  fantastic  phantoms  cease  to  glare. 
Lost  in  the  day,  and  flit  in  empty  air. 

Descartes   thus,    great  Nature's   f  anderiog 
Fallacious  led  philosophy  aside,  [guide, 

'Till  Newton  rose,  in  orient  beauty  bright,  [light. 
He  rose,  and  brought  the  world's  dark  laws  to 
Then  subtile  matter  saw^  mid  yaiiiiihed  at  hi) 
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DATUR  MUNDORUM  PLURALlTJS. 
BY  CHRISTOPHER  SMART,  M.  A. 

Ukde  labor  dotus  hie  meati  ?  Qus  cmra  quie- 
Sollicitat,  rapiensque  extra  confiaim  teme,  [Um 
Caleste-.  sine  more  jubct  volitare  per  ignes  ? 
ScHicet  impatiens  angustoboc  orbe  teneri, 
FoDtenelle,  tuos  audax  imitarier  ausus  *  * 

Cestk),  &  insolitas  spirant  prscordia  flammas* 

Pallor,  an  ipse  ▼enit?  Delapeus  ab  ethere 
BnTnmo 
Pcgason  urget  eqoes,  kterique  flagellar  instat : 
Me  vocat ;  3c  duris  desiste  laboribus,  inqnit, 
**  Me  duce,  carpe  viam  facilem,  tibi  singula  clar^ 
Expcdiam,  tibi  ceniere  erit,  quos  sidera  odnint, 
Indigenas,  cultusque  ▼ir^m,  moresquedocebo." 
Kec  mora,  pepnipedem  conscendo  jussot,  ovans- 
que  *  [oruni 

(Qnaoqiiam  animus  Kcum  yolveas  exempla  pri- 
6ellen4»bonteie  pallet  dispendia  fame)  ' 
Post  equitem  9cdeo,  liquidumque  per  a§ra  labor. 
-^Mercoriumpetimusprimdm:  dux  talibus  in- 
*'  Aspicias  Tanae  malesaoa  negotia  gentis*      [fit : 
Qazm  mens  destituit  Titane  exusta  propinquo. 
Stramioeis  Tiden*?  Hie  Telatus  tempora  sertis 
Emicat,  k,  solos  reges  erepat  atque  tetrarcfaas. 
Ilk  suam  carbone  Cbloen  depingit  amater 
Infelix,  segram  nidia  indigestaque  mentem 
Carolina  demulcent,  Sndoctaqne  tibia  musas. 
£o  f  sedet  incomptus  crines  barfaataqne  menta 
Astrologus,  nova  qui  venatur  tidera,  solus 
Semper  in  ohscuro  penetrali ;  multaque  mures 
linea  nigrantes,  &  multatriaogulapingunt. 
Ecce !  aed  interea  currti  flammanta  propinqnat 
Titaiu^Clamo,  O  me!    gelid&  sabrupe^  sub 

umbl 
Sisteprecor:  tantosneqneoperferreciJores.*' 


P^asoD  inde  too  genios  felicior  astio 
ippulit,  alma  Venus.    Spirant  quammolliter 

auras! 
Kidet  ager,  frugum  iacilis,  laacivaque  florum 
Kutrix ;  non  Euri  niit  hie  per  dulaa  Tempe 
Visfera,  non  Bores:  sed  blaudioraura  Favont, 
lewis  agens  tremolo  natantes  vertice  syltas. 
Usque  foretteneros,  quos  usque  resuscitat,  ig- 
Hic  laetis  animata  sonis  saltatio .  rivit :         [nes. 
Hie  jam  voee  cict  cantdm,  jam  peetine,  dulces 
Hosica  docta  modoa:    puldira    longo  online 

nymphs 
Cestivasducunt  choreas,  dilectajurentns 
FertaUm  stipant  eomites :  latdhalatamomo 
Omne  nemos,  varioque  astemi  veris  odore : 
Curaprocul:  circumvolitantrisusquejocique: 
Atque  amor  est,  quodcunque  vidcs.     Venus  ipsa 


^  FOTJGE  TO  THE  PLANETS. 


W^uRMci  this  new  ardor?  whence  this  rage  to 
trace  [space  ? 

New  worlds  that  roll  through  ether's  boundless 
Snatcb'd  fnim  the  oonftnes  of  this  orb  of  c^ay. 
With  emulation  fir'd  I  wing  my  way. 
Where  Fontenelle  fint  saw  the  planets  roll. 
And  all  the  god  tumultuous  shakes  my  soul. 
Yesy  yeSf  he  comes !    and  through  the  sua* 
bright  skies  [cries« 

Drives  foaming  Pegasus ;    "  Cease,  cease,"  h^ 
**  All  meaner  ta^ks ;  'tis  thine  with  me  to  soar^ 
And  visit  kingdoms  nnexplor'd  before ; 
While  I  succinctly  show  each  various  race-, 
Themanniers,  and  the  genius  of  the  place." 
I  (though  my  mind  with  lively  horrour  fraught* 
Thinks  on  Bellerophoo,  and  dreads  the  thought) 
Mount  quick  behind  j  the  winged  courser  flies. 
And  cleaves  the  azure  of  the  liquid  skies. 

First  Mercury,  swiil  circling  round  the  Sun, 
We  reach,  when  thus  my  friendly  guide  begun: 
'*  Mark  well  the  genius  of  this  fiery  place, 
The  wild  amusements  of  the  brainsick  race. 
Whose  minds  the  beams  of  Titan,  too  intense* 
Affect  with  frenzy,  and  distract  the  sense. 
A  monarch  here  gives  subject  princes  law 
A  mighty  monarch,  with  a  crown  ofstraw, 
Uete  the  lone  lover,  on  the  cieling  bare, 
With  charcoal  paints  his  Chloe  heav'niy  fiur; 
In  sadly  soothing  strain  rude  notes  he  sings. 
Or  grates  harsh  discord  from  the  jarring  stringiw 
I/> ;  an  astrologer,  with  filth  besmear'd, 
Rough  and  neglected,  with  a  length  of  beard. 
Pores  round  his  cell  for  undiscovered  stars, 
And  decks  the  wall  with  triangles  and  ^uarei^ 
Lo ! — But  the  radiant  car  of  Phoebus  nigh 
Glows  with  red  ardour,  and  roflames  the  sky—* 
Ob  1 ,  waft  me,  hide  me  in  some  cool  retreat; 
I  droop,  I  sicken  with  the  fervent  heat,'* 

Thence  to  that  milder  orb  we  wing  our  way. 
Where  Venus  governs  with  an  easy  sway. 
Soft  breathes  the  air ;  fair  Flora  paints  the  ground. 
And  firuitfiil  Ceres  deals  her  gifts  around. 
This  blissful  Tempe  no  rough  blasts  molest. 
Of  blustering  Boreas,  or  the  balehil  east  ^ 
But  gentle  Zephyrs  o'er  the  woodlands  stray. 
Court  the  tall  trees,  and  round  the  branches  play. 
Their  genial  gales  dispensing  as  they  flow, 
To  fan  those  passions  uhich  th^y  teach  to  glow. 
Here  the  gay  youth  in  measured  steps  advance. 
While  sprightly  music  animates  the  dance  ; 
Here  the  soft  sounds  of  melody  inspire 
Sighs  to  the  song,  and  languors  to  the  lyre : 
Fair  nymphs  and  amorous  swains,  a  lovely  band. 
Blend  in  the  dance,   light-bounding   hand    in 

hand. 
From  every  grove  the  buxom  Zeph3rr8  bring 
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Janqqe  datulii  moKmur  iter,  ledesque  beatas 
Multa  gemens   linquOy    &    lugubre   rubentia 

Martis 
Arra,  ubi  sanguines  dominantur  in  omnia  rixs^ 
Advebimur^  ferro  riget  borrida  turba,  geritque 
Spiealaque,  gladiosque,  ferosque  in  belLa  dolones. 
Pro  oborei,  &  dulcl  niodulamine,  Pyrrhicut  illis 
Saltus,  &  borribiles  placet  sere  ciere  tonores. 
Hie  oonjux  viduata  viro  longo  cffera  luctu 
Flet  Doctum,  soltunque  torum  steriletque  Hyme- 

n8B09 

Depiorans,  lacerat  crines,  &  peotora  plangit : 
Kecquicquam — sponsus  ni  fort^  appareat,  bospes 
Heu !   breris,  in  somnis;  &  ludicra  fallat  imago. 
Immemor  iile  tori  interea  ruit  acer  in  hostem : 
Horrendum  strepit   annomm   firagor   undique 

,campi8; 
AtqueimmortatoB  durant  in  secola  pugne. 


Hinc  Jovis  immensnm  delati  aooedimus  or- 
niic  mille  locis  exercet  seva  tyrannus         fbeni. 
Imperia  in  totidem  servos,  totidemque  rebeiies : 
Sed  brevis  exercet:  parat  iili  fata  veneno 
Petjams,  populosque  premit  noms  ipse  tyrannus. 
Hi  decies  pacem  fignnt  pretio  atque  refignnt : 
Turn  demum  arma  parant:    longe  lateque  co- 

hortes 
Exfendnntur  agris ;  simal  leauora  tota  teguntur 
Classibus,  &  flcti  celebrantur  utrinque  triumph!. 
Fcedera  mox  ineunt  nunqnam  vioknda:  brevique 
iJellt  iterum  simulachra  cient!  rcfemnturin  al- 
Classes,  paciflcoque  replentur  milite  campi.  [turn 
Filius  hie  patri  meditatur,  sponsa  marito» 
Servus  haro  insidias.     Has  leges  seilioet  iliii 
Imposuit  natura  locis,  quo  tempore  patrem 
Jupiter  ipse  suum  solio  detmsit  avita 
Inde  venena  riris,  perjuria,  monera,  iVaudes, 
Suadetopum  sitis^  &  regnandi  diira  cupido. 


Satumi  tandem  nos  illsetabilis  ora 
Aocipit:  ignavum  pectis  hie  per  opaca  locomm 
Pinguescunt  de  more,  gravi  torpentque  Tetemo. 
VWitor  in  specubus:  qois  enim  tamseduhiSy 

arces 
Qui  struat  ingentes,  operosaque  mieniacondat } 
Idem  pmnes  stupor  altus  habet,  sab  pectore  ftxus. 
Non  studia  ambitiosa  Jovis,  variosve  kbores 
Mercurii,  non  Martis  opus,  non  Csrprida  nArunt. 
Post  obitum,  at  perhib^ty  aedes  glomerantur  in 

istas 


Now  through  the  destin'd  fields  of  air  we  fly* 
And  leave  those  happy  mansions  with  a  sigh : 
Thence  the  dire  coast  we  reach*  the  dreary 
plains,  [reigm: 

Where  Mars,  grim    god,  and  bloody  Discoid 
Tlie  host  in  arms  embattled  sternly  stands. 
The  sword,  the  dart,  the  dagger  in  their  bands. 
Here  no  fair  nymphs  to  silver  sounds  advance. 
But  boskin'd  heroes  form  the  Pyrrhic  dance. 
And  brazen  trumpets,  terrible  from  far. 
With  martial  music  fire  the  soul  to  war. 
Here  mourns  the  lovely  bride  her  husband  fled,  . 
The  sterile  nuptials,  the  deserted  bed. 
Sighs  the  lung  nights,  and,  frantic  with  despair, 
B^ts  her  soft  breast,  and  rends  her  flowing  hair : 
In  vain  she  sighs,  in  vain  dissolves  in  tears-^ 
In  sleep,  perchance,  the  warrior  lord  appears, 
A  fleeting  form  that  glides  before  her  sight, 
A  momentary  vision  of  the  night 
Mean  while,  regardless  of  her  tender  woe. 
The  hardy  husband  rushes  on  the  foe : 
Harsh  sounds  of  war  through  regions  distant  rage. 
And  fights  immortal  last  frt>m  a^  to  age. 

Hence  through  the  boundless  void  we  nimbly 
move. 
And  reach  the  wide-extended  plains  of  Jove. 
Here  the  stem  tyrant  sways  an  iron  rod  ; 
A  thousand  vassals  tremble  at  his  nod. 
How  short  the  period  of  a  tyrant's  date ! 
The  poisonous  phial  speeds  the  work  of  fate : 
Scarce  is  the  proud,  imperious  tjnrant  dead. 
But,  lo  !  a  second  lords  it  in  his  stead. 
Here  peace,  as  common  merchandize  is  sold. 
Heaven's  first,  best  blessing,  for  pernicious  gold: 
War  soon  succeeds,  the  sturdy  squadrans  stand 
Wide  o'er  the  fields,  a  formidable  band : 
With  numerous  fleets  they  crowd  the  groaniof 

main. 
And  triumph  for  the  victories  they  feign: 
Again  in  strict  alliances  unite. 
Till  Discord  raise  the  phantom  of  a  fight  | 
Again  they  sail ;  again  the  troops  prepare 
Their  falchions  for  the  mockery  of  war. 
The  son  inhuman  seeks  his  Other's  life. 
The  slave  his  master's,  and  her  lord's  the  wife. 
With  vengeance  thus  their  kindling  busoms  fire. 
Since  Jove  uforp'd  the  sceptre  of  his  sire. 
Hence  poisons,  bribes,  frauds,  peijuries,  betray; 
And  thirst  of  gold,  and  avarice  of  sway. 

At  length  we  land,  vast  fields  of  ether  croe^ 
On  Satnm's  cold,  uncomfortable  coast ; 
In  dismal  gloom  here  drones  inactive  lull 
The  lazy  hours,  lethargically  dull. 
In  caves  vhey  live ;  were  sluggards  ever  knowm 
To  raise  a  citadel,  or  build  a  town  ? 
The  same  deep  stupor,  throngb  the  lifeless  whole. 
Chills  in  the  breast,  and  freezes  in  the  soul.  . 
These  never  know  th'  ambitious  schemes  of  Jove, 
Their  breasts  not  fire^firaoght  Mercury  can  move, 
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PigTim  undaili  volmnt,  It  solm  ptptveni  pancunt ; 
Quoram  lentas  odor,  lethttaque  pocula  somnot 
SuAdeatperpenttif^  circnmftiigque  tenebwe. 


Horrendo  vita  obstopul :  quio  Pegason  Ipgam 
Defec^re  animi  j  sensit  dux,  terque  flagdlo 
Insoauit  clar&m,  terque  alta  tocc  morantem 
locrepuit:  secat  ille  cito  pede  I«via  campi 
SJtherti,  terreque  secundk  allabitar  aur&. 

CaaUbr.  in  Comitiis  prioribasj  1740-1. 


MATERIBS  GAUDBT  ri  INERTIM. 

BY  CHRISTOPHBR  SMART,  M.  A. 
V BBTBCUM  in  patria,  qok  lat^  Bel^ca  squateot 


THE  TEMPLE  OP  DULNESS. 


t«t 


Am.  inarata,  palus  horrenda  voragine'crebri 
Ante  oculos  jacet ;  hand  illic  i mpune  viator. 
Per  tencbras  iter  instituat ;  tremit  undique  tellus 
Sab  pedibus  malefida,  vapores  undique  dcnsos 
Sudat  humu8,nebulisque  amicitur  tristibus  berba. 

Hoc  fato  infelix  st  quando  agiterit  iniqiio, 
£t  tut6  in  medium  liceat  penetrare,  videbit 
Attonitus,  nigr&  de  nube  emergere  templum^ 
Templum  iogens,    immane,    altum  penetrale 

Stuporis. 
Plambea  itat  turris,  plumbum  sinuatur  in  arcus, 
£t  soUdo  limota  tument  fuodamina  plnmbo.         i 
fianc  pirn  Matertea  Divo  adem  extruxit  inerti,  ' 
StulUtia  i^pupulia— quid  enim?  Lethargica  lem- 

Sponte sua  nibil aggreditur, dormitat inboraa, 
£t,  sine  vi,  nullo  gaudet  Dea  languida  motu. 
H)c  eamonttra  habitant,  qa«  olim  sub  lumi- 
nisauraa 
Hateriea  peperit  somno  patre,  lividus  iste 
Zoilus,  &  fiavio  non  imparMaBviaii;  audax 
Spinoza,  &  Pyrrho,  cumque  Hobbesio  Epicurus. 
Ait  omnes  valeai  quss  muia  referre  !  frequentes 
Usque  adeo  Yideaa    bebeies  properare  ?— nee 

adfert 
Qnidqnamopis  Anglorum  doctse  Ticmia  gentis. 
Sic  quondam,  ut  perhibent,  stupuijt  Beotica  tel- 
Vicini  Hcet  AntycirA,  nihil  inde  salutis,       [lus 
Mil  tslit  hellebori  Zq^hyrus^   cum   s«pe  per 

araiior 
Felieem  ad  Lesbon  levibot  i^litaverit  alis^ 
Indigene  mellita  ferens  sospiria  Plonk 


Porticus  ilia  vides  ?  Gothicis  suffulta  oolumnis, 
Templi  adilua,  quiUn  laxa  patet !  custodia  qualis 
Ante  fores !  quatoor  forms  sua  toUere  miris 
Ora  modis !  en !   torva  tuens  stat  limine  in  ipso. 
Personam  Logices  induta,  Sophistica,  denis 
Oncta  Cat^orils ;  matrem  que  maxima  natn 
Filia   Materiem    agoosdt— quantum  instar  in 
ipfAttt! 


The  woods,  if  woods  there  be.  He  la..^ ,  ^ 

Beneath  Ueak  mounUina  of  eternal  smmt. 
Dull  animals  inhabit  this  abode, 
The  owl,  mole,  dormouse,  tortoise,  and  the  toad* 
Dull  rivers  roil  within  their  channels  deep, 
And  only  feed  the  poppy  ai  they  creep  :       [Tit€ 
Whose  stagnant  fiimes,  and  dosing  draughttinw 
Perpetual  slumbers  io  perpetual  night 

Aghast  I  stood,  the  drowsy  vapours  lull 
My  soul  io  gloom,  ev»n  Pegasus  grew  dull. 
My  guide  observed,  and  thrice  he  urg»d  his  speedy 
Thrice  the  loud  lash  resounded  fiom  the  steed, 
Fir'ff  at  the  strokes,  he  flies  with  slackened  rein 
Swift  o'er  the  level  of  the  liquid  plain, 
Glides  with  the  gentle'gale,  and  ligbu  on  earth 
again. 

TBE  TEMPLE  OF  DULNESS. 


Dbbp  in  the  bosom  of  BaUvian  plains, 
Where  wethers    fiitten,    and    where 

reigns. 
Full  many  a  fen  rafests  the  putrid  sborv. 
And  many  a  gulph  the  melancholy  moor. 
Let  not  the  stranger  in  these  regions  stay. 
Dark  is  the  sky  and  perilous  the  way ; 
Beneath  his  steps  the  quiveriug  turfli  resound* 
Dense  ibgs  exhale,  and  dwell  upon  the  ground. 
Here  should  you  rove,  by  Pate's  severe 
mand. 
You'll  see,  within  the  centre  of  the  land. 
The  fane  of  Duhiess,  of  prodigious  size. 
Emerging  from  a  sable  cloud  arise. 
A  leaden  tower  upheaves  its  heavy  bead. 
Large  leaden  arches  press  the  slimy  bed. 
The  soft  soil  swells  beneath  the  load  of  lead. 
Old  Matter  here  ereeted  this  abode. 
At  Folly's  impulse,  Io  the  slothful  god. 
Here  the  majestic  drone  delights  tosuy. 
Slumbering  the  dull,  inactive  hours  away  | 
Here  still,  unless  by  foreign  force  imprest. 
She  holds  the  sceptre  pf  eternal  rest 

Their  habitation  here  those  monsters  keep^ 
Whom  Matter  fiather'd  on  the  ged  of  Sleep  s 
Here  Zoilns,  with  cankering  envy  pale. 
Here  Mevius  bids  his  brother  Bavius,  hail ; 
Bold  athebt  leaders  head  their  senselese  mobi, 
Spinoza,  Pyio,  Epicurus,  Hobbes. 
How  can  the  Muse  recount  tlie  numerous  oraw 
Offrequeot  dunces  crowding  on  the  view?   .. 
Nor  can  leam'd  Albion's  sun  that  boms  so  bright^ 
Illuminate  the  realms  involv'd  in  night, 
BcBotia  thus  remain'd,  in  days  of  yore,     ^ 
Senseless  and  stupid,  tho'  the  neighbouring  shore 
Afibrded  salutary  hellebore : 
No  cure  exhai'd  from  Zephyr's  buxom  breezy 
That  gently  brush'd  the  bosom  of  the  seas. 
As  oft  to  Lesbian  fields  he  wing*d  his  way. 
Fanning  fiur  Flora,  and  in  airy  play 
Breathed  balmy  sighs,  that  melt  the  sool  away. 

Behpld  that  portico  !  how  vast,  hovf  wide ! 
The  pillars  Gothic, wrought  with  barbarous  pride  | 
Four  monstrous  shapes  before  the  portal  wait. 
Of  horrid  aspect,  centries  to  the  gate : 
Lol  in  the  entrance,  irith  diadainfbl  eye. 
In  Logick'sdark  disguise,  stands  Sophistry: 
Bar  very  front  would  oommoM  sense  canfouML 
£M«Bpati*d  witli  tes  oat^foriet  iviMd  I, 
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PAWKES'  POEMS. 


Grande  ctpat,  teirawoculi,  cutis  arida  prodont 
Fallacem :  rete  una  manus  tenet,  altera  Aistein. 
Vett^s  arachneis  sordet  cisciimdata  telis, 
Queis  gaudet  labyrinthoxM  Dea  caliida  nodoa. 
AspiciasjaM  fanereo  gradientem  incessu— 
Qnam  ient^.ccelo  Saturn!  ▼olvitur  astnun : 
Qukm  lent*  saltaverunt  post  Orphea  montes: 
Qukm  lent^,  (>x(>nii,  tennis  pondera  csnin 
Gestant  tergeminorum  abdoouDa  bedellonun. 


Proodma  deinde  tenet  loca  sbrte  insana  Ma- 
thesis,  [capillos, 
Nuda  pedes,  cblamydem  discincta,    incoropta 
Immemor  eattemi,  puoctoque  innixa  reclinat. 
Ante  pedes  vario  insriptam  diagrammate  arenam 
Cernas,  rectis  cuna,  atque  interlexta  rotunda 
Schemata  quadratis — queis  scilicet  abdita  renun 
Pandere.  se  jactat  solaro,  doctasquesorores 
Fastidit,  propriaeque  nihil  non  arrogat  arti. 
I  Ham  olim;  ducc  Neutono,  dum  tendit  ad  astra, 
iEtheriasque  domot  supeHbn,  in^ignata  ydan- 
_,_.         ^      .  [scens 
Turba  mathematics m  retrahit,  pcenasqae  repo- 
Detinet  in  terria,  nugisque  ezercet  ineptis. 


Tenia  Microphile,  proles  fartiva  parents 
^▼ins !  produxit  enim  commixta  furenti 
Piva  viro  Physice — ^muscas  &  papiliones 
Xnstrat  inexpletiiro,  collumque  &  tempore  rident 
Floribus,  k  fungis,  tot&que  propagine  veris. 
Rare  oculis  nugarum  avidis  aninuUia  qusrit 
Omne  gent^,  seu  serpit  humi,  seu  ludit  in'undis, 
Sen  Tolitans  tremulis  iiquidumsecataen  pemus. 
O !  ubi  Httoribus  nostris  felicior  aure 
l*olypon  appulerit,  quanto  cava  templa  Stuporit 
Mugitu  coDCussa  trement,  reboabit  &  ingens 
Pnlsa  palus !  Plausu  excipiet  Dea  blanda  secnndo 
Microphile  ante  omnek;  jam  non  crocodilon  ado- 
^,     ,      rat!  [arfet, 

Nonbombys^  chonchseve  juvant :    sedPolypon 
Solum  Polypon  ardet,— &  ecce !  faceU  fereci 
Falce  novoB  creat  asstdu^,  pascitque  creatos, 
Ab!  mododilectispaadtnotagaudlaiuusda. 


She  from  Old  Matter,  the  great  noUier  canM> 
By  birth  the  elde8t--and  bow  like  the  darnel 
Her  shrivePd  skin,  small  eyes,  enormous  pate. 
Denote  her  shrewd,  and  subtle  in  debate  : 
This  hand  a  net,  and  that  susuins  a  dub, 
Pentangle  her  antagonist,  or  drub. 
The  spider's  toils,  all  o'er  her  garment  spread. 
Imply  the  mazy  errours  of  her  head. 
Behold  her  nwrching  with  funereal  pace» 
Slow  as  old  Saturn  through  prodigious  space. 
Slow  as  the  mighty  mountains  mov'd  along. 
When  Orpheus  reis'd  the  lyre-attended  song : 
Slow  as  at  Oxford,  on  some  gaudy  day. 
Fat  beadles,  in-magnificent  array, 
With  big  round  bellies  bear  the  ponderons  tmt 
And  heavily  lag  on,  with  the  vast  load  of  meat. 

Next  her,  mad  Mathesis ;  her  feet  all  bare, 
Ungirt,  untrimm'd,  with  loose  neglected  hair: 
No  foreign  object  can  her  thoughts  disjoint; 
Reclin*d  she  sits,  and  ponders  o*er  a  point 
Before  her,  lo  1  ins<*rib*d  upon  the  ground 
Strange  diagrams  th*  astonish'd  sight  confound, 
Right  lines  and  curves,  with' figures  square  and 

round. 
With  these  the  monster,  arrogant  and  vain. 
Boasts  that  she  can  all  mysteries  explain. 
And  treats  the  sacred  sisters  with  disdain, 
She,  i^hen  great  Newton  sought  his  khidred  skiei;i 
Sprung  high  in  air,  and  strove  with  him  to  rise. 
In  vain — the  mathematic  mob  restrains 
Her  flight,  indignant,  and  on  Earth  f^etaios ; 
Fer  since  she  dwells  intent  on  useless  schemes. 
Unmeaning  problems,  and  ddiberete  dreams, 

Microphile  is  sution'd  nextin  place. 
The  spurious  issue  of  celestial  race ; 
From  heavenly  Physice  she  took  her  birth. 
Her  sire  a  madman  of  the  sons  of  Earth ; 
On  flie«  she  pores  with  keen,  unwearied  sight. 
And  moths  and  butterflies,  her  dear  delight ; 
Around  her  neck  hang  dangling  on  a  string 
The  fungous  tribe,  with  all  the  flowere  of  spring. 
With  greedy  eyessheMl  search  the  world  to  find 
Insects  and  reptiles  rere  of  everv  kind  ; 
Whether  along  the  lap  of  Earth  they  s^ray. 
Or  nimbly  sportive  in  the  waters  play, 
Or  through  the  light  expanse  of  ether  fly; 
And  on  light  wing  float  wavering  in  the  sky. 
Ye  gales,  that  gently  breathe  upon  our  sboi^ 
O !  let  the  polypus  be  wafted  o'er ; 
How  will  the  hollow  dome  of  Dulness  ring  ? 
With  what  loud  joy  receive  the  wonderous  thng  * 
Applause  will  rend  the  skies,  and  all  around , 
The  quivering  quagmires  bellow  bade  the  soaiid? 
How  will  Microphile  her  joy  attest. 
And  glow  with  warmer  raptures  than  the  rest  ^ 
No  longer  shall  the  crocodfle  excel. 
Nor  weaving  worm,  nor  variegated  shell ; 
The  polypus  shall  novelties  inspire. 
The  polypus,  her  only  fond  desire. 
Lo!  by  the  wounds  of  her  creating  kmi^ 
New  polypusses  wriggle  into  life. 
Fast  as  the  reptiles  rise,  she  feeds  with  sttort 
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THE  PROPAGATION  OF  YAWNING. 
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Hanc  stupor  ipse  parens  odit,  ricina  oefmidos 
Horret  sylva  sonos,  neque  Aurda  repercutit  Ecba 
Mendacem  natura  redarguit  ipsa,  Deumque 
£t  coelum,  &  terraD,  veraciaque  Astra  fateatur. 
8e  sinul  agglomeraos  surgit  chorus  oiddU  aqua- 
rum, 
£t  puro  suUim^  sonat  grave  fblmen  ol jmpo. 


Fonte  ortiis  Lethso,  ipsus  ad  ostia  templi. 
Ire  soporifero  teodit  cum  murmure  rivus, 
Hue  potum  Stolidos  Deus  evocat  agmine  magno: 
Crebri  adsunt,  largisque  sitim  restinguere  gau- 
dent  [stupenda 

Hausttbus,  atque  iterant    calices,    certantqne 
"Me,  meetiam/'clamOfOQCurrens ;— ^ed  Tellicat 

aurem 
Calliope,  nocuasqoe  retat  oootingere  lymphas 


Curs'd  by  her  sire,  her  very  words  are  wounds. 
No  grove  re- echoes  the  detested  sounds. 
Whatever  she  speaks  all  nature  proves  a  lye» 
Earth,  Heaven,  and  stars  proclaim  a  Deity : 
The  congregated  vavas  in  mountains  driven 
Roar  in  grand  chorus  to  the  lurd  of  Heaven ; 
Through  skies  serene  the  pealing  thunders  roll. 
Loudly  pronounce    the   god,    and  shake   tha 
sounding  pole. 
A  river,  murmuring  from  Lethsean  source. 
Full  to  the  fane  directs  its  sleepy  course  ; 
The  Power  of  Dulness,  leaning  on  the  brink. 
Here  calls  the  miiKitude  of  fools  to  drink. 
Swarming  they  crowd  to  stupify  the  skull. 
With  frequent  cups  contending  to  be  dull. 
**  Me,  let  me  taste  the  sacred  stream,"  (I  cry'd). 
With  out-stretch'd  arm — the  Muse   my  boon 

deny'd. 
And  sav'd  me  from  the  sense-iotoidcating  tide. 


MUTUA    OSCITATIONUM    PROPJGA- 
no  SOLFI  POTEST  MECHAMCE: 

BY  CHRISTOPHER  SMART,  M.  A. 

Mouus,  scurra  procax  supetOm,  quo  tempora 

Pallas 
Eailvit  ce^bro  Jovis,  est  pro  more  jocatus 
Nescio  qiiidstultum  de  partu:   excanduit  iri 
Jupiter,  asper,  acerba  tuens;    '*  et  tuquoque, 

dixit, 
Garmle,  concipies,  foetumque  ex  ore  profundes:'* 
Hand  moca,  jamque  supiuus  in  aul4  extenditur 

ingens 
T)erisor;  dubi&  velantur  lumioa  nncte ; 
Stertit  hians  immane;— ^e  naso  Gallica  clangunt 
Claasica,  Germanique  simul  sermonis  amaror. 


Edita  vix  tandem  est  monstrum  Bolychasmia, 
proles 
Tanto  digna  parente,  aviseque  simillima  Nocti. 
.Ilia  oculoa  tentat  nequicquam  aperirc,  vetemo 
Torpida,  &  borrendo  vuUum  distorta  cachinno. 
£iuulus  hanc  Jovis  aspiciens,  qui  fictile  vulgus 
Fecerat  infelix,  imitarier  arte  Prometheus 
Aodet — nee  flammts  opus  est  coelestibus:  aura 
Tres  Stygise  flatus,  nigne  tria  pocula  Lethes 
Miscet,  &  innuptsB  sospiria  longa  pueils. 
His  adipem  suis  &  guttur  conjungit  aselli, 
Teosaque  cunf  gemitu  somnisquesequacibus  ora. 
Sic  etiam  in  terris  dea,  qus  mortalibus  aegris 
Ferret  opem,  inque  bebetes  doniinarier  apta, 
creataest 

Nomie  vides,  nt  pnecipiti  petit  oppida  cursu 
Rnstica  plebs,  stipatqu^  forum  ?  sublime  tribunal 
Armigerique  equitesquepremunt,  de  more  parati 
JostitisB  lances  proferre  fideliter  a^quas, 
Grande  capi  11  itium  induti,  frontemque  minacem, 
Non  temere  attoniti  caupones,  turbaque  f  urum 
Aufugiont,  gravidsque  timent  trucia  ora  puelle. 
At  mox  fida  comes  Polychasmia,  matutinis 
QusBse  ihisGuerat  poc'lisCerealibus,  ipsum 
Jndicus  in  cerebrum  scand it— jamque  unus  & 
Coeperuntlongasin  hiatam  ducere  voees:  [alter 
Donee  per  cunctos  dea  jam  solenne,  profundum 
Sparserit    Hum— nutant   taciti,   tum   brachia 

magno 
Bxtendunt  nisn^  patnlls  &  foocibus  biscuat. 


MECHANICAL  SOLUTION  OF  THl 

PROPAGATION  OF  YAWNING. 

Wbbn  Pallas  issued  from  the  brain  of  Jove^ 
Momus,  the  mimic  of  the  gods  above, 
In  his  mock  mood  impertinently  spokt. 
About  the  birth,  some  low,  ridiculous  joke; 
Jove,  sternly  frowning,  glow'd  with  vengeful  ire. 
And  thus  indignant  snid  th'  almighty  sire; 
*'  Loquacious  slave,  that  laugh'st  without  acause« 
Thou  shalt  conceive,  and  bring  forth  at  thy  jaws.? 
He  spoke — stretch 'd  in  the  hall  the  •mimic  lies. 
Supinely  dull,  thick  vapours  dim  bis  eyes: 
And  as  his  jaws  a  horrid  chasm  disclose. 
The  Gallic  trumpet  sounded  from  his  nose ; 
Harsh  was  the  strain,  and  horrible  to  hear. 
Like  German  jargon  gating  on  the  ear- 

At  l^gth  was  Polychasmia  t  rought  to  light. 
Like  her  strange  sire,   and  grandmother,  Old 

Night. 
Her  eyes  to  open  oft  in  vain  she  try*d, 
Lock'd  were  the  lids,  her  mouth  dist^ed  wide. 
Her  when  Prometheus  happen'd  to  survey 
(Rival  of  Jove,  that  made  mankind  of  day) 
He  dar'd  to  emulate  the  wondcrous  frame. 
Nor  sought  assistance  from  celestial  flame. 
To  three  Lethean  cups  he  learned  to  mix 
Deep  sighs  of  virgins,  with  three  blasts  from  Styx, 
The  bray  of  asses,  with  the  grunt  of  boar. 
The  sleep-preceding  groan,  and  hideous  snore. 
Thus  iookihe  goddess  hrr  miraculous  birth. 
Helpful  to  all  the  muzzy  sons  of  Earth. 

Behold !  the  motley*  multitude  firom  far 
Haste  to  the  town,  and  crowd  the  clamVous  bar. 
The  prest  bench  groans  with  many  a  squure  and 

knight. 
Who  weigh  out  justice,  and  distribute  right; 
Severe  they  seem,  and  formidably  big. 
With  awful  aspect  and  tremendous  wig. 
The  pala  delinquent  pays  averse.his  fine. 
And  the  fat  landlord  trembles  for  bis  sign. 
Poor,  pilfering  villains  skulk  aloof  dismay'd. 
And  conscious  terrours  seize  the  pregnant  maid. 
Soon  Polychasmia,  who  was  always  near. 
Full  fraught  with  morning  cups  of  humming  beer. 
Steals  to  his  worship's  brain ;  thence  quickly  ran 
Prodigious  yawnings^  cat^'dfrom  man  to  man : 
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Intereft  hsgiun  eUlfNJMsJtirjda  miscMt, 
Quels  nil  rtietorice  est,  nisi  copia  major  hiandi : 
»YocibQ8  ambigiiis  certant,  nugasque  stropbasque 
Altemis  jarulantar,  &  irascuDturamic^, 
Donatttquft  accipiuntque  ftuporis  missile  plum- 
hum. 
Vos,  Fanatka  turba,  nequit  pia  Mosatacere. 
llajoremne  aliuiide> potest  didUcere  rictlim  ? 
Ascendit  gravis  Orator,  miser&que  loquel4 
Expromit  fAieAh ;  in  partes  quam  deinde  minuias 
Distrahit,  Qt  oonnectat,  &  explicat  obscbratido : 
Spargitur  hue !  pigris  verborum  somnus  ab  alis, 
Qrex  circikm  gemit,  tt  plausum  declarat  hiaado. 


Hec  vM,  qui  fah6  matrero  jactatis  Hygdan,! 
Patremqae  Hippocratem,taceam — Polychasmia, 

Testroa 
Agnosoo  natos :  tumidas  sine  pondere  voces 
In  vulgum  eructant ;  emuncto  quisque  baciUiun 
Applicat  auratum  naso,  grariterque  facetus 
Totum  sa  in  Ti^tum  oogit,medicamina  pandens — 
Kusticus  baurit  amara,  atque  insanabile  dormit; 
KeC  sensus  revocare  queaot  fomenta,  nee  herbs, 
Non  ars,  nonmire  magicussoous  Abracadabras. 


Ante  aliot  somma  ei,  Polychaamia,  cura  so- 

pbiste : 
IHc  TiaA  ceoas  vires,  causamque  latentem 
Sedulus  exquirit— quo  scilicet  impete  fences 
InvitSfr  di^ungantor ;  quo  vortioe  aquossB 
Particnlae  floitenty  oomitesque  at  fulminis  im- 

bn», 
Cam   strepitu  erumpant;    at  deinde  Taporet 

ocettos 
Mataries  tubtilis ;  ut  in  cntis  insinnet  se 
Betia ;  tam,  si  forte  datur  contiugere  nervos 
Concordes,  cunctorum  ora  expanJuntur  biulca. 
Sic  obi,  Phtebepatei;  sumis  chelyn,  harmoniam- 

que 
Abstrusam  in  chordissimul  elicis,  altera,  siquam 
iEqualis  tenor  aptavit,  ^remit  semula  cant  As, 
Memnoniemque  imitata  lyram  sine  pollicis  ictu 
Divinam  resooat  pn)prio  modnlamine  carmen. 
Me  quoque,   mene  taam  tetigisti,   ingrata, 

poetam  r 
Dei  mihi  !  totus  hiotibi  jam  stupeCictns,  in  ipso 
Pamasso  captus  long^  long^ue  remotas 
Prospecto  Mosas,  sitioque,  ut  IVmtalas  alter, 
Castaiias  situs  inter  aquas,  inbiantisab  ore 
Keotarei  fugiunt  latices — ^bos  Popius  uroA 
^xcipit  ondaati,  3&  Ibntem  sibe  vendicat  omnem. 

HiMid  iKCfer  SdcioB  esoriens  Sizator  edacem 
i^ui  ndet*  appwtMque  cibas  frustratur  hian- 

tem, 
Dentibus  infrendens  neqnicquam  lumine  torvo 


Silent  tbey  nod,  and  wHh  laborion^-ttraiB 
Stretch  out  their  arms,  then  listless  yawn  again  t 
For  all  the  flowers  of  rhetoric  they  can  boa  st, 
Amidsttbeir  wranglings,  is  to  gape  the  most ; 
Ambiguous  quirks,  and  friendly  wrath  they  teot^ 
And  give  and  take  the  leaden  argument. 

Ye  too.  Fanatics,  never  shall  escape 
The  faithful  Muse ;  for  who  so  widely  gape  P 
Mounted  on  high,  with  serious  care  perplext. 
The  miserable  preacher  takes  his  text; 
Then  into  parts  minute,  with  wondrous  pains, 
Dirides,  connects,  disjoints,  obscures,  explains  t 
While  from  his  lips  lean  periods  lii^gering  creep. 
And  not  one  mining  interrupts  their  sleep. 
The  drowsy  hearers  stretch  their  weary  jaws. 
Add  groan  to  groan,  and  yawn  a  loud  applause. 

The  quacks  of  physic  next  provoke  my  ire. 
Who  falsely  boast  Hippocrates  their  sire : 
Goddess !  thy  sons  I*ken — verbose  and  loud, 
Tbev  feed  with  windy  pufis  the  gaping  crowd. 
With  look  important,  critical,  and  vain. 
Each  to  his  nose  applies  the  gilded  cane; 
Each  as  he  nods,  and  ponders  o'er  the  caae^ 
Gravely  collects  himself  into  his  face. 
Explains  his  med'cines — which  the  mstie  bays; 
Drinks  the  dire  draught,  and  of  the  doctor  dies  | 
No  pills,  no  potions  can  to  life  restore  ; 
Abracadabra,  necromantic  power ! 
Can  charm,  and  conjure  up  from  death  no  more. 

The  Sophs,  great  goddess,  are  thy  darling 
care. 
Who  hunt  out  questions  intricately  rare ; 
Explore  what  secret  spring,  what  hidden  cause. 
Distends  with  hideous  chasm  th'  unwillhig  jaws. 
How  watery  particles  with  wonderous  power 
Burst  into  sound,  like  thunder  with  a  shower : 
How  subtile  matter,  exquisitely  thin. 
Pervades  the  curious  net-work  of  the  skin. 
Affects    th'    accordant    nerves— «il    eyes  aie 

drown'd. 
In  drowsy  vapours,  and  the  yawn  goes  roond. 
When  Phoebus  thus  his  flsring  fingers  flings 
Across  the  chords,  and  sweeps  the  quiverings 
tf  e^er  a  lyre  at  unison  remain,  [strings  i 

Trembling  it  swells,  and  emulates  the  strain : 
Thus  Memnon^s  harp,  in  ancient  times  renown'd^ 
Express'd,  nntouch'd,  sweet-modulated  sound. 

But  oh  I  ungrateful !  to  thy  own  true  baxd. 
Is  this,'  O  goddess !  this  my  just  reward  ? 
Thy  drowsy  dews  upon  my  head  diatilg 
Just  at  the  entrance  of  th'  Aonian  hill ; 
Listless  I  yawn,  unactive,  and  supine. 
And  at  vast  distance  Tiew  the  sacred  Nme  : 
Wishful  I  view  Castalia's  streams,  accorst^ 
Like  Tantalus,  with  unextiqguish'd  thirst; 
The  waters  fly  my  Kps,  my  claim  disown — 
Pope  drinks  them  deeply,  they  are  all  bis  own. 

Thus  the  lank  Sizar  views,  with  gaze  aghast. 
The  harpy  tutor  at  his  noon's  repast  | 
In  vain  his  teeth  he  grinds — oft  checks  a  wibm 
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A  DESCRIPTION  OF  MAY, 

ntOM  GAWIN  DOUGT^S,  BISHOP  OP 
DUNKELD. 

Hie  Ter  parpureum ;  Tariot  boc  fluniina  circum 
Fimdit  hninus  flores,  V irg.  ^ 

TO  WILLIAM  DIXON,  ESQ. 

WaitB  at  yoor  Ix>?ersal,  secure  retreat. 
Far  from  tbe  vaiD,  the  busy,  and  the  great, 
Betirement't  calm,  yet  useful  arts  you  know, 
Bid  buildhogs  rise,  and  fviture  navies  grow  ; 
Or,  by  the  sacred  thirst  of  learning  led. 
Converse  familiar  with  tb'  illustrious  dead. 
Worthies  of  old,  who  life  by  arts  re6n*d, 
Tu^t  wholesome  laws,  and  humanized  man- 
kind: 
Can  my  friend  listen  to  this  flowery  lay, 
Where  splendid  Douglas  painto  the  blooming 

May? 
If  aught  these  Unes  thy  candid  ear  engage. 
The  Mosfe  shall  learn  to  moralise  the  page, 
Gire  modest  merit  the  reward  thafs  due, 
'And  place  the  interests  of  mankind  in  view, 
Jtorm  tender  minds  by  virtue's  better  lore. 
And  teach  old  infidels  to  doubt  no  more. 
To  thee  this  7erse  belongs ;  and  may  it  prove 
An  earnest  of  my  gratitude  and  love. 


THR  PREFACE. 

Thi  following  poem  of  Gawin  Douglas  is  pre- 
fixed to  theXIlth  book  of  his  translation  of  Vir- 
giPs  JEoeis,  and  entitled,  "  Ane  singular  lemit 
Prolong  of  the  discription  of  May ;"  and  is  now 
pabTishM,  as  a  proof,  that  tbe  muses  had  visited 
Great  Britain,  and  the  flowers  of  poetry  began 
to  bloom  250  years  ago.  It  may  also  serve  as  an 
Instance,  that  the  lowland  Scotch  language  and 
tbe  English,  at  that  time  were  nearly  the  same. 
Chancer  and  Douglas  may  be  looked  upon  as  tbe 
two  bright  stars  that  illumined  England  and 
Scotland,  after  a  dark  interval  of  dulness,  a  long 
Bight  of  ignorance  and  superstition,  and  foretold 
tbe  return  of  day,  and  tbe  revival  of   leam- 

This  description  of  May  is  extremely  pictu- 
resque and  elegant,  and  esteemed  to  be  one  of 
the  most  splendid  descriptions  of  that  month 
that  has  app«uned  in  print ;  which  is  all  the  apo- 
logy I  shall   make  for  having  given  it  a  more 


The  old  Scotch  is  printed  exactly  after  the 
Edinburgh  edition,  wbfcdi  was  published  in  tbe 
year  1710. 


of  Angus.  Us  father  was  Archibald,  the  s'ratk 
earl  of  Angus:  he  married  F.lizabetb,  daughter 
to  Robert  ik>yd,  (who  was  chancellor  and  one 
of  the  governors  of  the  kingdom  of  Scotland, 
A.  D.  1468)  by  whom  he  liad  issue  iuar  sons, 
George,  William,  Oawin,  and  Archibald.  The 
two  eldest,  with  two  hundred  gentleman  of  the 
name  ofI)ouglas,  ware  killed  in  the  battle  o^ 
Flodden. 

Our  author  was  bom  the  latter  end  of  the  year 
1474,  or  the  beginning  of  1475.  Great  care  was 
taken  of  his  edncatioii,and  he  was  early  instruct- 
ed in  the  liberal  arts  and  sciences.  When  he  had 
completed  his  studies  in  his  own  country,  he 
went  abroad,  that  he  might  farther  improre 
himself  by  conversation  with  great  and  learned 
men,  and  observatiaBS  on  the  laws  and  costonif 
of  othei-  oouotries.  Upon  his  return  to  Scotland, 
he  was  advanced  to  be  provost  of  the  collegtate 
church  of  St  Giles  in  Edinburgh,  and  rector  of 
Heriot  church,  some  few  miles  distant  from  ft. 
In  this  station  he  continued  several  years,  he-, 
having  himself  as  became  his  holy  character, 
noble  birth,  and  liberal  education.  After  the 
battle  of  Flodden  many  ecclesiastical  dignities 
became  vacant ;  among  winch  was  the  abbacy 
of  Aberbroihock,  one  of  the  most  considerable  in 
the  kingdom.  The  queen  mother,  who  was  then 
regent,  and  shortly  after  married  to  the  earl  of 
Angus,  our  aathor's  nephew,  presented  him  to  it ; 
and  soon  after  to  the  arehbisfaopric  of  St  An- 
drews. Bnt  he  met  with  so  great  opposition  In 
this  aflhir,  that  neither  the  royal  authority,  nor 
the  influence  of  his  noble  relattons,  nor  bis  own 
unexoeptionat>le  merit,  were  able  to  procnre  hio^ 
peaceable  possesskm:  for  Andrew  Forman  (bi« 
shop  of  Murray,  and  archbishop  of  Bourges  in 
France)  by  the  interest  he  had  in  the  court  of 
Rome,  and  tbe  duke  of  Albany,  obtained  a  bull 
from  the  pope  for  that  dignify,  and  was  accord- 
ingly acknowledged  as  archbishop  by  most  of  the 
clergy  of  the  see.  Mr.  Douglas,  reflecting  on 
the  scandals  which  arose  from  such  unworthy 
contests,  and  preferring  the  honour  of  a  Chris- 
tian, and  peaceable  disposition  to  his  temporal 
interest  and  greatness,  wholly  laid  aside  his 
pretensions  to  that  see.  But  the  bishopric  of 
Dimkeld  becoming  vacant,  in  January  1515,  the 
queen  advanced  him  to  it ;  and  afterwards,  by  the 
intercession  of  Henry  ill.  king  of  England, 
obtained  a  boll  in  his  favour  from  pope  Leo  X» 
Notwithstanding  his  right  was  foinided  on  the 
royal  and  papal  authority,  yet  he  oould  not 
obtain  consecration  for  a  considerable  tine, 
because  of  a  powerful  competitor ;  for  Andreir 
Stuart,'  prebendary  of  (Vaig,  and  hrodier 
to  the  earl  of  Atbole,  had  got  hinaelf  nomi- 
nated bishop  by  such  of  the  chapter  as  were 
present ;  and  hit)  title  was  supported  by  all  tfatt 
enemies  of  the  queen  and  her  husband  the  eait 
of  Angus,  particttiarly  the  dnkeof  Albany,  whn 
retnminff  to  Scotland  in  May  1515,  was  declared 
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«Brl  of  Angus  :  then  be  was  set  at /liberty,  re- 
ceived into  tbe  faVour  of  the  regent,  and  conse- 
crated bishop  at  Glasgow.  Notwithstanding,  his 
troubles  were  not  yet  at  an  end ;  for  his  old  an- 
tagonist, Aiidrew  Stuart,  had  possessed  himself 
of  the  palace  of  Dunkeld,  and  seemed  resol^Bd 
to  defend  it  against  tbe  btehop  by  force  of  arms : 
however,  at  last  it  was  yielded  up,  without  any 
bloodshed;  which  was  very  acceptable  to  the 
good  bishop,  who  was  of  a  gentle  and  merci- 
ful disposition,  and  always  regulated  himself 
by  the  excellent  laws  of  the  Cbri»tian  reli- 
gion. 

Being  at  last  put  in  peaceable  possession  of  his 
office,  he  resolved  to  give  himself  wholly  to  the 
fitithful  discharge  of  his  duty :  but  the  interest 
of  his  country'  would  not  permit  him  long  to 
ntisfy  his  own  inclinations  ;  for  he  was  pitched 
upon  to  attend  the  duke  of  Albany  into  France, 
to  renew  the  antieat  league  between  the  two  na'- 
tioos :  however,  he  soon  returned  to  Edinburgh, 
with  a  joyful  account  of  the  confirmation  of  the 
league;  and  thence  repaired  to  his  diocese, 
and  applied  himself  to  the  duties  of  his  func- 
tion. 

But  several  unhappy  divisions  being  soon  after 
finnented  in  Scotland,  and  tbe  bishop  of  Dunkeld 
perceiving  the  violent  aversion  which  the  court 
kad  conceived  against  the  family  of  Angus,  and 
the  danger  he  was  escposed  to  on  that  account, 
resolv^  to  retire  into  England  till  the  storm  was 
blown  over.  This  happened  a  a  time  when  the 
king  of  England  had  just  declared  war  against 
the  Scots:  which  gave  his  enemies  at  home,'who. 
were  the  prevailing  party  at  court,  an  opportu- 
nity to  endeavour  bis  ruin.  A  proclamation  wa 
boon  issued  out  againsMiim,  he  was  declared  an 
enf  my  to  his  country,  the  revenues  of  his  bishop- 
ric were  sequestered,  and  all  oorespondence  with 
him  was  forbid. 


GAWIN  DOUGLJS 

■IS  SINGULAR  LBRUrr   PROLOUO  OP    TBB  DESCRIP- 
TION  OF   MAY. 

Dtoieea,  nycht  bird,  and  wacheof  day. 
The  stemes  chasit  of  the  heuin  away. 
Dame  Cynthia  doun  rolling  in  the  seye^ 
And  Venus  loist  the  bewte  of  hir  eye, 
Fleand  eschamet  within  Cyllenius  caue. 
Mars  umbedrew  from  all  his  grundin  glauay 
Nor  frawartSatume  ii'omhis  mortall  spere 
Durst  langare  in  the  firmament  appere, 
Sot  stal  abak  zoond  in  his  regioun  far, 
Behind  tbe  circulate  warld  of  Jupiter; 
Nyctimcne  efhrayit  of  the  lycht 
Went  under  couert,  for  gone  was  the  nycht ; 
As  fresche  Aurora,  to  mychty  Tithone  spoiU, 
Ischit  of  her  saflieron  bed  and  euyr  hous. 
Id  crammcsy  clede  and  granit  violate, 
With  sanguyne  cape,  and  seluage  purpurate, 
Unschet  the  wyndois  of  hir  large  hall, 
Spredall  with  rosis,  and  full  of  bnlmeriaU, 


Soon  after  his  coming  to  London,  it'plea«^ 
God  to  put  an  end  to  the  persecutions  of  hi' 
enemies,  by  taking  him  to  himself.  Most  author' 
agree  that  he  died  of  the  plague,  which  th««i 
raged  in  the  city,  in  April  U522,  about  the  forty- 
eighth  year  of  his  age.  He  was  buried  in  tlie 
hospital-church  of  the  Savoy,  on  the  left  side  of 
the  tomb-stone  of  Thomas  Halsay,  bishop  of 
Leighlin  in  Ireland,  In  Weevet's  ant  lent  mo- 
numents, we  find  this  inscription  for  them  both. 
Hicjacet  Tho.  Halsay  Leighlinen.  Episcopus, 
in  Basilic^ St  Petri  Rumae  nattonis  Anglicorum 
Paenitentiarius,  suramse  probitatis  vir,  qui  hoc 
K>Ium  post  se  reliquit ;  viait,  dum  vixit,  bene. 
Cut.  Ixvus.  condiiur.  Gawrnu^.  Douglas  Sco- 
tus.  Donkelden.  Presul.  Patria.  sua.  exul. 
15.2. 

Such  was  the  fate  ofthis  great  genius  and  good 
man  ;  for  whose  elogy,  as  a  poet,  I  shall  refer 
the  reader  to  his  works,  which  are  very  eloquent 
in  his  praise ;  an^  out  of  several  testimonies  of 
eminent  men  that  might  be  produced  in  his  fa- 
vour, shall  only  transcribe  this  passage  fiom 
Hume's  History  of  the  I'touglasses,  p.  220, 

^  "  G.  Douglas  left  behind  him  great  approba- 
tion of  his  virtues,  and  love  of  his  person,  in  the 
hearts  of  all  good  men  ;  for  besides  tbe  nobility 
of  his  birth,  tbe  dignity  and  comeliness  of  bis 
personage,  he  was  learned,  temperate,  and  of 
singular  UDoderation  of  mind  ;  and  in  those  tur- 
bulent times  had  always  carried  himself  among. 

the  factions  of  the  nobility  equally,  and  with  a 
mind  to  make  peace,  and  not  to  stir  up  par- 
ties.*' 

His  chief  wofks  are,  his  translation  of  Virgil's 
iEneis,,  the  Palace  of  Honour,  a  Poem,  Auresa 
narrationes,  Comoedic  aliquot  sacrsB,  &  de  rebus 
Sooti^is  liber. 


A  DESCklPTION  OF  MAY. 

BY   OAWIM   DOUGLAS,   BISHOP  OF  DUNKELD. 

MODERNIZED. 


Venus,  bright  beam  of  ni^t,    and  watch  of 

day 
Had  chas»d  the  lingering  stars  of  Heaven  away,  ^ 
Driven  to  the  deep  pale  Cynthia  from  the  sky. 
And  lost  herself  the  beauty  of  her  eye ; 
With  Mercury  she  sought  the  secret  shade. 
And  Mars  withdrew,  for  all  bis  burning  blade  ; 
Nor  gloomy  Saturn,  rolling  in  his  sphere^ 
Durst  longer  in  the  firmament  appear. 
But  vanish'd  far  from  ken  of  mortals,  fisr 
Beyond  great  Jupiter's  imperial  star. 
The  screech-owl,  startled  at  the  dawning  lights 
Wing»d  to  her  bower  her  solitary  flight: 
For  fresh  Aurora,  Tithon's  splendid  spouse. 
Rose  from  her  saffron  bed,  and  left  her  ivorj 

house ; 
Her  violet  robe  was  stain'd  with  crimson  hue. 
The  cape  vermilion,  and  the  border  blue ; 
Her  hands  the  windows  of  her  hall  unbarr'd, 
Spread  all  with  rosesi  and  perfumM  with  nard: 
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And  etk  th«  bealnly  pofttt  ebristalljrne 
tiynrarpis  brade,  the  warlde  till  illumyne ; 
The  twynkling  stremoaris  of  tbe  orient 
Scbed  pourpour  tprasmgis  with  gold  and  asnre 
Pereand  the  sabil  bannkia  noctumall,     [meiit. 
Bet  down  the  skyes  cloudy  mantU  wall ; 
Eons  the  atede,  with  raby  hammyf  rede, 
Abufe  tbe  leyie  liftis  fbrth  bis  bede. 
Of  cnlkmre  sore,  and  sume  dele  broane  as  bery. 
For  to  alicbtin  and  glad  oar  emispery. 
The  flambe  nut  brastin  at  the  neiss  IhirKs, 
80  hit  Phaeton  '  with    the  quihip  hiin  quhiriis. 
To  roll  Apollo  his  faderis  goldin  chare. 
That  schroodith  all  the  heuynnys  and  tbe  are ; 
Qohil  scbortlie  wit  h  tbe  blesand  torcbe  of  day, 
Abolzeit  in  his  lemand  freche  array. 
Forth  of  his  palice  riall  iscbit  Phebus, 
With  goldin  croon  and  visage  glorius, 
Crisp  haris,  bricht  as  ohrisioiite  or  thopas, 
For  qnhais  hew  mycht  nane  bebald  his  &ce 
The  fyrie  sparkis  brastina^  from  his  ene. 
To  purge  the  are,  and  gilt  the  tendir  greoe, 
Befoandand  from  his  sege  etheriaU 
Glade  influent  aspecUs  celicall, 
Before  his  regal  hie  magni^cence  ' 

H3r8ty  Tapoure  vpspringand  sweet  as  seooe, 
lo  smoky  soppis  of  dook  dewis  wak, 
With  bailsom  stous  ouerbeitand  the  slak, 
Tbeaoriatephanisof  his  trone  souerane 
With  glitterand  glance  ouerspred  tbe  octianey 
The  large  fludis  lemand  allof  Jicht, 
Bot  with  ene  Uenk  of  hissupemale  sicht ; 
For  to  bebald  it  was  ane  glore  to  se, 
The  sUbyllyt  wyndys,  and  tbe  cabnyt  te, 
The  soft  ses^oun,  the  firmament  serene, 
The  loune  illumioate  are,  and  firth  amene. 
The  silner  scalit  fyscbis  on  tbe  grete,         [bete. 
Oner  thowrt .  dere  stremes  sprinkilland  foir  the 
With  fynnjTS  schinand  broun  as  synopare. 
And  cbeial  talis,  stourand  here  and  thare; 
The  new  cuUour  alicbtiog  all  the  landis 
Forgane  the  stanryis  schene,  and  berial  strandis: 
Quhil  the  reflex  of  the  diurnal  hemes 
The  bene  bookis  kest  full  of  variant  glemet: 
And  lusty  Flura  did  hir  bkMnes  sprede 
Under  the  fete  of  Phebus  sukseart  stede : 
The  swardit  soyll  enbrode  with  selkouth  bewis, 
Wod  and  forest  obumbrtfte  with  tbe  bewis, 
Quhais  biysfol  branchis  porturate  on  the  ground 
With  schaddois  schene  shew  rochis  rubicund, 
Towris,  turettis,  kimalis,  and  pynnakiUis  hie 
or  kirkis,  castdlis,  and  ilk  foireciete, 
8tude  payntit,  euery  fiuie,  pbioll  and  stage 
Apoun  the  plane  ground,  1^  their  awin  umbrage : 
Of  Eolus  north  blastis  hauand  na  drede. 
The  suize  spred  hir  brade  bosom  on  brede, 
Zepbyms  confortabill  Inspiratioun 
For  tyll  ressaue  law  in  hir  bame  adoun : 
The  oomis  croppis,  and  the  here  new  brerde 
Wyth  gladesum  garmont  reuestiog  the  erd ; 
So  thyk  tbe  plantis  sprang  in  euery  pete, 
Tbe  feildis  ferlyis  of  their  fructuoos  flete : 
Byssy  dame  Ceres,  and  pfoude  Priapus 
Keioaing  of  the  planis  pleotuous, 

*  This  oonfuskm  of  Phoebus  and  Phaeton  is  an 
erroor  which  lereral  old  Engliab  writen  have 
iUleninto, 


Tbe  crystal  gates  of  Heaven  expanded  wide 
Pour'd  streams  of  splendour  in  an  ample  tide : 
The  beaming  orient  beauteous  to  behold. 
Shed  purple  ra3rs,  and  azure  mixM  with  gold. 
Dispersing  with  all-penetrating  light 
The  solid  gloom  of  ck)ud-covelop*d  uighK 
The  Sun's  gay  coursers,  in  their  harness  red. 
Above  tbe  billowy  ocean's  boundless  bed 
Rais*d  high  their  heads,  impetuous  in  career. 
To  give  the  light,  and  glad  our  hemiitphere. 
So  fast  they  8Cour*d,  that  from  their  nostrils  caoM 
A  cloud  of  smoke,  and  streams  of  liviog  flame. 
Fir'd  by  the  whirling  whip  their  round  to  run. 
And  roll  the  golden  chariot  of  tbe  Sun. 
While  shortly  with  tbe  blazing  torch  of  day, 
Furth  fbiQ  his  royal  ball  in  fresh  array, 
Sprung  Phoebus,  by  his  flaming  mantle  known; 
His  glorious  visage,  and  his  golden  crown ; 
His  glossy  locks  were  as  the  topaz  bright. 
His  radiance  beam'd  intolerable  light; 
His  eye-balls  sparkled  with  celestial  sheen» 
To  purge  the  air,  and  gild  the  tender  greeu. 
Diffusing  from  the  brightness  of  his  brow, 
Etherial  mildness  oq  the  world  below. 
Before  the  king  of  diay  thin  vapours  rose. 
Like  clouds  of  incense,  and  as  sweet  as  those, 
(The  dewy  tribute  which  the  meads  exhale) 
Curlhig  they  rose,  and  boverM  o'er  the  vale. 
Tbe  golden  splendour  of  his  glorious  fteama 
Glanc'd  on  the  floods,  and  glitter'd  ip  thestreamSf 
And  all  the  ocean  shone  serenely  bright. 
With  the  first  glimpse  of  his  supernal  sight. 
How  calm !  how  still !  bow  pleasing  to  behold 
The  sea's  broad  bosom  where  no  billows  roU'd ! 
The  season  soft,  the  firmament  serene,    - 
Th'  illumin*d  landscape,,  and  the  watry  scene  I 
Where  sportive  fish  display *d  their  silver  pride^ 
Quick  glancing  on  the  suifeice  of  the  tide. 
By  russet  fins  impelled  from  shore  to  shore. 
Their  tail  the  rudder,  and  their  fin  the  oar« 
New  lustre  gilded  all  the  rising  lands. 
The  stony  hillocks,  and  the  beryl  strands ; 
While  the  reflection  of  the  glowing  beams 
Play'd  on  tbe  banks  in  variegated  gleams. 
Where-e'er  Apollo's  radiant  coursers  went. 
Sprung  flowers  unnumber'd  of  delicious  scent ; 
Earth's  flourish'd  carpet  various  \^*t»  displasr'd. 
And  wood  and  forest  wore  a  fuller  shade,  [green. 
Whose  beauteous  branches,  chequer'd  on  the 
Imbrown'd  the  rigid  rocks  that  rose  between : 
Tow'rs,  battlements,  apd  castles  huge  and  hiuh. 
Turrets,  and  spires  that  mingle  with  the  sky. 
And  every  dome,  and  pinnacle,  and  fane. 
By  their  own  shade  stood  figur'd  on  tbe  plain. 
The  glebe,  now  fearless  of  the  north's  keen  air^ 
To  buxom  Zephyr  spread  her  bosom  bare. 
With  genial  warmth  her  fertile  lap  to  cheer. 
And  fill  her  with  the  plenty  of  the  year. 
Fresh  springing  corn  enlivened  all  the  scene. 
And  cloth'd  the  country  with  a  robe  of  g^reen : 
And  plants  so  numerous  opened  to  the  view. 
The  fields  rejoicing  wonde^'d  how  they  grew. 
With  Joy  the  goddess  of  the  golden  grain, 
And  proud  Priapus  ey'd  the  pregnant  plain  j 
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PleonyBt  90  plesand,  and  maist  prophrly. 
By  nature  nurissit  woimder  teadkly, 
Plijonast  90  plesand,  and  matst  propirly 
By  nature  nurissit  wounder  tendidyy 
On  the  fertyl  skyrt  lappis  of  the  ground 
Strekand  on  brede  under  the  cyrkil  round : 
The  Taryant  resture  of  the  venust  vale 
Schrowdis  the  sdberand  fur,  and  enery  fiile 
•  Ouerfirett  with  Ailzeis    and  fyguris  ful  dyners, 
The  pray  bysprent  with  spryng  and  spcoutis  dy- 

spers. 
For  calkmr  humours  on  the  dewy  nycht, 
Rendryng  lum  place  the  gyrs  pylis  thare  licht, 
Ala  fer  as  catal  the  lang  somerys  day 
Had  in  thare  pasture  ete  and  gnyp  away : 
And  blyssfiiH  blossomys  in  the  blomyt  a»rd 
Submittis  thare  hedys  in  the  zoung  sonnys  saf- 

gard: 
loe  leius  rank  ouerspred  the  bamikyn  wall. 
The  blomit  hanthorne  ded  his  pykis  all, 
Furth  of  fresche  burgeouni  the  wyne  grapb  zing 
Endlang  the  trazileys  dyd  00  twistis  hing. 
The  loukit  bottouns  on, the  genijrt  treis 
Ouerspredand  leois  of  natnris  tapestryis. 
Soft  gresy  verdonre  efUr  balmy  achouris. 
On  curland  stalkis  smyland  to  thare  flowris : 
Behaldand  thame  sa  mony  divers  hew 
8am  piers,  sum  pale,  sum  bumet,  and  sum  Mew, 
Sum  ^res,  sumgowlis,  sumpurpure,  sum  san- 

gnane, 
Blancfais  or  broun,  firacfa  salknr  mony  auf, 
Sun  beuinly  colourit  in  celestial  gre. 
Sum  watty  hewit  as  the  haw  wally  se. 
And  sum  departe  in  freklis  rede  and  aubyte. 
Sum  bricht  as  gold  with  aureate  leuls  lyte. 
The  dasy  did  on  brede  hir  crowned  smale. 
And  euery  flour  unlappft  in  the  dale. 
In  battil  gers  burgeouns,  the  b«nwart  wyld, 
Theclauir,  catcluke,  and  the  cammomylde ; 
The  flourdelyce  furth  spi«de  his  henjrnlv  hew, 
Floure  damas,  and  columbe  blak  and  btew. 
Sere  downis  smal  on  dentilionn  sprang* 
The  zoung  grene  blomit  strabery  leus  amang. 
Gimp  jereflonris  *  thareoo  leuls  anscbet, 
Fresche  prymrois,  and  die  pouiponr  violet, 
The  rois  knoppis,  tetand  fbrth  thare  hede, 
Oan  chyp,  and  kyth  thare  vemale  lippis  rode. 
Crysp  skarlet  leuis  sum  scbeddand  baith  attanis, 
*  Kest  fragrant  smclamyd  fra  goldin  grants, 
Heuinlie  lyllyis,  with  lokkerand  toppis  qubyte, 
Opynnit  and  scbew  thare  tstis  redemyte, 

*  It  is  evident  onr  author  inteods  to  describe 
two  distinct  things,  viz.  comfieMs,  and  mea- 
dows or  pasture-lands,  the  former  in  the  three 
first  lines,  the  vary  ant  vesture,  fcc.  ■■  is 
plamly  arable,  and  the  fnlzeis  ami  J)fpiris  full 
duuen.  are  the  various  leaves  and  flowers  of  the 


Where  frnitfnl  Natm^  wakM  li^  genial  power,  * 
And  rear'd,  and  IbsterHl  every  herb  and  tommt 
The  fair  craatioii  swdPd  upon  the  eye  3 
Earth  was  their  bed,  tbehr  canopy  the  sky. 
A  varied  verdure  rob'd  Ibe  vales  around. 
And  spread  luxuriant  o'er  tke  furrow'd  ground : 
And  flowery  weeds,  that  grew  profuse  between 
The  barley- lands,  di«ersiAed  the  saene. 
Tlie  silver  springs,  that  thro*  the  meadows  flow'd  • 
In  many  a  rill,  fertility  beatow'd  $ 
And  where  the  humid  night's  festoring  dev 
Dropt  on  the  ground  the  bladed  herbage  grav. 
As  fast  as  cattle  the  long  smuner's  day 
Had  erupt  the  grassy  snstensnoe  away. 
A  bloom  diffusive  o'er  the  gardans  nra. 
Confiding  in  the  safeguard  of  the  Sun  : 
Wreath'd  ivy  mantled  round  the  kifty  tower  ; 
And  hawtbom-bedges  wbiten'd  into  flower. 
The  fresh-lbmi*d  grapes  in  little  clnsters  hung; 
Close  to  their  )»*ops  tbe  curling  teadrils  chmg. 
llie  buds,  that  sweli'd  in  gems  on  every  tre% 
Burst  into  foliage,  nature's  tapestry. 

Lo  I  by  soft  aepbyrs  wsJ^d,  and  gentle  Atimm%^ 
On  bending  stalks  smile  voluntary  flowers. 
Tricked  off  in  vast  variety  of  hue. 
Some  red,  pale,  purple,  yelkrn,  brown  or  bhie  | 
Some  brightly  tii^d  in  Heaven's  etherial  staii^ 
And  some  cerulean  like  the  watry  main, 
Rome  crimaon-colour'd  foirly  fleokt  with  white. 
Some  gold  that  gaily  glhter'd  in  the  light. 
The  daisy  did  its  coronet  unveil. 
And  every  flower  unfolded  in  the  dale; 
Rank  sprung  salubrious  herbs,  and  every  weedl^ 
And  clorer  bloon'd  luxuriant  in  the  nead : 
The  flow*r-de-luce  abroad  its  beanty  spread. 
And  coltMDbine  advanc'd  his  pmpte  head : 
From  dandelion  flew  the  seeded  down,        [own. 
Axd  strawb'ry  beds  bore  wikl  weeds,  not  their 
Carnations  glow*d  hi  gaily-mingled  hne ; 
Pale  was  the  primrose,  and  the  violet  blnaw 
Its  velvet  lips  the  bashful  roae  bogun 
lb  shew,  and  catch  the  kisses  oPthe  Snn  ; 
Some  fuller  blown  their  crimson  honoon  ahad  | 
Sweet  smelt  the  goMeo  ohhres  that  graced  tfaiir 

head. 
Queen  of  the  flald,  in  ndUcwhite  mantle  drealt 
The  lotely  Klly  wav^d  her  onrhng  orcat 


once.BMntiont  the  scent  ef  fluweiitifl  he  4 
totheroae,  and  never  at  all  the  sosnt  of  any  pa** 
ticular  flower,  eaoept  the  rose,  not  even  of  thn 
lilly;  forltakeit,  the  words,  from  <Aare  sylky^ 
cr0ppie,  are  meant  to  describe  the  flowers  In  g^ 
neral ;  and  the  bafany  vapour  to  be  the  snmn 
with  the  f^eHke  Bjmor,  and  the  dafea  hmturig 
Quhareof  the  leu  wnekt  tkart  tmnff  iwHe,  att 
exhalation  distinct  from  tlMt  whieh  LmmmM  tb* 
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TUhtAmy  Twpcnr  from  tkara  gylksm  croppit 
DiftUland  haWwimi  tc^nral  booydroppis. 
And  sylrtr  tchakmrit  gan  firm  leais  hiog, 
Wiib  chiysUl  ipmyagM  on  the  verdure  stag: 
The  plane  pooderit  with  temeHe  teitis  sound, 
Be^yit  fal  of  devy  pairtyt  round ; 
So  that  iik  burgeon,  t]roH»  herbe,  or  floore, 
Woi  all  embalmit  of  Um  fretche  liquour. 
And  baitkh  hak  did  in  duioe  bunwurit  flete, 
Qofaareof  the  beia  wrocht  thare  bony  iwate^ 
Be  Bijrcbty  Phebui  operatiouni. 
In  sappy  aobtdl  evbalatiouBS, 
Fot^gaaethe  cttBunyn  of  tbis  prynce  potent, 
Rfdoleot  odonr  up  from  the  ratii  aprent, 
Halesum  of  amd  at  ony  fyne  potioun. 
Mutt,  myr,  aloyea,  broonfectioun. 
Aae  paradiae  it  aemyt  to  draw  nere 
Their  gabaard  gardingis,  andaik  graneberbere: 
Mayat  amyabil  waxit  the  emerant  media. 
Svanois  soncbis  throw  out  the  respand  radis, 
Ouer  all  the  lochia  and  the  fludis  gray, 
Sersand  by  kynd  ane  place  qubare  they  iold  lay 
Phebot  •  rede  foule  his  corale  creist  can  stere. 
Oft  strekand  forth  bis  hekkil  crawand  dera 
Amydtbe  wortis,  and  the  ratb  gent. 
Piekland  hys  otete  in  alayis  quhare  he  went. 
His  wyAa  Toppa  and  Partolet  byin  by. 
As  biid  ml  tjrme  that  baotis  bygamy ; 
1W  payntit  powne  paysand  with  plumyt  gym, 
Kest  op  bia  tale  and  prond  ptesand  nubile  rym, 
Ischrowdit  in  bb  ^edderane  bricht  and  scbene, 
flebapaod  tbo  preut  of  Argois  hundroth  ene ; 
Amang  the  bronys  of  tbe  olyue  twiatis, 
Saresmale  flonlis,  wirkand  crafty  nestis, 
,  Eodiang  tbe  bedgeis  thik,  and  on  rank  akia 
nk  bird  reioaand  with  there  mirthful  makia : 
In  Gomeria  and  elere  ftneeteris  of  glaa 
Full  baaely  Aracfane  weiund  was, 
To  koy  t  by  r  nettisand  byr  webbis  lie, 
lliaiwrith  to  caucb  tbe  litil  mige  or  fte : 
Under  tbe  be^s  bene  in  lofMy  vabs, 
Within  fermancoand  parkis  dois  of  palis, 
Tbe  bustooiia  bukkis  rakis  forth  on  raw, 
Heirdia  of  hertis  throw  tb^  thyok  wod  scbaw, 
Tbe  zovmg  fbwnysibltowand  the  dun  days. 
Kiddie  akippand  throw  ronnys  eflir  rais. 
In  lesoria  and  on  leyis  litill  lammes 
f^  tait  aad  trig  socht  blctand  lo  thare  daaimet. 


On  salt  stremes  wolk  Doridaand  Tbetis, 
By  rymuiDd  strandis,  nymphs  and  naiades. 
Sic  as  we  clepe  wenschls  and  damyssellis. 
In  geray  grauis  waoderand  by  spring  wellis. 


I ^k:.  ..J  4 


From  every  flower  ambrosia)  sweats  distJH'd^ 
Ambrosial  i^weett  tbe  ambient  ether  flird. 
Dew-drops  like  diamonds  bung  on  every  tree^ 
And  sprinkled  sllTery  lustre  o*ar  the  lea. 
And  all  tbe  verdurous  herbage  of  tbe  ground 
V¥asdedi'd  with  pearls  which  oast  a  splendoat 

round. 
The  flowers,  the  buds,  and  every  plant  that  grew, 
Sipt  tbe  freah  fragrance  of  tbe  morning  dew : 
Id  every  plant  tbe  liqoid  nectar  flow'd. 
In  every  bud,  and  every  flower  that  bbw'd  ; 
Her«  rov*d  tbe  buRy  bees  without  control, 
Robb*d  the  sweet  bk)om,aad  sadi'd  its  balmy  acml. 
To  gieetthe  god,  from  JEarth's  fsir  bosom  flow*d 
All  nature's  inoense  in  a  fhigrant  doud, 
More  grateful  fsr  than  those  gross  (bmes  impart 
Which  torturing  flres  extract  by  chemic  aru 
Like  Paradise  appear' d  each  blissful  soane 
Of  purple  gardens,  and  eoclosares  green. 
Of  bloomy  hedges,  and  of  waving  woods. 
Of  flowery  meads,  and  rnsby-frhiged  floods; 
Where  silver  swans,  with  snowy  pride  elate, 
Their  tall  necks  mantling,  saiPd  ak>r>g  in  stata^ 
By  instinct  taught  their  oeier  nests  to  make 
On  the  dank  margin  of  the  lucid  lake. 
Brisk  chanticleer  wav'd  high  his  coral  crest. 
And  crowingclapt  his  pinions  to  his  breast; 
With  orient  heel  he  lightly  spum*d  the  groM^ 
An^  chuck'd  for  joy  at  every  com  he  found  | 
And  as  he  strutted  on  in  gallant  pride. 
Two  wives  obsequious  waited  at  his  sidie ; 
For  cocks,  that  couple  with  their  nearest  kj% 
Hold  bygamy  a  pardonable  sin. 
Tbe  peacock  proudly  pacM  upon  the  plain. 
And  like  a  circle  bent  his  gaudy  train. 
Where  vivid  odours  brightly-beamiiig  stvofei 
He  seem'd  beneath  a  canopy  to  move : 
His  starry  plumes  reflected  various  dyes. 
Resembling  Argus  with  hh  hundred  eyes. 
Where  lea^  branches  fbrmM  a  secret  shade 
The  painted  birds  thdr  cunnrog  fabrics  mad^ 
Or  on  the  oak,  or  implicated  thorn. 
And  wanton'd  in  the  beauty  of  the  mom. 
Her  wary  stand  tbe  watchful  spider  took 
lu  tbe  glass  window,  or  some  gloomy  nook. 
There  wove  her  web,  in  filmy  texture  sly. 
To  captivate  the  little  gnat,  or  fly. 
Beneath  the  trees  that  screen  the  lovdy  val^ 
Within  the  limits  of  the  fenciug  pale, 
March  nimble-footed  deer  in  rank  arrayed. 
Or  seek  Che  shelter  of  the  gteen-wood  shade: 
Young  kids,lightskipping,aod  tbe  timorous  fawm 
Brush  thro'  the  copse,  and  bound  along  the  lawns: 
Wbile  in  fresh  pastures  or  on  fallows  gray 
Lambs  nibble  in  the  wantonness  of  play. 
Emerging  fixun  thdr  coral-paven  cave 
Thetis  and  Doris  #alk  upon  tbe  wave, 
Bnt  stream  presiding  nymphs,  and  naiads  trina 
By  tbe  clear  current,  or  the  fountain's  brim. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


ftro 


FAVVKES'  POEMS. 


Edir  Uiare  gii^,  now  singand/now  in  sorrow, 
Wi'.h  hertis  pensiue,  the  Tang  someris  morrow : 
Sum  balfettis  list  endite  of  his  lady, 
Sum  leuis  in  hope,  and  sum  alluterly 
Disparit  is,  and  sa  qu3rte  out  of  grace,  • 

Hys  purgarory  he  fyndis  in  euery  place.^ 

^**  new  enrage  kitillis  all  gentil  herti«, 
Seand  throw  kynd  ilk  thing  spryngis  and  reoertis: 
Dame  naturis  menstralis  on  that  uthyr  parte, 
Thare  blissful  bay  inton3rng  euery  atte. 
To  bete  thare  amouris  of  thare  nychtis  bale. 
The  merle,  the  many s,  and  the  nychtingale, 
With  mirry  notis  m3nrthfully  furth  brist, 
Enforsing  thaym  quha  micht  do  clink  it  bert : 
The  kowschot  croud  is  and  pykkis  on  the  ryse. 
The  Stirling  changis  diuers  steuyimys  nyse. 
The  sparrow  chirmis  in  the  wallis  clyft, 
Goldspink  and  lintquhite  fordsrnnand  the  Ijrft, 
The  giikkow  galis,  and  so  quhitteris  the  quale, 
Quhil  ryveris  reirdit,  schawis,  and  euery  dale, 
And  (eodir  twistis  trymblit  on  the  treis. 
For  birdis  sang,  and  bemyng  of  the  beis. 
In  werblis  dulce  of  heuinlie  armonyis. 
The  larkis  loude  releischand  in  the  skyis, 
Louis  thare  lege  with  tunys  curious  ; 
Sayth  to  dame  Natur,  and  the  fresche  Venus, 
Kendriug  hi^  laudis  in  thare  obseruance, 
Quhaissuggouritthrottis  made  glade  hartisdance 
AikI  al  smal  foulis  singis  on  the  spray ; 

Welcum  the  lord  of  licht,  and  lampe  of  day, 
Welcum  fostcrare  of  tendirberbis  grene, 
Welcum  quhikkynnarof  flurist  flouris  schene, 
Welcum  support  of  euery  rute  and  vane, 
Welcum  confort  of  al  kind  frute  and  grane, 
"Welcum  the  birdis  beild  apoun  the  brere, 
Welcum  maister  and  reulare  of  the  zere, 
Welcum  welefEire  of  husbandis  at  the  plewis, 
Weluum  reparareof  woddis,  treis,  and  bewis, 
Welcum  depaynter  of  the  blomyt  medis, 
Welcum  the  lyffe  of  eury  thing  that  spredis, 
Welcum  storare  of  all  kynd  bestial, 
Welc^m  be  thy  bricht  bemep  gladand  al* . 


GJfFJy  DOUGLJS, 

Sn  ELOQUENT  DISCniPTIOy  OF   WYVFER,  WYTH  HYS 
«R£TS  8T0RMKS   A2iO  TEMPESTtS, 


As bricht  Phebns  schene  sonerane  heuinttlt  E 
The  opposit  held  of  his  chymes  hie, 
CIcre  schytiand  hemes,  and  goldin  simeris  hew 
In  lattoun  cuUour  altering  all  of  new. 


And  thoughtful  loven  to  the  winds  conplaiiiy 
To  mitigate  the  madness  of  their  pain; 
Now  warbling  madrigals  so  light  and  gay. 
Now  pale  and  pensive  the  k>ng  summer's  day  ; 
Some  write  in  high  heroics  to  the  ftiir. 
Some  live  in  hope,  and  some  Ihro'  sad  despair 
In  every  place  a  purgatory  find  ; 
Such  is  the  moody  genius  of  their  mind. 

All  gentle  hearts  confess  the  quickening  springy 
For  May  invigorates  every  living  thing. 
Hark !  how  the  merry  minstrels  of  the  grove 
Devote  the  day  to  niek>dy  and  teve ; 
The  ouzle  shrill,  that  haunts  the  thorny  dale. 
The  mellow  thrush,  the  love-lorn  nightingale | 
Their  little  breasts  with  emulation  swell. 
And  sweetly  strive  in  singing  to  excel). 
In  the  thick  forest  feeds  the  cooing  dove  ; 
The  stariing  whistles  various  notes  of  k>ve : 
The  sparrow  chirps,  the  clefted  walls  among; 
To  the  sweet  wildness  of  the  linnet*e  song. 
To  the  harsh  cuckoo,  and  the  twittering  quail 
Resounds  the  wood,  the  river,  and  the  vale  ; 
And  tender  twigs,  all  trembling  oo  the  trees^ 
Dance  to  the  murmuring  music  of  the  bees. 
Upspring  the  airy  larks,  shrill  voic'd  and  loud. 
And  breathe  their  mattioa  from  a  morning  ckoi^ 
Tofi^reet  glad  Nature,  and  the  god  of  day. 
And  flowery  Venus,  bloommg  queen  of  May  ; 
The  songs  of  praise  their  tuneliil  breasts  etnpkff. 
Charm  every  ear,  and  wrap  the  soul  in  joy. 
Thus  sung  the  sweet  musicians  on  the  spray ; 

"  Welcome^tbou  lord  oriight,aod  lamp  of  day; 
Welcome  to  tender  herbs,  and  myrtle  bowers. 
Welcome  to  plants,  and  odour-breathing  flowefs^ 
Welcome  to  every  root  upon  the  plain. 
Welcome  to  gardens,  and  the  golden  grain : 
Welcome  to  birds  that  buikl  upon  the  breeie^ 
Welcome,  great  lord  and  ruler  of  the  year  i 
Welcome,  thou  source  of  universal  good. 
Of  buds  to  boughs,  and*beauty  to  the  wood : 
Welcome,  bright  Phoebus,  whose  prolific  power 
In  every  meadow  spreads  out  every  flower ; 
Where-e'er  thy  beams  in  mild  effulgence  play. 
Kind  Nature  smiles,  and  all  the  world  is  gay.'* 


A  DESCRIPTION   OF  WINTER, 

FROM  GAWIN  DOUGLAS,  BISHOP  OF 
DUNKELD. 


Bruma  recurrit  inen. 


HOK. 


To  the  Memory  of  my  late  ingenious  and  learned 
Friend,  and  Schoolmaster,  the  Rev.  John 
Lister,  A.  M.  The  following  Poem  is,  with  a 
just  Sense  of  Gratitude,  inscribed. 

Xow  had  fair  Phoebus,  Heav>n*6  illustrious  eye* 
£nter'd  th(^  wintery  regions  of  the  sky ; 
Like  bnmish'd  gold  no  longer  beamed  his  qibere^ 
>So  faded  was  the  colour  of  tfa^  year : 
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DESCRIPTION  OF  WINTER. 


Wl 


"^row  the  dedynyiDg  of  his  targe  round  spere. 

The  frosty  regfoan  ryngis  of  the  zere. 

The  tyme  and  sessonn  bitter,  canid  and  pale. 
The  schort  dayis,  that  derkis  clepe  Brumale : 
Quhen  brym  blastis  of  the  northj^n  art 
Ouerquhelmyt  had  Ncptunus  in  his  cart. 
And  all  to  schaik  the  leays  of  the  treis, 
The  rageand  stonnes  oorwelterand  wally  seis» 
Ry<ieris  ran  rede  qn  spate  with  wattir  broun, 
Aod  bumis  barlis  all  tharc  bankis  doun, 
And  landbirst  nimbland  rudely  with  sic  berc, 
Sa  loud  neuir  rummyst  wyld  lyoun  nor  here  ; 
Fludis  monstouris,  sic  as  mcreswynis  and  quhalis 
For  the  tempest  law  in  the  deep  deualis  : 
Mars  Occident  retrogade  in  his  spere, 
Proaocand  stryffe,  regnit  as  lord  that  zere. 
Rany  Orioun  with  his  stormy  face 
Bywauit  oft  the  schipman  by  hys  race: 
Frawart  Satume,  chil  of  complexioun, 
Throw  quhais  aspect  darth  and  infectioun 
Bene  causit  oft  and  mortall  pestilence. 
When  progressiue  the  greis  of  his  ascence : 
And  lusty  Hebe  Junois  dochter  gay, 
Stode  spulzete  of  hir  office  and  array : 
The  sole  ysowpit  in  to  wattir  wak, 
The  firmament  ouercast  with  cbid'n  blak : 
The  ground  fodit,'  and  fauch  wox  al  the  feildis, 
Mountane  toppis  slekit  with  snaw  ouer  heiklis : 
Ob  raggit  rolkis  of  bard  bask  quhyn  stane, 
Withfrosyn  frontiscald  clynty  clewis  schane : 
Bewty  was  loist,  and  barrand  schew  the  landis. 
With  frostis  hare  ouerfret  the  feildis  standii. 
8ere  birtir  bubbis  and  the  schoutis  snell 
6emyt  on  the  swarde  in  similitude  of  hell. 
Reducing  to  our  mynde  in  euery  stede 
Goiisty  schaddois  of  eild  and  grisly  dede : 
Thik  drumly  skuggis  dirkinnit  so  theheuin, 
Dym  skyis  o(l  fiirCh  warpit  ferefnl  leuin, 
Flaggis  of  fyre,  and  mony  felloun  flaw, 
Scharp  soppis  of  sleit,  and  of  the  synppand  inaw: 
The  dolly  dikis  war  al  donk  and  wate. 
The  law  valis  flodderit  all  wyth  spate. 
The  plane  stretit  and  eury  hie  way 
Full  of  fluschis,  dubhis,  myre  and  clay, 
laggerit  leyis  wallowit  feriiis  schew, 
Broun  jnuris  kythit  thare  wyssinyt  mossy  hew. 
Bank,  bray  and  boddum  blanschit  wox  and  bare; 
For  gourl  weddir  growit  beistis  hare. 
The  wynd  maid  waif  the  rede  wede  on  the  dyk. 
Bedowin  in  bonkis  depe  was  cuery  sike : 
Ouer  craggis  and  the  frontis  of  rochis  sere 
Hang  grete  yse  schokkillis  lang  as  ony  spere : 
The  grund  studebarranewidderit,dosk,  and  gray, 
Herbis,  flouris,  and  gerssis  walkmit  away: 
Woddis,  forestis  with  naket  bewis  Uout 
Stude  stripit  of  thare  wede  in  euery  boat  x 
Sa  bustouslie  Boreas  his  bugill  blew, 
The  dere  fnll  deme  doun  in  the  dalis  drew : 
Small  birdis  flokand  throw  thik  ronnys  thrang, 
In  chinnynge,  and  with  oheping;  chaogit  thare 

sang, 
Sekand  hidlis  and  himys  thame  to  byde 
Fra  ferefol  thuddis  of  the  tempestuus  tyde  x 
The  wattir  lynnjrs  rowtis,  and  enery  l3rnd 
Quhislit  and  brayit  of  the  souchand  wynd : 

Pure  labonraris  and  byssy  husband  men 
Yf^  weet  {^ld  wery  draglit  m  the  fei^; 


fn  weeping  Winter,  when  his  orb  deoTines, 
Languid  he  looks,  and  wan  and  watry  shines, 
r^ow  reignM  the  power  of  keen  congealing  frost. 
When  all  the  beauty  of  the  year  is  lost ; 
The  Brumal  season,  bitter,  cold,  and  pale,  ^vail. 
When  short  dull  days,  and  sounding  storms  pre* 
The  wild  north  wind,  tremendous  from  afir, 
O'erwhelmM  imperial  Neptune  in  his  carr. 
Their  scatter'd  honours  from  the  forests  lore. 
And  dash'd  the  ^  mad  wares  headlong  on  the  shore* 
Fierce,  foaming  risers,  swelPd  with  torrents  browa^ 
HurPd  all  their  banks  precipitately  down  ; 
Loud  roar'd  the  thunder  of  the  raging  floods. 
Loud  as  gaunt  lions  bellowing  shake  the  woods, 
Th*  unwieldy  monsters  which  the  deeps  contaii^ 
Sought  safety  at  the  bottom  of  the  main. 
Strife-stirring  Mars,  regressive  in  his  sphere^ 
Sustain'd  the  cold  dominions  of  the  year; 
And  black  Orion  dimm'd  the  fece  of  day. 
Leading  the  luckiest  mariner  astray. 
Satum>  whose  boding  aspect,  chill  and  wan. 
Frowns  in  dread  vengeance  on  the  raoe  of  raan^ 
Denouncing  dearth,  and  dcsolatint?  pest. 
Held  high  his  course  progressive  in  the  cast; 
And  blooming  Heb;;,  Juno  s  daughter  gay. 
Was  ravish 'd  of  her  beautiful  array. 
Incessant  rains  had  drenched  the  floated  groond^ 
And  clouds  6'ercast  the  firmament  around : 
White  shone  the  hills  involv'd  in  silver  snow. 
But  brown  and  barren  were  the  vales  below: 
On  firm  foundations  of  internal  stone 
High  rugged  rocks  in  frosty  splendonr  shone  ; 
The  hoary  fields  no  vivid  verdure  wore. 
Frost  warpt  the  world,  and  beauty  was  no  mora. 
Wide> wasting  winds  that  chilFd  the  dreary  day. 
And  seemed  to  threaten  Nature  with  decay. 
Reminded  man,  at  every  baleful  breath. 
Of  wintry  age,  and  all-subduing  death. 
Horrific  gloom  defbrm'd  the  turbid  air. 
And  livid  lightning  shot  a  disnuil  glare : 
Above  pale  meteors  gleam 'd,  and  ail  below 
Was  one  bleak  scene  of  drizzling  sleet  and  snow. 
The  hollow  ditches,  sweird  with  sudden  rains, 
Pour'd  a  black  deluge  on  the  lowland  plains. 
And  every  road  receiv'd  the  sordid  flood. 
Swam  with  the  swell,  or  stiffened  into  mud. 
Fern  on  the  falbws  witheHd  as  it  grew. 
And  brown  heaths  bore  a  mo«sy-colour'd  hne  ; 
Bare  were  the  bottoms,  and  the  high  hills  hoar; 
The  drooping  cattle  moan'd  upon  the  moor; 
The  red  weed  waverM  on  the  breezy  dike ; 
Rills  in  deep  channels  murmuring  roll'd  oblique. 
From  horrid  rocks,  that  lour'd  upon  the  coast. 
Hung  icy  spears,  the  beauteous  work  of  frost. 
Dun  was  the  soil  and  steril,  and  dccay'd 
Was  every  flower,  and  every  tender  blade  ^ 
And  every  wood  ahd  wilderness  around 
Diffus'd  their  withered  honours  on  the  ground. 
So  stoutly  Boreas  his  loud  bugle  blew^     ' 
Down  to  the  dales  the  trembling  deer  withdrew  t 
To  thorny  thickets  flock 'd  the  featber'd  throng 
And  pensive  plied  their  melancholy  song, 
Or  to  the  shelter  of  the  forest  driven, 
Escap'd  the  windy  turbulence  of  Heaven. 
Down  the  rough  rock  daah'i  torrenU  with  harsh 

sound  , 

Ru8h'd,and  impetuous  shook  the  country  round. 
The  trees,  that  o'er  the  mountain's  top  recliu'd : 
Wav  d  tneir  high  he^ds^  and  Qurmur'd  to  tb» 
wind. 
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The  dlly  icbtpc  and  thare  lilill  bird  gromes 
Lurkis  voder  lye  of  bankis,  woddii  aiid  brumes: 
Ann  Ttheris  dantit  greter  beistial, 
"Within  tbare  stabill  sesit  in  the  stall. 
Sic  as  mulis,  bors,  oxin  or  ky, 
Fed  tuskit  baris,  and  fat  swyne  in  tiy^ 
Sttstenit  war  be  mannis  gouemance 
On  hervist,  and  on  someris  puruiance : 
Widequbare  with  so^  so  Eolus  scbontis  schill  • 
In  this  oongelit  sesonn  scbarp  and  chilly 
The  caUour  are  penetratiue  and  pure 
Dasing  the  blude  in  euery  creature, 
Maid  seik  warme  stouis  and  bene  fyris  hote, 
lu  doulyl  garmont  cled  and  wylecote, 
With  inychty  drink,  and  metis  confortiue, 
Aganis  the  steme  wynter  for  to  striue. 
Kecreate  wele  and  by  the  chymnay  bekit. 
At  enin  be  tyme  doun  in  ane  bed  me  strekit, 
Warpit  my  hede,  keston  claithis  thymfakl 
Tor  to  expell  the  perrellus  persand  cald : 
Icrositme,  sjme  bownit  for  to  slepe : 
Qohare  lemand  throw  the  glas  I  did  take  kepe 
latonia  the  lang  irksnm  nycht 
Htrsubtell  Ueukisscbed  and  watry  lycht, 
Fnll  hie  vp  qohirlit  in  hir  regioun, 
Till  Phebus  right  in  opposicioun, 
Into  the  crab  hir  propir  roaa^ioun  draw, 
Haldand  the  bicht  althocht  the  son  went  law: 
The  homyt  byrd  quhilk  we  clepe  the  nicht  oule, 
Within  hir  caaeme  hard  I  schout  and  zoule, 
Laithely  of  forme,  with  crukit  camscbo  beik, 
ITgsum  to  here  was  hir  wylde  Iriscbe  skreik. 
The  wyld  geis  eik  claking  by  nychtis  tyde 
Attoar  tlie  ciete  lleand  hard  I  glyde. 
On  slummer  I  slade  fuU  sone,  and  slepyt  soond, 
Quhill  the  horitont  upwart  can  rebound : 
Phebue  crounit  bird,  the  nychtis  orUgere, 
Clappin  his  wingis  tbryis  bad  crawin  clere : 
Approcbing  nere  the  greking  of  the  day. 
Within  my  bed  I  walkyny  t  quhare  I  lay, 
8a  fost  declynnys  Csmthia  the  mone. 
And  kayis  keklys  on  the  nife  abon^: 
Palamedes  birdis  orowpand  in  the  sky, 
Fleand  on  randoun,  scnapin  lyk  ane  V  ; 
And  as  ane  trumpit  rang  tbare  vocis  souny 
Qnbais  cryis  bene  prouosticacioun 
Of  wyndy  blastis  and  ventositeis. 
Fast  by  my  chalmer  on  hie  wisnit  trels 
The  sary  g(ed  quhissllis  with  mony  ane  pew, 
Qnharby  the  day  was  dawing  wele  I  knew ; 
Bad  bete  the  fyre,  and  the  caivljrll  alicht. 
Syne  blissit  me,  and  in  my  wedis  dicht; 
Ane  sebot  wyndo  unscbet  pne  litel  on  char, 
Persauy  t  the  momyng  bla,  wan  and  bar, 
Wyth  cloudy  ^m  and  rak  ouerquhelmyt  the  are. 
The  sulzestiche,  hasard,  rouch  and  bare; 
Brancbis  btattl3rng,and  Uaiknjrtscbew  thebrayis, 
With  hirstis  barsk  of  waggand  wyndil  strayis, 
The  dew  droppis  coqgelit  on  stibbil  and  rjrnd. 
And  scbarp  bailstanys  mortfiindyit  of  kynd, 
Hoppand  on  the  thak  and  on  the  causay  by : 
The  schote  I  closit,  and  drew  inwart  in  by, 
Chenennd  for  Cald,  the  sessoun  was  sa  sncU, 
Schupe  with  Bait  ftambU  to  fleno  Cbe  fresiog  fidL 


Industrious  peasants,  toil-endoriog  mra. 
Went  wet  and  weary,  draggled  in  the  fen : 
Beneath  the  wiM  broom,  or  the  sbelring  steeps 
Securely  skutk'd  the  shepherd  and  his  sheep; 
But  household  animals  which  man  had  bred, 
Enjoy'd  warm  cover,  or  in  stables  fed : 
The  mule,  tlie  horse,  the  ok,  and  brindled  boar. 
And  livM  at  large  on  summer's  golden  store. 
The  hollow-howling  winds,  and  frost  intense, 
Benumb'd  man*s  vigour,  and  congealed  the  sense; 
And  loudly  told  him  what  his  wants  require, 
A  double  garment,  and  bright-burning  fire. 
And  generous  wine,  and  comfortable  cheer, 
To  guard  against  th«  rigonr  of  the  3rear. 
Warm  from  the  hearth,  and  plentifully  fed. 
With  early  eve  I  pressed  my  downy  bed. 
And  of  soil  covering  added  many  a  fold 
To  dissipate  the  penetrating  cold ; 
Then,  duly  crossed,  prepared  for  balmy  sleep. 
When  through  the  glass  I  saw  pale  Cynthia  pe^ 
Her  silver  orb  displayed  a  watery  light. 
And  faintly  glinmier'dall  the  livelong  night; 
She  calmly  sailing  through  th*  etberial  way. 
Full  orb'd,  oppos'd  the  glorious  lamp  of  day. 
And  reach 'd  the  sign  where  Cancer's  kingdMSi 

Thron'd  in  her  zenith,  tho^  the  Sun  was  low.      « 
In  boding  note,  within  her  darksopne  bower. 
Where  crawlingivy  clasps  yon  antient  tower, 
I  heard  the  solitary  owl  complain,  [strain : 

Saddening  dread    midnight   with  her  hideous 
While  cUmourous  wild-geese  in  long  trains  ou 
With  lazy  pinions  fann'd  the  liquid  sky ;    [high, 
Luird  by  the  drowsy  dm  in  sleep  I  lay. 
Till  from  the  east  pale  gleamM  the  dubious  day  ; 
Till  chanticleer  his  merry  notes  begun,       [Sun. 
Thrice  clapt  his  wings,  and  call'd  the  lingering 
Rous'd  by  his  orisons  from  sveet  repose, 
I  shook  off  slumbers  as  the  morning  rose ; 
The  morning  rose,  but  shed  a  languid  light. 
And  down  in  ocean  sunk  the  queen  of  night  ^ 
Then  jack-daws  chatter'd  on  the  chimney  high  ; 
And  cranes  renewed  their  voyage  thro'  the  sky  : 
Whose  piercing  clsonours  sounded  in  my  ear. 
Presage  of  wintery  winds  and  tempeste  gathering 

near. 
Perch*d  on  a  tree  that  nigh  my  chamber  grew. 
The  kite  began  her  lamttitable  pew. 
Whereby  the  dawning  of  the  day  1  knew  ;  [drest» 
Then  call'd  for  lights,  and  Heav'n  with  pray'rad- 
And  wrapt  my  cokl  limbs  in  the  warmest  vest. 
And  thro'  the  window  half-way  opening  saw 
The  melancMy  oaoming  bleak  and  raw; 
Thick  clouds  eiivek>p'd  all  the  moimtaias  roand. 
And  rough  and  rigpd  was  the  hoary  ground; 
The  hfire  boughs  dashing  rattled  to  the  blasts 
And  tall  grass  tren^Ued  as  the  wild  wiud  past. 
Like  pendent  pearls,  on  every  shrub  that  grew 
And  every  stubble,  bung  the  frozen  dew  | 
And  tyiil-stooes  pattering  from  the  <diilllng  skjf 
Hopt  on  the  thatch,  and  on  the  causeway  by. 
Aghast,  tbejoylesBseamn  to  behold. 
My  teeth  all  chattering  with  the  piercing  cold, 
1  clos'd  theoasemant,  and  retired  in  haste 
To  qnall  with  cheering  bkM  tiM  hocrour-breatli- 
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GLOSSARY  TO 

M^r  JND  nriifTER. 

.  ABAK,  back,  behind 
Ahuheity  dressed,  cloatbed. 
/ifrayii,  afraid, 
j4kis,  oaks. 
Ait,  MS. 

Awtene,p]easMit,  [Lat.  awurnM.  1 
Art,  the  nortbem  constellation,  from  arctot,  wta 
Atiaius^uifmee, 
AtfouTy  q,  tL  outorer,  beyond. 
Awin,  own. 
Jiaris,  boars. 

BarmJdn,  rampart,  fortification. 
Baiil,  thick,  rank. 
Bekii,  basked,  warmed. 
Bene,  pleasant,  from  the  Latin,  boma. 
Bere,  barley ;  also  roar,  noise. 
B/a,  livid. 

Bhiknyt,  blacken'd. 
Biansehitt  blanehed,  bleached. 
Blenky  ablink»  aiiew. 
Bloui,  bare; 
Bot,  but 
Bowmty  prepared. 

Br^e,  broad.  BredeiUd,  On brede,  abroad. 
Braitljfng,  dashing. 
Br<^,  side  of  a  bill,  bank' of  a  river. 
Brerde,  new  sprung. 
Bronytt  binncbes. 
Brym,  fierce. 
Bubbis,  blasts, 

Burgeount,  buds,  young  sprigs, 
Biirnit,  brooks. 
Busiuotu,  huge,  fierce. 
Byiprent,  besprinkled. 
BywHuil,  made  to  wander* 
Ozllour,  fntb,  cool. 

Camscho,  crooked,  distorted,  [Tat.  camurui.'} 
CtUeluke,  the  naAie  of  an  herb. 
Chesal,  cbisei,  or  shaped  like  a  chisel. 
Ckirmyng,  chirping. 
C^nus,  buildings  or  bouses, 
C/etcis,  ciifis,  rocks. 
Cloit,  cbyster. 
Clyniify  flinty. 

Crammwft  crimson,  \Vr.  crwnoiti\ 
Cnmdty  to  coo  like  a  dore. 
Crowpingf  the  noise  made  by  cranes. 
Dantii,  subdued,  tamed. 
Dosing,  congealing,  benumming. 
JDayt,  does. 
Dede,  death. 

Defeundand,  pouring  down,  difilising, 
Derne,  lonely,  solitary. 
DenaliSf  descended. 
Dvlly,  doleful,  [Lot.  dolor,] 
,  Jhumly,  ioggy. 
Vybbiif  pools  of  watec 
Mild,  old-age. 
Ehiiche,  hideous. 
Mmerant,  green,  verdant. 
£mbrode,  embroidered. 
Mttdlang,  along. 
ffJ,  the  earth. 
Exhomet,  ashamed. 
/a/e,turf. 
TO!,,  XTf. 


F«vcA,  grey  coloured,  or  rather  reddish,  follow. 
Pjnetier^,  windows,  [Lat./eiw,/ra.l 
rerlte,  to  wonder. 
Flaggit,  flashes. 

F7aw,  blast,  wind,  [Ut  JlahitA 

Fieand,  flying,  fleeing. 

Fleme,  to  drive  away. 

FieU,  flow,  product. 

Fiodritrit,  oveidowed. 

Fludis,  floods. 

^rdynnand,  echomg,  resomding. 

^gane,  against,  also  over  againrt. 

Fravoart,  froward. 

Fructuous,  fruitful. 

F^Izeis,  leaves,  [Ft,  Feuille,  Lkt.  FoiittmL 

Galit,  makes  a  noise  like  a  ouckow. 

Calzeard,  cheerfbJ,  pretty. 

Gent,  genteel,  spruce. 

Gers,  grass,  gyrs,  ibid. 

Giiiy,  gilded,  golden. 

Giave,  a  sword,  [Ft.  giaive,  Ut  gtadhm.^ 

GUd  a  glead,  kite. 

Gnifp,  to  crop  or  bvowse. 

Gousty,  ghastly. 

Gowlis,  red  pUe$  from  the  Pr. 

Granii,  having  grains,  forked,  scarlofe,  or  c 

Gravu,  groves. 

Gre,  degree.     Gns,  gnj, 

Grekittg,  peep  of  day. 

Grete,  sand,  or  gravel  in  riv«,^ 

Grundin,  grinded,  sharpened. 

Gum,  vapour. 

Hammys,  a  collar  for  horses. 

^on/,  to  frequent,  use.     [Ft,  kanierj 

Hot,  sharp,  nipping.  Hare,  hoary. 

North,  harsh,  rough. 

Jsatardy  grey. 

Havo,  blueish,  cerulean. 

Hekkil,  a  heckle,  ooaah. 

Hidlis,  hiding  places. 

Hird,  shepherd,  Ang.  Skuc. 

Hi-nys,  holes,  comers. 

Hirstit,  bare  and  hard  parts  of  hills. 

Hout,  a  holt,  wood. 

Hy,  haste. 

Iscfdf,  issued,  came  out. 

Kayis,  jackdaws. 

KeUyt,  cackled,  giggled. 

Kepe,  notice. 

Kimaiiist  battlements,  parapets. 

Kitillit,  tickles,  moves.     [Lat  titiliare,} 

Komttket,  a  rhg-dove,  or  wild  pigrson. 

Kyth,  to  show,  make  appear. 

Laggerit,  bemired. 

Laithely,  loathsome. 

Landbirtt,  the  breaking  down  of  banks  by  4h« 

violence  of  floods. 
Lattoun,  a  mixt  metal,  here  sig.  pallid. 
Law,  low. 
Lets,  to  lose;  teete,  1  Kings,  Ch.  xviiL  virr.  5. 

in  the  same  sense. 
Umand,  blazing,  shiniiig. 
Lemris,  pastures,  gladea 
Leuin,  lightning,  light. 
Leuyt,  leaves. 

Leyis,  leas,  untilled  ground. 
Lochis,  lakes. 
Loekkerand,  cnrliog, 
Lmdt,  praise. 

X. 
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FAWKES'  POEMS. 


Loukit,  locked  ap»  endotcd. 

Jjiune,  calm. 

Lusty,  vigorous. 

Xye ,  or  Le,  a  shelter. 

JAfftp  the  fimuunent. 

Lynd,  the  lioden-tree. 

jAfnnys,  cat&ractg. 

Mavys,  a  thrush. 

Ment,  mixed,  mingled  together. 

Merle,  anouzle,  blackbird.  [Lat.  rMrula,} 

Meresvffynu,  sea-swiue,  porci  mariiu. 

Mortfundtpt,  deadly,  cold. 

Neii  thirlii,  nostrils. 

Obumbrate,  shaded  over. 

Octiane,  the  oceao. ' 

Orlagere,  a  dock,  [Lat.  h9rologium,'\ 

Ouerfreit,  overspread,  embdiished. 

Ouerheidlandf  covering  over. 

Ouerwelierand,  overturning. 

Peks,  sky-cokiured. 

PeU,  a  dod,  or  clod  of  earth. 

Phanit,  not  fanes  or  ensigns,  (as  the  Glossary 
interprets  it)  but  appearance  or  splendour, 
from  the  Gr.  psutm  ostendo,  splendeo* 

Phioll,  a  cupola. 

Piene,  to  complain. 

Powne,  a  pea<x)ck. 

Pi  ay,  a  meadow.    [Lat  pratum.  ] 

Pure,  poor. 

Puruiance,  provision. 

Pyiis,  hairs,  or  tops  of  grass. 

£luha,  -who-^Qufutts,  whose. 

Sluhalis,  whales. 

SUhile,  a  wheel. 

Stukin,  stone,  hard  stone. 

Suhipy  a  whip. 

J^oif,  roes. 

Male,  fog,  mist 

Jtakis  on  raw,  march  in  order. 

RedetMte,  decked,  beautiful. 

Reirdit,  resounded- 

Releischand,  mounting  up. 

Rendrying,  restoring. 

Respond,  the  rustling  of  reeds. 

RessttuSf  to  receive. 

Retertis,  letums. 

Revesting,  clothing. 

Ronnyt,  brambles,  briars.  ' 

Rutmnyst,  rumbled,  roared. 

Rym,  the  drcle  of  a  wheet 

Ryng,  rejgo. 

Ryse,  bulrushes,  may  tignify  shrubs  or  bushes. 

Sary,  sorry,  sad. 

Sehaik,  to  shake. 

Schm,  ^wood,  forest,  or  grove. 

Scheme,  shining. 

Scherand,  cleaving. 

SchiU,  shrill. 

Scheie,  shutter  of  a  window. 

Selumiis,  shouts.  * 

Schrtrndilk,  covers  over. 

Schupe,  prepar'd. 

Sfgtf,  seat     [Fr.   siegeJ^ 

Seikouth,  ttnagt,  uncommon. 

Semeiie,  seemly. 

Sence,  incense. 

Sertt  several,  likewise  sore,  ^oltnt 

Sint/,  rested. 

Seye,  sea. 

SU,  such* 


Sike,  a  rivulet 

Skuggis,  shades. 

Slak^A  bottom  or  valley.  ^       ^ 

Slekit,  smooth. 

SneU,  piercing,  sharp. 

Snyppand,  nipping. 

Sole,  soil     [I^t  solum."} 

Soppis,  showers,  douds. 

Sore,  sorrel,  chesnut 

Souch,  to  make  a  noise. 

Spate,  foam,  froth. 

Sprayn^is,  rays,  streaks  of  different  colouisi 

Sprinhlland,  gliding  swiftly. 

^iseit,  spoiled,  robbed. 

StabyilU,  settled,  calm 

Sianryis,  the  shore. 

Stede,  place. 

Stemes,  stars. 

Steuynnis,  notes,  sounds. 

Siorare,  restorer. 

Stouis,  vapours,  exhalations. 

Stourand,  stirring. 

Strandis,  strands,  sometimes  signifies  ri« 

vulets. 
^/r«ib7,  stretched. 
SuUe,  the  soil,  ground. 
Sulteart,  bright  glittering. 
Sum  dele,  somewhat  a  little.  * 
Swarde,  the  surface  of  the  ground. 
Syne,  then,  afterwards. 
Sijnn,  a  scion,  or  young  shoot 
Tait,  tight 
Tetand,  putting  forth, 
Tkareon,  their  own. 
Thoucht,  though. 
Thrang,  in  crowds. 
Thrid,  third.- 
TAi/</(/u,  blasts. 
Till,  to,  unto. 

Trazileys,  props,  or  supporters  of  vines^ 
UmhedrevD,  withdrew. 
Unsckety  opened. 
Upwarpis,  Uirown  up. 
Uthyr,  other. 
fVak,  moist,  watry. 
JVallomt,  withered. 
fVally,  wavy,  billowy. 
Warpit,  threw. 
Widequkare,  far  and  near. 
Wissinyt,  decayed,  dried. 
IVoblns,  webbs. 
H'ort'u,  herbs,  plants. 

Wylecote,  a  jacket  next  the  shhrt,  a  fly  coot, 
WyndiUtrayis,  windlestraws,  tall  grass. 
Yseschokk'tUis,  icicles. 
Ysovfpit,  drenched,  sopt 
Zallotc,  ydlow. 
Zard,yard,  garden. 
Zpr*,year. 
^^gt  young. 
Zoide,  howl. 
Zound,  yonder,  farther  oft 
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PART0F&4T.  rt.  BOOK  II.  OF  HO- 
lUCE,  TRANSLATED.  ^ 

BBGINNING   AT,     PUDITOR    MJtC   HrRR    MItIRO 
LUX,  NON  SIMB  T0TI8,   A&C. 

Consumed  id  trifles,  thus  the  golden  day 
Steals,  not  without  this  ardent  wish,  away  ; 
"When  shall  I  see  my  peaceful  ooontry  &rm. 
My  foncy  when  with  antieot  authors  charm  ? 
Or,  lulM  to  sleep,  the  cares  of  life  elude 
In  sweet  oUivioii  of  solicitude  \ 
O,  ibr  those  beans  which  my  own  Holds  provide ! 
Peem'dby  Pythagorasto  man  allied; 
The  savoury  pulse  served  up  in  platters  nice. 
And  herbs  high-relish 'd  with  the  bacon  slice? 
O,  tranquil  nights  in  pleasing  converse  spent. 
Ambrosial  suppers  that  might  gods  content ! 
When  with  my  chosen  friends  (delicious  treat !) 
Before  the  household  deities  we  eat ; 
The  slaves  themselves  regale  on  choicest  meat. 
Free  from  mad  laws  we  sit  reclin'd  at  ease, 
And  drink  as  much,  or  little,  as  we  please. ' 
Some  quaflf  large  bumpers  that  expand  the  soul. 
And  some  grow  mellow  with  a  moderate  bowl 
We  never  ulk  of  this  man's  house  or  vill. 
Or  whether  Lepos  dances  well  or  ill : 
But  of  those  duties  which  ourselves  we  owe. 
And  which  'tis  quite  ascaml^l  not  to  know : 
As  whether  wealth  or  virtue  can  impart 
The  truest  pleasure  to  the  human  heart : 
What  should  direct  us  in  our  choice  of  ftiends. 
Their  own  pure  merit,  or  our  private  ends: 
What  we  may  deem,  if  rightly  understood, 
Man's  sovereign  bliss,  his  chief,  hit  only  good. 

Mean-time  my  friend,  oldCervius,  never  fkils 
To  cheer  our  converse  with  his  piihy  tales : 
Praise  but  Areliius,  or  his  ill-got  store, 
His  feblc  thus  begins :    «« In  days  of  yore 
A  country  mouse  within  his  homely  cave 
A  treat  to  one  of  note,  a  courtier,  gave ; 
A  good  plain  mouse  our  host,  who  lov'd  to  spare 
Those  heaps  of  forage  he  had  glean'd  with  care ; 
Yet  00  occasion  would  his  soul  unbend. 
And  feast  with  hospitality  his  friend  : 
He  brought  wild  oats  and  vetches  from  his  hoard  | 
Dried  grapes  and  scraps  of  bacon  grac'd  the 

board: 
Id  Jx^iet,  no  doubt,  by  such  a  various  treat. 
To  tempt  the  dainty  traveller  to  eat 
Squat  on  fresh  chaff,  the  master  of  the  feast 
Left  all  the  choicest  viands  for  his  guest, 
Kor  one  nice  morsel  for  himself  would  spare, 
Bot  gnawed  coarse  grain,  or  nibbled  at  a  tare. 
At  length  their  slender  dinner  finished  quite. 
Thus  to  the  rustic  spoke  the  mouse  polite : 
*' '  How  can  my  friend  a  wretched  being  drag 
On  the  bleak  summit  of  this  airy  crag  ? 
Say,  do  you  still  prefer  this  barbarous  den 
To  polish'd  cities,  savages  to  men  ? 
Come,  come  with  me,  nor  longer  here  abide, 
TVL  be  your  fiiend,  your   comrade,   and  your 

guide. 
fiinoe  all  must  die  that  draw  this  vital  breath, 
Hot  great  nor  small  can  shun  the  shafts  of  death, 
*Tis  oars  to  sport  in  pleasures  while  we  may : 
For  ever  mindful  of  life's  little  day.'       [mouse, 
**  These  weighty  reasons  sway'd  the  country 
iUidiigfat  of  heart  b«  satKed  from  his  bouse. 


Resolv'd  to  travel  with  this  courtly  spark. 
And  gain  the  city  when  securely  dark. 

"  Now  midnight  hover'd  o*er  this  earthly  ball. 
When  our  small  gentry  reaf!hM  a  stately  hall. 
Where  brightly   glowing,  stain'd  with  Tyrian 

dye, 
On  ivory  couches  richest  carpets  Ue ; 
And  In  large  baskets,  rang'd  along  the  floor. 
The  rich  <x>ltation  of  the  night  before. 
On  ptuple  bed  the  courtier  plac'd  his  guest, 
And  with  choice  cates  prolonged   the  grateful 

feast; 
He  carv'd,  he  serv'd,  as  much  as  mouse  could  do  ^ 
And  was  his  waiter,  and  his  taster  too. 
Joy  seiz'd  the  rustic  as  at  ease  he  lay  : 
This  happy  change  had  made  him  wondrmis  gay— 
When  k)  f  the  doors  burst  open  in  a  trice. 
And  at  their  banquet  terrified  the  mice : 
They  «tart,  they  tremble,  in  a  deadly  fright. 
And  round  the  room  precipitate  their  flight ; 
The  high-rooTd  mom  with  hideous  cries  resound: 
Of  baying  mastiffs,  and  loud-bellowing  hounds 
Then  thus  the  rustic  in  the  courtier's  ear; 
*  Adieu  !  kind  sir !  I  thank  you  for  your  cheer: 
Safe  in  my  ceil  your  state  I  envy  not ; 
Tares  be  my  food,  and  liberty  my  lot  !**• 


AFARODYONTHRCITYAND  COUN- 
TRY MOUSE. 

A  COUNTRY  vicar  in  his  homely  house, 
Pleas'd  with  his  lot,  and  happy  in  his  spouse. 
With  simple  diet,'  at  his  humble  board. 
Once  entertain'd  the  chaplain  of  a  lord  ;— 
He  gave  him  (all  he  could)  a  little  fish. 
With  sauce  of  oysters,  in  no  silver  dish  ; 
And,  for  the  craving  stomach's  sure  relief. 
The  glory  of  Old  England,  rare  roast-beef, 
Horse-raddish  and  potatoes,  Ireland's  pride; 
A  pudding  too  the  prudent  dauie  supplied : 
Their  cheering  beverage  was  a  pint  of  port 
rnio^  small  the  quantum)  of  the  better  sort ; 
But  plenty  of  good  beer,  both  small  and  stout, 
^th  wine  of  elder  to  pre\'ent  the  gout 
The  vicar  hop'd,  by  such  a  various  treat. 
To  tempt  his  scarf-embellish'd  friend  to  eat ; 
With  nicest  bits  piovok'd  his  guest  to  dme. 
He  carv'd  the  haddock,  and  he  servM  the  wine: 
Content  his  own  sharp  stomach  to  regale 
With  plain,  substantial  roast  meat,  and  mild  ale. 
Our  courtly  chaplain,  as  we  may  suppose. 
At  such  old-fiMhion'd  commons  curi'd  bis  nose  ; 
He  tried  in  vain  to  piddle,  and,  in  brief, 
Pish'd  at  the  pudding,  and  declin'd  the  beef;— 
At  length,  their  homely  dinner  Anisb'd  quite. 
Thus  to  the  vicar  spoke  the  priest  polite : 

**  How  can  my  brother  in  this  paltry  town 
TJve  nndistinguish'd,  to  the  worid  unknown  ? 
And  not  exalt  your  towering  genius  higher. 
Than  here  to  herd  with  country  clown— or  squire; 
Stunn'd  with  the  discord  of  hoarse  cawing  rooks. 
The  roar  of  winds,  the  dissonance  of  brooks. 
Which  discontented  through  the  valley  stray. 
Plaintive  and  murmuring  at  their  long  delay. 
Come,  come  with  me,  nor  longer  here  abide ; 
You've  friends  in  town,  and  I  will  be  your  guides 
Soon  great  preferment  to  your  share  will  fell^ 
A  good  fat  living,  or  pefhapt— •  stalL" 
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These  weighty  retaoni  8W«y'4thc  vicat'i 
To  town  he  hied,  but  left  his  wife  behind  :— 
Kcxt  levee-day  be  waited  on  his  pace. 
With  hundreds  more,  who  bow'd  to  get  a  place ; 
Shov'd  in  the  crowd,  he  stood  amaz'd  to  see 
Lords  who  to  Baal  bent  the  supple  knee. 
And  doctors  sage  he  could  not  but  admire. 
Who  stoop'd  profoundly  low— to  rise  the  higher. 
So  much  of  »;rroine, lace,  beans,  iMshops,  young 

aiidold, 
•Twas  like  a  cloud  of  sable  edg'd  with  gold : 
By  turns  his  grace  the  servile  train  addrest, 
I^leas'd  with  a  smile,  or  in  a  whisper  Blest. 
Sick  of  the  scene,  the  vicar  sought  the  door, 
Determ'm'd  never  to  see  London  more ; 
But,  as  his  friend  had  pleas'd  the  hour  to  fix, 
First  went  to  dinner  to  my  lord's  at  six  ;— 
He  knocVd— was  usher'd  to  the  room  of  stat«, 
(My  lord  abroad)  and  dinner  serv'd  in  plate ; 
Which,  though  it  seem'd  but  common  soup  and 
Was  really  calllpee  and  callipash,  [hash, 

(The  relics  of  the  gaudy  day  before) 
What  Indians  eat,  and  Englishmen  adore  ; 
M'ith  bright  champaign  the  courtier  crown'd  the 

feast, 
Sooth'd  his  own  pride,  and  gratified  his  gpeit 
All  thisconspir'd  our  Stoic  to  controul. 
And  warpt  the  steady  purpose  of  his  soul— 
Wh-n  lo !  the  cry  of  fire  creates  amaze— 
**  Tht  next  house,  Lady  Eiot's,  in  a  blazer- 
Aghast  the  vicar  stood,  in  wild  affright. 
Then  briefly  thus  addres*d  the  priest  polite : 
"  Adieu,  my  frifend— your  state  I  envy  notr— 
B«a^  liberty,  and  safety  be  my  lot". 


FAWKES'  POEMS* 


Bemused  in  wine  the  bard  his  dons  fbr^geta^ 
Anl  drinks  serene  oblivion  to  bis  debts : 
Wine  drives  all  cares,  «ndangaiA  from  the  beait^ 
And  dabs  ns  oonnoiflseurs  of  every  art: 
Whom  does  not  whie  wHb  eloquenee  inspire  ? 
The  bonsey  beggar  atrats  into  a  aqnire. 

This  you  well  know to  me  belongs  ]to  0Uiid« 

That  neatness  with  frugality  be  joined  ; 
That  no  intruding  blab,  with  itching  ears, 
Daricen  my  doors,  who  tells  whatever  be  bears  ; 
Two  D — 8,  each,  a  poet,  with  me  dine. 
Your  friends,  and  decent  C—o,  a  divine: 
There's  room  for  more — so  to  complete  the  band. 
Your  wife  will  bring  fair  Innocence  *  in  band. 
Should  Cave  want  copy,  let  the  teaser  wait. 
While  you  steal  secret  through  the  garden  gate. 


A  PJSSJGE  FROM  PETROMUS^ 

TtA!48Z.ATXI>. 

Fallsv  ara thy  locks!  for  woelnl  winter  hoar 
Has  stolen  thy  bbom,  and  beauty  is  no  more  ! 
Thy  temples  mourn  their  shady  honours  sfaoh^ 
Parched  like  the  fallow  destitute  of  com. 
Fallacious  gods  !  wboae  blessings  thus  betray  ; 
What  first  ye  give  us,  first  ye  take  awi^. 
Thou,  late  exulting  in  thy  golden  hair. 
As  bright  as  Phoebus,  or  as  Cynthia  fair. 
Now  view'st,  alas !  tbyforehestdsmoo^andplaaa 
Asthe  round  fungus,  daughter  of  the  rain : 
Smooth  as  the  surfece  of  welt  polisfa'd  brasa. 
And  fiy'st  with  fear  aach  laughter-lovine  lass : 
Death  hastes  amain— thy  wretched  fiite  deploce* 
Fallen  are  thy  locks,  and  beauty  is  no  more. 


HORACE,   EPIST.    r.   BOOK  I.  IMI- 
TATED. 

TO  JOH«  HAWXBSWORTB,  ISQ, 

If  you  dear  sir,  will  deign  to  paw  a  day 

In  the  fair  vale  of  Orpington  and  Cray, 

Aod  live  for  once  as  huroWe  vicars  do ; 

On  Thursday  let  me  see  you  hero  by  two. 

Expect  po  niceti^  my  plates  to  foul, 

Bui  Bansted  mutton,  and  a  barn-door  fowV 

My  friends  with  generous  liquors  I  regale. 

Good  port,  old  hockj  or,  if  they  like  it,  ale ; 

But  if  of  richer  wine  you  chuse  a  quart, 

Why  bring,  and  drink  it  here— with  all  my  heart 

Plain  is  my  furniture,  as  is  my  treat. 

For  'tis  my  hest  ambition,  to  be  neat 

Leave  then  all  sordid  views,  and  hopes  of  gam. 

To  mortals  miserable,  mad.  or  vain  j 

put  the  last  polish  to  th'  historic  page. 

And  cease  awhile  to  moralize  the  age. 

By  your  sweet  converse  cbeer'd,  the  live-kog  day 

Will  pass  unnotic'd  like  the  stream,  away. 

Why  should  kind  Providence  abunduioe  give. 

If  we,  like  nigitards,  can't  afford  to  live  \  ^ 


AGAINST  LIFE. 

ntOM  TBI  CRfiBK   Of  rOSEDITPUa. 

What  tranquil  road,  unvex*d  by  strife. 
Can  mortals  chuse  through  human  life? 
Attend  the  courts,  attend  the  bar-^ 
There  discord  reigns,  and  endless  jar: 
At  home  the  weary  wretches  find 
Severe  disquietude  of  mind ; 
To  till  the  fields ,  gives  toil  and  pain  j^ 
Eternal  terrours  sweep  the  main : 
If  rich,  we  fear  to  lose  our  store. 
Need  and  distress  await  the  poor  ; 
Sad  cares  the  bands  of  hymen  give  ; 
Friendless,  forlctn,  tb'  unmarried  live  : 
Are  children  bom  ?  we  amuous  groan  ; 
CbiUless,  our  lack  of  heirs  we  moan  : 
Wild,  giddy  schemes  our  youth  engage  j 
Weakness  and  wants  depress  old  age. 
Would  fatethen  wift  my  wish  comply, 
I'd  never  live,  or  quiddy  die. 


FOR  LIFE 
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At  home  nngjpkkms  Mortals  find 
Serene  tnunquinity  of  mind ; 
Ali-beauteout  nature  decks  the  plain. 
And  merchants  plough  for  fold  the  main : 
Respect  arises  from  oar  store. 
Security  from  being  poor: 
More  jojrs  the  bands  of  Hyitmi  give ; 
.7*h'  unmarried  with  more  freedom  Kre : 
If  pareots,  oar  Uest  lot  we  own ; 
Childless,  we  have  no  cause  to  moaa  t 
Tirm  vigour  crowns  onr  youthful  stage. 
And  venerable  hairs  old-age.  ^ 

Since  all  is  good,  then  who  wo«ld  cry, 
*'  I'd  never  live,  or  qoickly  die  V* 


ON  OCCASION  OF  THE  PEACE. 

Peace  o'er  the  world  her  olive  wand  extends. 
And  white>robM  Innocence  from   Heaven  de- 
scends. Pope. 

AntBV  the  horrours  of  destructive  war, 
And  mad  Beilona  in  her  iron  car ! 
But  welcome  to  our  smiling  fields  again. 
Sweet  Peace !  attended  with  thy  jocund  train, 
Truth,  Virtue,  Freedom,  that  can  never  cloy. 
And  all  the  pleasing  family  of  Joy.         [plan'd. 
Those  schemes  pursued,   which  Pitt  so  wisely 
Conquest  has  shower'd  her  blessings  on  the  land ; 
And  Britain's  sons  more  laurels  tutve  obtained. 
Than  all  her  Henries,  or  her  Edwards  gain'd : 
George  saw  with  joy  the  peaceful  period  given. 
And  bow'd  obedient  to  the  will  of  Heaven: 
Awful  he  rose  to  bid  dissention  cease. 
And  all  the  warring  world  was  calm'd  to  peace ; 
**  Thus  did  the  roaring  waves  their  rage  compose. 
When  the  great  father  of  the  floods  arose.** 
Then  came  Astrea  mild,  our  isle  to  bless. 
Fair  queen  of  virtue,  and  of  happiness ! 
Then  came  our  troops  in  fighting  fields  renown'd, 
And  mark'd  with  many  an  honourable  wouud. 
The  tender  fair  one,  long  by  fean  opprest. 
Now  feels  soft  raptures  rising  in  her  breast. 
The  blooming  hero  of  her  heart  to  view. 
And  hear  him  bid  the  dangerous  camp  adien. 
The  widow'd  bride,  that  long*on  grief  had  fed. 
And  batb'd  with  weeping  the  deserted  bed, 
Glad  that  the  tumults  of  the  war  are  o'er. 
That  terrour,  rage,  and  rapine  are  no  more. 
Greets  her  rough  lord,  secure  from  hostile  harms, 
And  hopes  an  age  of  pleasure  in  his  arms  t 
While  he,  with  pompous  .eloquence,  recites 
Dire  scenes  of  castles,  storm'd  and'  desperate 

fights; 
Or  teHs  how  Wol^  the  firee-bam  Britons  led. 
How  Oranby  conquered  and  the  household  fied ; 
She,  to  the  pleasing  dreadful  tale  intent, 
Now  smiles,  now  trembles,  for  the  great  event. 
O  curst  Ambition,  foe  to  human  good. 
Pregnant  with  woe,  and  prodigal  of  blood  I 
Thou  firuitful  source,  whence  streams  of  sorrow 
What  devastations  to  thy  guilt  we  owe  I      [flow, 
Where-e'er  thy  fury  rlols,  aM  around 
Confusion,  havoc,  and  dread  deaths  abound : 
Where  Ceres  flonrish'd,  and  gay  Ftom  smtFd, 
Behold  a  barren,  solitary  wild ' 
To  stately  oedars  thorns  and  briers  succeed,  ■ 
And  in  tha  gvileQ  spreads  the  iwnOM  weed; 


Where  cattle  pastured  late,  the  purple  plain. 
Sad  scene  of  horroar !  teems  with  heroes  slaid ; 
Where  the  proud  palace  reared  its  haughty  head, 
Detjp  in  the  dost,   see!    crumbling    columns 

spread; 
8ee  gallant  Britons  in  the  field  expire, 
Towns  tum'd  to  ashes,  fanes  involv'd  hi  fVre ! 
These  deeds  the  guilt  of  rash  Ambition  tell, 
And  bloody  Discord,  furious  fiend  of  Hell  I 
Ye  banefiii  sisters,  witii  your  frantic  crew. 
Hence  speed  your  flight,  and  take  your  lost  adieu, 
Eternal  wars  in  barbarous  woHds  to  wage ; 
I  here  vent  your  inextinguishable  rage. 
But  come,  fair  Peace,  and  be  the  nation**  bride. 
And  let  thy  sister  Plenty  grace  thy  side, 
O  come !  and  with  thy  placid  prwence  cheer 
Oar  drooping  hearts,  aud  stay  Ibr  ever  here. 
Now  be  the  shrill,  strifc-stirnng  trumpet  mute; 
Now  let  us  listen  to  the  softer  lute: 
The  shepherd  now  his  numerous  flocks  shall  feed. 
Where  war  relentless  doom'd  the  brave  to  bleed  ^ 
On  niinM  ramparts  shall  the  hawtliom  flower. 
And  mantling  ivy  clasp  the  nodding  tower. 
Unusual  hanests  wave  along  the  dale. 
And  the  bent  sickle  o'er  the  sword  prevail. 
No  more  shall  states  with  rival  rage  contend. 
But  arts  their  empire  o'er  the  world  extend^ 
Ingenious  arts,  that  humanize  the  mind. 
And  give  the  brightest  polish  to  mankind ! 
Then  shall  our  chiefs  in  breathing  marble  stand. 
And  life  seem  starting  from  the  sculptor's  hand  ; 
Then  lovely  nymphs  in  living  picture  rise. 
The  fairest  faces,  and  the  brightest  eyes : 
Theie  polish 'd  Lane  *  no  loss  of  beauty  fears ; 
Her  charms,  stiH  mellowing  with  revolving  years. 
Shall,  ev'n  on  canvas,  youthful  hearts  engage. 
And  warm  the  cold  hndiflerence  of  age: 
Then  the  firm  arch  shall  stem  the  roaring  tide. 
And  join  those  coimtries  which  the  streams  di" 
Then  villas  rise  of  true  palladian  proof,     [vide  j 
And  the  proud  palace  rear  its  ample  roof; 
Then  statelier  temples' to  the  s'r.ies  ascend. 
Where  mix'd  with  nobles  mighty  kings  mAy  bend. 
Where  poverty  may  send  her  sighs  to  Heaven, 
And  guilt  return,  repent,  and  be  forgiven. 
Such  are  the  fruits  which  sacred  peace  imparts. 
Sweet  nurse  of  liberty  and  learned  arts  1 
These  she  restores — O !  that  she  could  restore 
life  to  those  Britons  who  now  breathe  no  more. 
Who  in  th'  embattled  field  undaunted  stood. 
And  greatly  pensh'd  in  Ihtir  country's  good  j 
Or  who,  by  rage  of  anjny  tempests  tost. 
In  whirlpools  of  the  whelming  main  were  lost. 
Ye  honour'd  shades  of  chiefs  untimely  slain  1 
Whose  bones  lie  scatter'd  on  some  foreign  plain; 
That  now  perchance  by  lonely  hind  are  seen 
In  glittering  armour  gliding  o'er  the  gieen  j 
Yel  that  beneath  the  cold  cerulean  wave 
Have  made  the  watery  element  yoflr  grave. 
Whose  wandering  spirits  haunt  the  winding  shore. 
Or  ride  on  whirlwinds  while  the  billows  roar^ 
With  kind  protection  still  our  isle  dtfend, 
(If  souls  unbodied  can  protection  lend) 
Still  o'er  the  king  your  shadowy  pinions  spread. 
And  in  the  day  of  dauger  shield  iiis  head  ; 

'The  hon.  Mrs.  Lane,  danghter  of  the  right 
hon.  lord  chancellor  Henley,  and  wife  to  the 
hon«  Mr.  Lane, 
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Yoar  bright  examples  shall  our  pattern  be. 
To  make  us  valiant,  and  to  keep  us  frre. 

Bee.  1762. 


ON  J  COUNTRY  riCAR 

CAtHriNO  Hit   win   BBHIVD  HIIff»  TO  TI8IT  HV 
PARISHIONERS.      BY   MR.  ,     OF  BRAZEN 

V08B  CqLLEOE,   OXFORDw 

In  southern  climes  there  lies  a  Tillage, 

Where  oft  the  vicar,  fond  to  pillage. 

Sallies  with  gun  aloft  on  shoulder, 

(Orlando^s  self  could  ne'er  look  boMer) 

With  which,  well  ramm'd  with  proper  cartridge. 

He  knpcks  down  apples,  or  a  partridge ; 

And  whilst  o'er  all  hjs  neighbours*  groundy 

Striding,  he  throws  his  eyes  around. 

Surveying,  with  a  look  most  blithe. 

The  growing  riches  of  his  tithe. 

Minds  not  the  game  for  which  he's  beating ; 

But,  to  prevent  his  flock  from  cheating. 

Looks  in  each  yard  with  jealous  eye. 

With  care  examines  every  stye, 

Kumbers  the  cows,  observes  their  udders. 

And  at  the  dread  of  losing  shudders. 

**  His  composition's  low ;  the  butter 

From  so  much  milk"— -he  can  but  mutter. 

He  counts  the  poultry,  large  and  fine, 

**  Forty  and  five,  then  four  are  mine." 

But  when  the  vernal  season  came. 

And  took  him  from  pursuit  of  game, 

A  sudden  thought  of  his  condition 

Induc'd  him  to  an  expedition ; 

An  expedition  of  great  moment. 

Which  sing  I  must,  let  what  will  come  on 't. 

Scratching  his  head  one  day  in  strong  sort. 

Then  turning  short  upon  his  consort, 

"  My  joy,"  quoth  he,  "  now  things  are  dearish, 

To  make  some  visits  in  the  parish 

I  think  can  never  be  amiss;        * 

As  for  my  reason,  it  is  this : 

Some  farms,  you  know,  lie  v^  distant, 

At  which  I  seldom  am  a  vist'ant ; 

And,  now  the  shooting  season's  over. 

Cannot  so  readily  discover 

If  any  sharp  or  filching  wight 

Should  cheat  us  of  our  lawful  right ; 

Kor  have  we  any  means  to  hear  how 

Soon  they  expect  a  sow  to  faiTow. 

Besides,  my  dearest,  should  they  cheat  us. 

We  shall  get  something  when  they  treat  us; 

And  save  at  home  the  spit  and  pot ; 

A  penny  saVd  's  a  penny  giit." 

While  thus,  with  all  his  oratory. 
He  laboured  thro«igh  the  pleasing  story  ; 
Ma'am  by  his  side  was  all  attention. 
Delighted  with  his  good  inveutiun ; 
Admir'd,  and  prais'd,  then  scaPd  his  bliss 
With  joyous  matrimonial  kiss. 
A^d  soon  the  loving  pair  agreed 
By  this  same  system  to  proceed ; 
And  through  the  parish,  with  their  how  d'ye. 
Go  to  each  gaffer  and  each  goody. 

Twas  then  resolv'd,  that  first  of  lall     ' 
They  pay  a  visit  at  E— t  hall  j 
And  William  's  order'd,  to  save  trooblei 
-  To  get  a  steed  that  caniet  double. 


A  neighbour's  pflfty,  wnall  and  pretty. 
Is  borroWd  for  the  use  of  Kitty. 
All  things  provided,  out  they  stalk; 
Poor  Dobbm  wishes  them  at  York  ; 
Then  mount  and  sally  in  great  sUte, 
William  before,  behind  ihem  Kate ; 
When  thus  he  entertains  his  spouse 
With  observatioDs  oo  each  house. 
Each  field  and  orchard,  as  they  ride. 
Looking  and  pointing  on  each^  side ; 
Remarking  whence  his  profits  rise. 
And  where  he  gete  the  best  supplies. 
«•  That  house  is  manag'd  ill,  my  dear. 
It  scarce afibrds  a  pig  a  year: 
This  orchard  'sgood,  but,  were  it  wider, 
'Twould  yield  a  hogshead  of  good  cider." 
With  joy  he  shows  where  tuniipsgrew. 
And  tells  what  profits  thence  accrue  j 
But  looks  with  envy  on  each  stubble. 
That  nothing  pajrs  for  vicar's  trouble. 
Pleas'd,  she  admires  the  lambkins  play, 
And  loves  them — when  she  >s  tuld  they  pay. 

Suppose  them  now  mrriv'd ;  my  dame 
Runs  ont,  inquiring  how  they  came ; 
Welcomes  them  ro,  and  after  all  her 
Forms  are  gone  through,  she  shews  her  parloor. 
«*  Pray,  madam,  take  a  dram  j  the  weather^ 
Is  cold  and  damp,  and  1  have  either 
Good  rum  or  brandy,  plain  or  cherry ; 
A  glass  will  make  you  warm  and  merry." 
Next  on  the  board  the  tea-things  rattle. 
And  introduce  a  worid  of  prattle. 
"  Yoor  china's  pretty,  I  declare ; 
*Tis  pity  'tis  such  brittle  ware."— 
"  Your  tea  is  to  your  mind,  I  hope**— 
"  Exceeding  good" — **  Pray  one  more  cop." 
«♦  Yow  toast  is  very  nice  5    I've  eat 
Till  I'm  asham'd.''—"  Another  bit: 
The  butter,  ma'am,  is  fresh  and  sweet. 
Although  1  say  't,  that  should  not  say  %^ 

After  removing  all  the  clutter 
Of  china,  tea,  and  toast  and  butter. 
Pipes  and  tobacco  come,  and  beer 
Presenr'd  through  many  a  rolling  year  j 
And  curraift-wiue,  and  punch,  fitliquor 
To  elevate  the  heart  of  vicar. 
At  loo  the  ladies  Uke  a  game, 
All  but  my  notable  old  dame ; 
She  has  no  time  to  scat  her  crupper. 
She  's  so  intent  on  getting  supper. 
At  length  it  comes,  a  spare-rib,  large 
Enough  to  cover  a  small  barge; 
Or  for  (the  simile  to  drag  ou) 
A  tilt  for  any  carrier's  waggon  : 
Attended  by  a  brace  of  chick^n, 
But  twelve  months  old,  for  lady's  picking : 
A  link  of  sausages,  that  seem 
A  boom  design'd  for  some  strong  stream. 
«•  Your  chicks  are  very  fine," — "  You  flatter ; . 
[  wish  they  were  a  little  fetter. 
But  I  have  txo  shut  up,  designed 
For  you  ma'am." — *'You're  extremely  kind."— • 
'*  And  soon  (my  sow  is  very  big) 
I  hope  to  send  you  a  fat  pig.*' 
(The  vicar  inward  smil'd,  to  see 
His  scheme  succeed  so  happily.) 
And  last  an  apple-pye  appeared, 
in  earthen  bowl,  with  custar'd  8mear*d. 

The  cloth  remov'd,  the  chearful  glam 
legius  to  circulate  apace: 
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The  landlord,  waxing  brisk  and  mellow, 

Becomes  a  hearty  jovial  fellow  j 

And  now  with  liquor  grown  full  ripe, 

**  Parson,  you  shall  take  f  other  pipe."— 

**  We  must  not  stay;  'tislatn,  Sir."—"  No'*- 

**  Well,  one  half  pipe,  and  then  wo  go.*' 

The  pipe  and  liquor  out,  they  start. 

And  homeward  speed,  with  joyful  heart 

He  triumphs  in  lus  good  success; 

And  she  ipplauds  his  nice  finesse. 


THE  riCAWS  REPLY. 
BY  PRANCIS  FAWKES,  M.  A. 

Rhtmbs!  bless  me!  doggrel,  I  suppose, 
Penn'd  by  some  son  of  Brazen  Nose ; 
Some  starveling  bard,  or  curate  thin, 
"Whose  bones  have  elbow'd  out  his  skin; 
And  jogg'd  him  to  provoke  his  Muse 
An  honest  vicar  to  abuse, 
Beeanse  he  looks  a  little  sleek. 
With  belly  fi&ir,  and  rosy  cheek. 
Which  never  but  in  men  abound 
Of  easy  minds,  and  bodies  sound. 
This  vicar  lives  so  blithe  and  happy, 
With  daily  roast-meat,  and  ale  nappy  ; 
'With  dogs  to  hunt,  and  steeds  to  ride. 
And  wife  that  ambles  at  his  side ; 
Who  loves  no  hurries,  routs,  nor  din. 
But  gently  chucks  her  husband's  chin. 
These  blesriogs,  altogether  met, 
Have  put  lean  curate  in  a  pet. 
As  meagre  whie  is  apt  to  fret* 
And  so  this  bard  eoclesiastio 
Onedaypresam'd  in  Hudibrastic, 
One  day  in  Lent,  un-eatingUma^ 
To  prick  hii  genius  into  rhyme ; 
Tbe  wind  fresb  blowing  from  the  sontb. 
And  Indian  vapours  firom  his  mouth : 
^or  smoking  aids  (his  dry  divine ; 
Puff  follows  puff,  and  line  sooceads  on  line. 
His  lines  by  poffii  he  's  wont  to  measure ; 
Be  rhymes  for  drink,  and  pufis  for  pleasure. 
And  a»  he  labours  for  a  joke, 
Ont  comes  a  puff,  that  ends  in  smoke, 
liD !  swelling  into  thought  he  sits  ; 
Wrapt  in  the  rage  of  rhjrming  fits  ; 
Pits  which  are  seldom  known  to  fail. 
When  full  bbwn  up  with  bottled  ale. 
But  pofly  Older 's  better  still. 
It  always  works  his  doggrel  mUI| 


By  which,  'tis  plain  to  all  mankind, 
Ris  mill  for  verses  ^oes  by  wind. 
Encouraged  thus  with  bouncing  liquor. 
He  points  his  wit  against  the  vicar ; 
Then  grows  satiric  on  his  wife, 
ITie  very  meekest  thint?  in  life; 
And  next  on  conninjK-)o(>king  Kitty, 
And  calls  her  palfry,  not  her, — pretty. 
But  why,  sad  poet,  should  you  fall 
On  the  good  woman  of  E — t  Hall  ? 
Becau^  you  did  nut  taste  her  supper. 
You  hit  her  hard  upon  her  crupper. 
Next  time  that  I  and  spouse  ride  double. 
To  save  your  Muse,  and  you  too,  trouble  ; 
And  keep  my  horse  from  being  hit 
With  any  of  yoiur  waggish  wit; 
I'll  take  you  in  my  hand  along. 
And  thus  prevent  some  idle  song  ; 
Cram  you  with  custard  till  you  choke  s 
And  fill  with  punch,  and  not  with  smoke. 
Mean  while,  to  prove  my  honest  heart. 
Step  down  direct,  and  take  a  quart. 


TO  DR.  REDMAN, 

WHO    tBNT  THB   AirTBOE  A   HAKB,     AND  PftO|^ISBO 

•ro  stjp  wrra  him.    by  the  bbv.  na.  cowpbb*. 

Qui  leporem  mittis  contuigis  cuncta  lepore ; 

Condiat  O  leporem,  te  veniente,  lepos ! 
Digna  etenim,  Redmanne,  Jove  est  lepidissima 
ccena. 

Quae  sic  tota  tua  est  et  lepus  atque  lepos. 


IMITATED  BY  MR.  FAWKE8. 

A  HABB  you  in  season  presented  to  us, '   [puss : 
And  with  fine  Attic  salt  you  will  season   your 
'Tis  a  jovial  treat— worthy  Jove,   I  declare, 
For  the  sauce  and  the  supper  will  suit  to  a 
hair. 

» John,  eldest  son  of  judge  Cowper,  rector  of 
Berkhamsted.  Herts,  patentee  for  making  out 
commissions  of  bankruptcy,  one  of  K.  George 
the  Second's  chaplains,  and  afterwards  dean  of 
Durham. 
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LIFE  OF  EDWARD  LOVIBOND, 


BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


1  HE  life  of  Mr.  LoTibond  appears  to  hare  afforded  no  subject  for  bioijrraphy.  Those 
who  knew  him  best  have  declined  the  opportunity  which  the  publication  of  his 
works  afforded  thorn  to  say  something  of  the  author.  AU  they  hare  been  pleased 
to  communicate  is,  that  ^^  he  was  a  gentleman  of  fortune,  who  passed  the  greater 
part  of  his  years  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Hampton  in  Middlesex,  where  he  li?ed 
greatly  belored  by  those  who  best  knew  him.  He  was  an  admirable  scholar,  of 
▼ery  amiable  manners,  and  of  uniTersal  bencTolence,  of  which  all  his  writings  hear 
strong  testimony.  The  little  pieces  which  compose  this  Tolvme  were  chiefly  writ, 
tenon  such  incidents  as  occasionally  arose  in  those  societies  of  intimate  acquain- 
tance which  he  most  frequented.  After  his  death,  which  happt^ned  in  1775,  his 
poems  being  dispersed  in  the  hands  of  different  friends^  to  whom  they  had  been 
gi?en  by  himself,  many  people  expressed  to  his  only  brother,  Anthony  Lovibond 
Collins,  esq.  a  wish  to  haTO  them  collected  together,  and  preserved.  This  gen. 
tleoian,  equally  zealous  for  the  reputation  of  a  brother  he*  affectionately  loved, 
hath  put  into  the  editor's  hands  those  pieces  he  hath  selected  for  that  purpose.'* 

Of  a  man  of  so  many  virtues,  and  so  greatly  beloved,  the  public  might  reason, 
ably  have  expected  a  more  detailed  account.  His  father,  I  am  told,  was  a  director 
of  the  East  India  Company,  and  died  in  the  year  1737,  leaving  him  probably  that 
fortone  on  which  he  was  enabled  to  pass  his  days  in  the  quiet  enjoyment  of  the 
pleasures  of  rural  life.     He  died  September  27,  1775,  at  his  house  at  Hampton, 
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jast  remarks  on  the  danger  of  extremes,  and  the  impediments  to  conTersation. 
In  Nos.  132  and  134  he  opposes  the  common  erroneous  notions  on  the  subject 
of  Providence  \rith  considerable  force  of  argument,  and  concludes  with  some  iron, 
ical  remarks  not  ill  applied.  In  No.  82  he  first  published  the  Tears  of  Old  Maj 
Daj,  the  most  fa?ourite  of  all  his  poems.  The  thoughts  are  peculiarly  ingenious 
and  happy,  yet  it  may  be  questioned  whether  it  b  not  exceeded  by  his  Mulberry 
Tree,  in  which  the  distinguishing  features  of  Johnson's  and  Garrick's  characters 
are  admirably  hit  off,  the  friTolous  enthusiasm  of  the  one,  and  the  so!id  and  steady 
Teneration  of  the  other  for  our  immortal  bard,  are  depicted  with  exquisite  hn* 
mour.  Julia's  printed  letter  appears  to  haTe  beena  favourite  with  the  author.  There 
are  some  bursts  of  genuine  passion,  and  some  tenderness  displayed  occasionally^ 
but  it  wants  simplicity.  It  was  probably  suggested  by  Pope's  Eloisa^  and  mist 
•uffer  in  proportion  as  it  reminds  us  of  that  inimitable  effort  His  lines  on  Rural 
Sports,  are  both  poetical  and  moral,  and  contain  some  intei:esting  pictures  sweetly 
persuasive  to  a  humane  treatment  of  the  brute  creation. 

His  loTo  verses,  some  of  which  are  demi.platonic,  are  tender  and  sprightly.  The 
Miss  K— P —  was  Miss  Kitty  Phillips,  a  relation  of  a  family  now  ennobled  by  the 
title  of  Milford*. 

The  tale  of  theHitchin  Convent,  the  lines  To  a  young  Lady  aTery  good  Actress, 
the  Verses  to  Mr.  Wooddeson,and  those  on  converting  that  gentleman's  house  into 
a  poor.house,  are  all  distinguished  by  original  turns  of  thought.  His  pieces  were 
generally  circulated  in  private,  as  he  had  not  the  common  ambition  of  an  author, 
and  was  contented  to  please  those  whom  he  intended  to  please :  yet  he  never  mU 
tempted  any  subject  which  he  did  not  illustrate  by  noTelty  of  manner,  and  npon 
the  whole  may  be  considered  as  among  the  most  successful  of  that  class  who  are 
father  amaieursy  than  professional  poets. 
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ON  THE  DBJTff  OF  EDWARD 
LOnBOND,  ESQ. 


BTMfU  O- 


Aa  !  wbat  arails — that  once  the  Musei  orown'd 
'  Thy  bead  with  laareln.  and  thv  temples  bound  ! 
That  in  that  polish'd  mind  bngfat  genius  shone. 
Thai  latter^d  sciMoa  mark'd  it  for  her  own! 
Ck)ld  is  that  brwst  that  breathM  ceicttia]  fire ! 
Mate  is  that  tmifue,  and  niiite  that  tnnefiil 
O  oonld  oqr  Mnaa  h«t  enulatt  thy  kfa,  [lyre ! 
Immortal  numbers  should  record  thy  praise. 
Redeem  thy  Tirtues  from  oblivion's  sleep, 
Ani  &er  thy  om  bid  distant  ages  weep  I— 
Yet  though  no  laureat  flowers  botrew  thy  heane, 
Kor  pompoos  soonds  exalts  the  glowing  Terse, 
Sublimer  tnith  inspires  this  humbler  strain. 
Bids  loTe  lament,  and  friendship  b#re  complain : 
Fids  o'er  thy  tumb  the  Muse  her  sorrows  shed. 
And  weephergeoius,  numbered  with  the  dead  I — 

AIlVgRTlSEMENT. 

Afl  the  §fst  poem  in  this  oollactioB  was  thirty- 
one  years  agQ  iotroduoed  to  th#  public  in  a 
paper  of  The  World,  and  written  on  a  very 
remarkable  event  in  our  history,  vie  the  re- 
forming  oor  style  or  calendar  to  the  general 
usage  of  the  rest  of  Europe  ;  the  naper  expla- 
natory of  the  subject  being  also  written  by  Mr. 
LovitKmd,  it  was  judged  proper  to  let  it  still 
pfwcede  it  hi  this  collection* 


THE  WORLD, 
MUmER  UCXXII. 

July  25tb,  1754. 
TO  ifR.  FTTZ-ADAM. 


•n. 


It  ii  a  reevived  opinion  amongst  politicians,  that 
the  spirit  of  iberty  can  nerer  be  too  active  under 


a  constitution  lilce  ours.  But  though  no  lover 
of  bis  country  would  desire  to  weaken  thiaprin*  ' 
ciple,  which  has  more  than  once  preserved  the 
nation,  yet  he  may  lament  fhe  unfortanatc  ap- 
plication of  it,  when  perverted  to  countenanoa 
party  violence,  and  opposition  to  the  mostiwio- 
cent  measnres  of  the  legislature.  The  clamoor 
against  the  alteration  of  the  style  seemed  to  be 
ooe  of  these  instances.  The  alarm  wasgivea, 
and  the  most  fatal  conseqaences  to  our  rdigion 
and  government  were  immediately  apprehended 
from  it.  This  opinion  gathered  strength  in  its 
course,  and  received  a  tincture  from  the  remaina 
of  superstition  still  prevailing  in  tlie  counties 
most  remote  from  town*  I  knew  several  worthy 
gentlemen  in  the  west,  who  lived  many  montlui 
under  the  daily  mi«h«»kMi  «f  some  d^eadlU 
visitation  from  pestUeoce  o^lisiBine.  The  valgar 
were  alnsostavery  whsre  persuaded  that  Nature 
gave  evident  tokens  of  her  disapproviaig  these 
innovations.  I  do  not  indeed  recollect  that  any 
blfzing  stars  were  seen  to  appear  upon  this  oc^ 
casion ;  or  that  armies  were  observed  to  be  en« 
countering  in  the  skies :  people  probably  con- 
cluding that  the  great  men  who  pretend  to  con- 
troul  the  Sun  in  his  course,  would  assuihe  equal 
authority  over  the  inferior  oonstellattions,  and 
not  suier  aay  atrial  militia  to  assemble  them- 
selves in  opposition  to  ministerial  prooeedings* 

The  objection  to  this  regulation,  as  fiivouring 
m  cnstom  established  among  papists,  was  not 
heaid  indeed  with  the  same  regard  as  formerly* 
when  it  actually  prevented  the  legislature  from 
passing  a  bill  of  the  same  nature :  yet  many  a 
president  of  a  corporation  dub  very  eloquently 
harangued  upon  it,  as  introductory  to  the  doctrine 
Of  transubstnntiation,  ^  making  no  doubt  that 
fires  would  be  kindled  again  in  Smithfield  before 
the  coDclusioii  of  thesrear.  This  popular  cla- 
mour has  at  last  happily  subsided,  and  shared 
the  gsoeral  &te  of  those  opinions  which  derive 
their  support  from  imagiuatioo,  n^t  reason. 
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IX)VIBONiyS  POEMS. 


In  tlie  praieiitbappy  disposition  of  the  natioii 
tfte  author  of  the  following  verses  may  venture 
to  introduce  the  complaints  of  an  ideal  person- 
age^ without  seeming  to  strengthen  the  foction 
•freaT parties;  witlfiout forfeiting  his  reputation 
as  a  good  citizen;  or  bringing  a  scandsJ  on  the 
political  character  of  Mr.  Fitz-Adam,  by  making 
aim  the  publisher  of  a  libel  against  the  state. 
This  ideal  personage  is  no  other  than  Old  May- 
day, the  only  apparent  sufferer  from  the  present 
regulation.  Her  situation  is  indeed  a  little  mor- 
tifying, as  every  elderly  lady  will  readily  allow ; 
since  the  train  of  her  admirers  is  withdrawn  from 
^r  at  once,  and  their  adoration  transferred  to  a 
rival,  younger  than  herself  by  at  least  eleven 
days. 

I  am,  sir, 

your  most  obedient  servant, 

THE  TEARS  OF  OLD  MAY-DAT. 

l«i>  by  the  jocund  train  of  vernal  hoort 
And  vernal  air8>  uprose  the  gentle  May ; 

Jhiflhhig  ^e  rbse>  and  blushing  rose  the  flowers 
That  sprung  spontaneous  in  her  genial  ray. 

Her  locka  with  Heaven's  ambroital  dews  were 
bright. 

And  am*rons  Zephyrs  flutter*d  on  her  breast : 
With  ev'ry  shifting  gleam  of  momrag  light 

The  colours  phified  of  her  rainbow  vest. 

Imperial  ensigns  grac'd  her  smiling  form, 
A  golden  key,  and  golden  wand  she  bore ; 

This  charms  to  peace  each  sullen  eastern  storm. 
And  that  unlocks  the  summer's  copious  store. 

Onward  in  conscious  majesty  she  came. 

The  grateful  honours  of  mankind  to  taste  ; 
To  gather  fairest  wreaths  of  future  £une 

ijA  blend  fresh  triumphs  with  her  gkxries 


Tain  hope !  no  more  in  choral  bands  unite 
Her  virgin  vot^ri^^and  at  early  dawn. 

Sscred  to  May  and  Love's  mjrsterious  rite, 
Bru^  the  light  dew-drops  *  from  the  spangled 
lawn. 

To  her  no  more  Augusta's  *  wealthy  pride 
Pours  the  ftill  tribute  fhxn  Potosi's  mine ; 

Nor  fresh  blown  garlands  village  maids  provide^ 
A  purer  offering  at  her  rustic  shrine. 

96  more  the  May-pole's  verdant  height  around 
To  vakmi*!  gamea  th*   ibnbitioua  yonth  ad- 


Komeiry  bells  and  tabers*  tprightlier  sound 
Wake  the  lood  carol,  and  the  sportive  dance^ 

Sodden  in  pensive  sadness  droop*d  her  head, 
Faint  on  her  cheeks  theblusbing  crimson  dy'd— 

*'  O  !  chaste  victorious  triumphs,  whither  fled  ? 
My  maiden  honours,  whither  gone?"  she  Cry'd. 

**  Ah  !  once  to  fame  and  bright  dominion  bom. 
The  earth  and  smiling  ocean  saw  merise> 

With  time  coeval  and  the  star  of  mom. 
The  first,  the  fiurest  daughter  of  the  skies. 

*  Alluding  to  the  country  custom  of  gathering 
May-dew. 
f  Tba  plate  gariands  cf  londoiv 


'<  Then,  when  at  Heave's  prolific  mandate  tprai^ 
The  radiant  beam  of  new  created  day. 

Celestial  harps,  to  airs  of  triumph  strung, 
HaU*d  thegiad  dawn,  and  angePs  calPdme 
May. 

''Space  in  her  empty  regions  heard  the  sound. 
And  hills,   and  dales,  and  rocks,  an<f  valliea 

The  Sun  exuHad  in  his  glorious  round,  [rung ; 
And  shooting  planets  in  their  courses  sui^. 

••  For  ever  then  I  led  the  constant  year;  [wilea  ; 

Saw  Youth,  and  Joy,  and   Love's  enchanting 
Saw  the  mild  Graces  in  my  train  appear. 

And  infimt  Beauty  bri^^ten  in  my  sniilei. 

'<  No  Winterfrown'd.  In  sweet  embraoe  ally'd^ 
Three  sister  Seasons  danc'dth' eternal  green; 

And  Spring's  retiring  softness  gently  vy>d 
With  Autumn's  Mush,  and  Soamer's  kl^ 
mien. 

"Too  soon,  when  man  propban'd the  Uessioga 

And  vengeance  arm'd  to  blot  a  guilty  age» 
With  bright  Astrea  to  my  native  Heav^ 
I  fled,  and  flying  saw  the  Deluge  cage : 

"Saw  bursting  clouds  eclipse  the  noontide  beams,. 
While  sounding .  billows  from  the  mountaina 
roD'd, 
With  bitter  waves  polluting  all  my  streams. 
My  nectar'd  streams,  that  flow'd  on  sands  of 
gold. 

"  Then  vanisfa'd  many  a  sea-girt  isle  and  grove. 
Their  forests  floating  on  the  watry  "plam  : 

Then,  lam'd  for  arts  and  law*  deriv'd  from  Jovai 
My  Atalantis  •  sunk  beneath  the  main. 

"  No  longer  bloom'd  primeval  Eden's  bow'rs. 
Nor  guardian  dragons  watch'd  th'  He^oiaa 
ste^: 

With  all  their  fountains,  fragrant  fraitsand  flow^ 
Tom  firom  the  continent  to  glut  the  deep. 

"  No  more  to  dwell  in  sylvan  scenes  I  ddgn'd 
Yet  oftf  descending  to  the  languid  Earth, 

With  quickning  pow'rs  the  famtiog  mass  sus« 
tain'd. 
And  wak'd  her  slumb'ring  atoms  into  birth. 

"  And  ev'ry  echo  caught  my  raptured  name. 
And  ev'ry  virgin  breath'dher  am'rous  vows, 

And  precious  wreaths  of  rich  immortal  fkme, 
Show'r'd  by  the   Muses,  crown'd  my  lofty 


**  But  chief  in  Europe,  and  in  Europe's  pride. 
My  Albion^s  favoured  realms,  I  rose  ador'd; 

And  pour'd  my  wealth,  to  other  climes  deny'c^ 
From  Amalthea's  hom  with  plenty  stor'd. 

<*  Ah  me !  for  now  a  younger  rival  chums 
My  ravish'd  honours,  and  to  her  belong 

My  choral  dances  and  victorious  games^ 
To  her  my  garlands  and  triumphal  song;^ 

«  O  say  what  yet  imtasted  bonnties  flow. 
What  purer  joys  await  her  gentle  reign  ? 

Do  lillies  fairer,  vi'lets  sweeter  bkiw? 
And  warbles  Phikimel  a  softer  strain  } 

•  SeePlato. 
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**  Do  iDoreing  SUBS  in  ruddier  glory  ris^  ? 

Does  er'iiiD^  fen  her  with  serener  gales  ? 
Do  doud j  drop  fetness  from  the  wealthier  sicies. 

Or  wantons  plenty  in  her  happier  vales  ? 

*<  Ah !  no :  the  hlunted  beams  of  dawning  light 
Skirt  the  pale  orient  with  uncertain  day  ^ 

And  Cjmthia,  riding  on  the  car  of  night, 
TbnHigh  clouds  embattled  faintly  wins  her 
way.  I 

*'Pa1e,  immature,  the  blighted  verdure  springs, 
Nor  mounting  juices  feed  the  swelling  flow'r;  { 

Mute  all  the  groves,  nor  Philomela  sings 
When  Silence  listens  at  the  midnight  hour.        { 

*<  Nor  wonder,  man,  that  Nature's  bashful  face. 
And  op^nng  charms  her  rude  embraces  fear :  j 

b  she  not  sprung  of  April's  wayward  race, 
The  sickly  daughter  of  th*  unripen'd  year  ?      t 

**  With  flliow'rs  and  sunshine  in  her  AcUe  eyes,   t 

Whh  hollow  smiles  proclaiming  treachVoos  j 

peace;  \ 

With  blushes,  harboring  m  their  thin  disguise,  i 
Hie  blast  that  riots  on  the  Spring's  encrease. 

'<  Is  this  the  fiiir  invested  with  my  tfpoil 
By  Europe's  laws,  and  senates'  stem  com- 
noands? 

Ungenerous  Europe,  let  me  fly  the  soil. 
And  wait  my  treasures  to  a  grateful  land : 

**  Again  revive  on  Asia's  drooping  shore. 

My  Daphne's  groves,  or  Lycia's  ancient  plain; 

Again  to  Afric's  sultry  sands  restore  ,     , 

Embow'ring   shades,    and  Lybian  Ammon's  , 

fime:  \ 

^  Or  baste  to  northern  ZemUa's  savage  coast,  \ 
There  hush  to  silence  elemental  strife  ; 

Brood  o^er  the  region  of  eternal  frost. 
And  swell  her  barren  womb  with  heat  and  life. 

'fnien  Britain" — here  she  ceas'd.  Indignant  grief, 
And  parting  pangs  her  fauli'ring  tongue  sup- 
prest:  • 

VeiTd  in  an  amber  ck)ud,  she  sought  relief,  ' 
And  tears,  and  silent  anguish  told  the  rest       . 


DEDICATION 
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O  Tsoo  who  rit'st  in  academic  schools^ 
Liess  teaching  than  mspiring  ancient  art. 

Hi  J  otro  example  nobler  than  your  rules, 
Tby  l>laaaelessiif^  best  lessen  for  the  heart 

And  ye,  who  dwell  in  peaceful  groves  around, 
Whome  voice,  whose  verse  em:bants,  harmoni- 
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—Anp  dar'st  thou  then,  insulting  lord,  demand 
A  friendly  answer  from  this  trembling  band? 
Perish  the  thought !  shall  this  unguarded  pen 
Still  trust  its  frailties  with  the  frauds  of  men* 
To  one,  and  one  alone,  again  impart 
The  soft  effusions  of  a  melting  heart !— > 
No  nK>re  thy  lips  my  tender  page  shall  stain, 
And  priut  false  kisses,  dream't  sincere  in  vain  ; 
No  more  thy  ejres  with  sweet  surprise  pursue^* 
Love's  secret  mysteries  there  unveil'd  to  you, 
I)emand*st  thou  still  an  answer  ? — let  it  be 
An  answer  worthy  vengeance,  worthy  me!— 
Hear  it  In  public  characters  relate 
An  ill  starr'd  passion,  and  capricious  fate  f 
Yes,  public  let  it  stand; — to  warn  the  maid 
From  her  that  fell,  less  vanquish'd,  than  betray'd: 
Guiltless,  yet  doom'd  withguilty  pangs  to  groin. 
And  expiate  other's  treasons,  not  her  own: 
A  race  of  shame  in  honour's  paths  to  run. 
Still  virtue's  follower,  yet  by  vice  undone  ; 
Such  f)ree  complaint  to  injur*!!  love  belongs. 
Yes,  tyrant,  read,  and  know  me  by  my  wrongs  | 
Know  thy  own  treacheries,  bar'd  to  general  view. 
Yes,  traitor,  read,  and  residing  tremble  too ! 

What  vice  would  perpetrate  and   fraud  dis« 
I  come  to  blaze  it  to  a  nation's  eyes;     [guise^ 
I  come — ah !  wretch,  thy  swelling  rage  contnmU 
*'  Was  he  not  once  the  idol  of  thy  soul?-* 
True, — by  his  guilt  thy  tortur'd  bosom  bleeds. 
Yet  spare  his  blushes,  for  'tis  love  that  pleads  !-* 
Respecting  him,  req)ect  thy  Infent  flame. 
Proclaim  1^  treason,  hide  the  traitor's  name  !-^ 
Enough  to  honour,  and  revenge  be  given. 
This  truth  reserve  for  conscience  and  for  Hea- 
ven!" 
Ta]k'stthou,ingrBte,offiriendship'8ho}y  powers? 
What  binds  the  tiger  and  the  lamb  be  ours  ! 
This  cold,  this  frosen  bosom,  can'st  thou  dream 
Senseless  to  love,  will  soften  to  esteem  ? 
What  means  thy  proffer'd  friendship  ? — but  t» 
prove  .  [love— 

Thou  wilt  not  ^hate  her,  whom  thou  can'st  not 
Remember  thee ! — ^repeat  that  sound  again  !— 
My  heart  applauding  echoes  to  the  strain  ; 
Yes,  till  this  heart  forgets  to  beat,  and  grieve. 
Live  there  thy  iinage---but  detested  live ! — 
Still  swell  my  rage— uncheck'd  by  time,  or  fate» 
Nor  waken  memory  but  to  kindle  hate ! — 

Enter  thy  treacherous  bosom,  enter  deep, 
Hear  conscience  call,  while  flatt'ring  passioitt 

sleep!— 
Impartial  search,  and  tell  thy  boasted  claim 
To  love's  indulgence  and  to  virtuous  fame  I 
Where  harbour  Honour,    Justice,   Faith,  and 
Thith.  Tmy  youth : 
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Kot  hy  snperloar  wilet,  foeceafiil  provesy 
Bot  l<oiid  crcduIUy  m  her  UmI  lQw<et.— 
Blusby   shameless  graiideor>   blush  I—-8hal] 
Britoia^s  pM»« 
pRiiog  all  crimes,  DOt  dare  to  be  sincere  ?— 
His  fravd  in  Virtue's  feirest  fikeness  paint. 
And  hide  his  noblciiess  hrbase  constraint 
What  charms  were  mine  to  tempt  thj  gnilty 
ftres !  [sires ! 

What  wealthy   what   honours  from   itlastrious 
Can  Virtue's  simple  itpotts  adoni  thy  race  ? 
Shall  annals  mark  a  ▼tHage-maid*s  disg^racc  ? 
Ev^  the  sad  secret,  to  thsrself  conftn*d, 
SeepB^  nor  thou  dar'st  dirolge  it  to  mankind :    . 
When  bursting  tears  mj  inward  anguitih  speak, 
When  paleness  spreads  my  soBieHmes  flushing 

cheek, 
When  my  frame  trembles  with  eonrulshre  striffe. 
And  spirits  flutter  on  the  verge  of  life. 
When  to  my  heart  the  ebb'm;  pulse  is  dHv'n, 
jind  eyes  throw  Aunt  aeeusinfr  bf^nts  to  HeaV'n, 
•tHI  'from  the  world  tho:ie  swelling  sighs  sop- 

prest, 
Thos9  sorrows  streaming:  in  one  fiiithfiil  breast ; 
Explain  to  her,  finom  others  hide  my  care, 
Thought  nature's  weakness,  and  not  lore^  de- 
spair, 
Tlie  sprightly  youth  in  gloomy  languor  pine. 
My  portion  misery,  yet  not  triumph  thine — 
Ah !  whence  derives  thy  sex  its  barbarous  powers 
T6  spoil  tbe  sweetness  of  our  virgin  hours  ? 
Why  leave  nia  not,  where  6rst  1  met  your  eye, 
A  simple  flower  to  bloom  in  shades,  and  die  ? — 
Where  sprightly  mom  on  downy  pmioos  roae> 
And  evening  hilPd  me  to  a  deep  repose  ? 
Sharing  pure  jojrs,  ai  least  divhne  content. 
The  choicest  treasure  fbr  mere  mortals  meant. 
Ah !  wherefore  poisoning  moments  sweet  as  these, 
Enay  oa  me  thy  fhtal  arts  to  please  } 
Destined,  if  prosperous,  for  snblimer  charmfy 
To  court  pitnid  wealth,  and  greatness  to  thy 

arms! 
Ilbw  many  a  brighter,  many  a  fvrer  dame^ 
Fond  of  her  prise  had  fhnD*d  thy  ilcUe  flame? 
With  livelier  moments  sooth*d  thy  vacant  ndnd? 
Easy  p08((ess'd  thee,  easy  too  resignM— 
Chang'd  but  her  object,  passion*s  willing  slave. 
Nor  fett  a  wound  to  fester  to  the  grave — 
Oh!  had  I,  conscious  of  thy  flerce desires. 
But  half  consenting,  sharM  contagious  fires. 
But  half  reluctant,  heard  thy  vows  explahi*d. 
This  vanquished  heart  had  suibr'd,  not  com- 
plained— 
But  ah,  vith  tears  and  crooded  sighs  to  sue 
False  passion^  dress  in  colours  meant  fbr  true; 
Artful  iisinmr  Gonfusion*s  sweet  disguise. 
Meet  my  coy  virtues  wilfa  dejected  eye8> 
Steal  their  sweet  language  that  no  words  impart, 
Aod  give  me  back  an  image  of  my  heart, 
IWSf  this-  was  treachery,  fated  best  to  share 
Hate  fvom  my  bosom,  and  finom  thine  despair — 
Yet  unrelenting  still  the  tyrant  cries. 
Heedless  of  pity's  voice  Mid  beauty's  sighs, 
**  That  pious  frauds  the  wisest,  best,  approve. 
And  Heaven  but  smiles  at  peijuries  in  lore."— 
No— M  is  the  vifliao's  plea,  bis  paor  pretence. 
To  seise  a  trembling  prey,  that  wants  defence, 

No— *tif  the  base  sensation  cowards  fed  ; 
The  wretch  that  tremhtct  at  tte  brafte  aum^ 
steel. 


Fierce  and  nndMwIedte  a  mippean    [teoM^ 
That  breathes  tU  vengeaaae  but  in  stg^  and 
Thiit  helpkese  sex,  by  Nature*s  vuice  addreat 
To  lean  ito  weakness  on  your  Braier  bieast. 
Protection  pleads  in  vain-^-th'  ungenerous  sUve 
InsoHs  the  virtue  he  was  bom  to  save.'*- 

What !  shall  the  lightest  promise  Kps  can  feign 
Bind  roan  to  man  in  honour's  sacred  chain  ? 
And  oaths  to  us  not  sanctify  th'  accord. 
Not  Ueav'n  attested,  and  Heav'n's  awful  l/>rd  f 
Why  varkws  laws  for  beingi  fonn'd  the  same  ? 
Equal  from  one  indulgent  hand  we  came. 
For  mutual  Miss  that  each  assigned  its  place. 
With  manly  vigour  tempering  feoMde  grace. 
Deprived  our  gentler  intercourse,  explain 
Your  solitary  pleasures  sallen  reign ; 
What  tender  joys  sit  brooding  o'er  your  stor^ 
How  sweet  ambition  slumbers  gorg'd  with  gore ! 
Tis  our^s  th'  unsocial  passions  to  control, 
Poor  the  ghul  balm  that  heals  the  wounded  soul; 
Prom  wealth,   from  power's  delusive,  restless 

dreams 
To  hire  your  fancy  to  diviner  themes.—' 
Confess  at  length  your  fancied  rights  you  dnw 
From  force  superior,  and  net  Nature's  law. 
Yet  know,  by  us  those  beasted  arms  peevail. 
By  native  gentleness,  not  roan  we  fell ; 
With  brave  revenge  a  tyrant's  blood  to  spill 
Possessing  all  the  powei^-we  want  the  wiU. 

Still  if  you  glory  in  the  lion's  force. 
Come,  nobly  emulate  that  lion's  course ! 
From  guarded  herds  he  vrodicates  his  prey. 
Not  lurks  m  firaudful  thickets  from  the  day; 
White  roan,   with  snares  to  cheat,   with  wilet 

perplex, 
Weakens  already  weak  too  aoA  a  sex ; 
In  law's,  in  eustoa^  fashion's  fetters  brads. 
Relaxes  all  the  nerves  that  brace  onr  minda. 
Then,  lerdly  savage,  rends  the  eaptive  heavi 
Flnt  gained  by  treachery,  then  tam'd  by  art-** 

Are  these  refiections  then  that  love  inquires  ? 
Is  bitter  grief  the  fruit  of  fsir  desires  ? 
From  whose  eacample  could  I  dream  to  find 
Aclaiffitocttasew  perhaps  to  wrong  mankind  f 
Ah !  king  1  strove  to  burst  th'  enchanting  tie. 
And  fbrm'd  resolves,  that  ev'a  in  forming  die; 
Too  long  I  lingered  on  the  shipwreck'd  coast, 
Andey'd  the  oeeen  where  my  wealth  was  lost! 
In  silence  wept,  scarce  venturing  to  complain. 
Still  tony  heart  dissembled  half  my  pain — 
Ascrib'd  my  sufferings  to  its  fieais,  not  you ; 
Beheld  you  treacherous,  and  then  wish'd  yoa 

trae; 
Sootb'd  by  theee  wisliae,  by  raywifdeees^d, 
Ifondlyhop^d,  andwfaatlhep'dbeliev'd.— 
Craell  to  whom?  ah!  whi4ber  shoeld  I  iae, 
Friende,  fi>rtune,  fesM,  deserted  all  ferthee ! 
On  whom  but  you  my  feinting  breast  repose  ? 
With  whom  but  you  deposit  all  its  woes  ? 
To  whom  but  you  explain  its  stifled  groan  } 
And  live  for  whens,  but  leve  and  yon  akne  ? 
What  hand  to  probe  my  bleeding  heart  be  found? 
What  hand  to  heal  ? — but  his  that  gave  the 

wound  ? — 
O  dreadful  chaos  of  the  mhi*d  mM! 
Lost  to  itself,  to  vhrtue,  human  kind  >      [wSd»» 
From  Earth,  from  Heaven,  a  meteee  ilafning 
link'd  to  no  system,  to  no  worid  allied ; 
A  blapk  of  Nature,  \-anish'd  every  thought 
That  Nature,  reason,  that  experience  taught, 
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)»fcst,  pi««ent,  fntowstrtfce,  alike  destroy»d, 
M'  here  tove  alooe  can  aU  the  mighty  vo!d ; 
That  love  on  unreturning  pinions  flown 
We  grasp  a  shade,  the  noble  substance  gone— 
From  one  ador'd  and  once  adoring,  dream 
Of  friendship's  tenderness— ev'n  cold  esteem 
(Humble  our  vows)  rejected  with  disdain. 
Ask  a  last  conffrence,   but  a  parting  strain, 
More  suppliant  stfll,  the  wretched  f  uit  advance. 
Plead  for  a  look,  a  momentary  glance, 
A  letter,   token — on  destrurtion's  brink 

We  catch  the  feeble  plank  of  hope,  and  sink. 

In  those  dread^  moments,  when  the  hov'ring 
flame 
Scarce  languish 'd  into  life,  again  you  came. 
Pursued  again  a  too  successful  theme. 
And  dry'd  my  eyes,  with  your*s  again  to  stream  j 
Whea  treach'roiM  tears  your  venial  faults  ooo- 

fiess'd. 
And  half  dissembled,  half  excus'd  the  rest. 
To  kindred  griefs  taught  pity  from  my  own, 
Sighs  i  return'd,  and  echoed  groan  for  groan; 
Your  self  reproaches  stifling  mine,  approv'd. 
And  much  I  credited,  for  much  I  lov'd. 
Not  long  the  soul  this  doubtful  dream  pro- 
longs. 
If  prompt  to  jmrdon,  nor  forget  its  wrongs. 
It  scorns  the  traitor,  and  with  conscious  pride 
Scorns  a  base  self,  deserting  to  his  side ; 
Great  by  misfortune,  greater  by  despair, 
its  Heaven  once  lost,  rejects  an  humbler  care ; 
To  drink  the  dregs  of  languid  joys  disdams, 
AAd  flies  a  passion  but  perceived  from  pains  ; 
Too  just  the  rights  another  claims  to  aUaal, 
Too  good  its  feelings  to  wish  virtue  feel, 
Perhapt  too  tender  or  too  fierce,  my  soul 
Disclaiming  half  the  heart,  demands  the  whole. — 

I  blame  thee  not,  that,  tickle  as  thy  race. 
New  loves  invite  thee,  and  the  old  eflace ; 
That  cold,  insensible,  thy  soul  appears 
Ta  virtue's  smiles,  to  virtue's  very  tears ; 
But  ah !  an  heart  whose  tenderness  you  knew. 
That  oifer'd  Heaven,  but  second  vows  to  you, 
In  fond  presumption  that  securelv  play'd. 
Securely  slumber'd  in  your  friendly  shade. 
Whose  every  weakness,  every  sigh  to  share, 
The  powers  that  haant  the  perjured,  heard  you 

swear; 
Was  this  an  heart  you  wantonly  resigned 
Victim  to  scorn,  to  ruin,  and  mankind } 
Was  this  an  heart  ? — O  shame  of  honour,  truth, 
Of  blushing  candour,  and  ingenuous  youth  1 
What  means  thy  pity  ?   what  can  it  restore? 
Th6  grave,  that  yawns  till  general  doom's  no 

more, 
As  soon  shall  quicken,  as  my  torments  cease, 
BockM  on  the  lap  of  innocence  and  peace, 
As  smiles  and  joy  this  pensive  brow  invade. 
And  smooth  the  traces  by  affliction  made : 
Flames,  once  extinguished,  virtue's  lamp  divine. 
And  visits  honour,  a  deserted  shrine  ? 
No,  wretch,  too  long  on  passion's  ocean  tost. 
Not  Heaven  itself  restores  the  good  you  lostx 
The  form  exists  not  that  thy  fancy  tlream'q^ 
A  fiend  pursues  thee  that  an  angel  seem'd ; 
Impassive  to  the  touch  of  reason's  ray 
His  (aary  phantom  melts  in  clouds  away ; 
Yet  take  my  pardon  in  my  last  faVeWell, 
The  wounds  you  gave,  ah  cruel  I  never  feel ! 

you  xYi. 


Fated  like  me  to  court  and  enrsethy  fiite, 
To  blend  in  dreadful  union  love  and  hate; 
<:hididgthe  present  moment's  slumb'ring  haste. 
To  dread  the  future,  and  deplore  the  past; 
Like  me  condemn  th'  effect,  the  cause  approve. 
Renounce  the  lover,  and  reUin  the  love. 
Yes,  Love  !  ev'n  now  in  this  ill-fated  hour. 
An  exile  from  thy  joys,   I  feel  thy  power. 
The  Sun  to  me  his  noontide  blaze  that  shronds 
In  browner  horrours  than  when  veil'd  in  clouds. 
The  Moon,  fmnt  light  that  melancholy  throws. 
The  streams  that  murmur,  yet  not  court  repos^. 
The  breezes  sickening  with  my  mind's  disease. 
And  vallieS  laughing  to  all  eyes  but  these. 
Proclaim  thy  absence.  Love,'  whose  beam  alona 
Li-Iited  my  mom  with  glories  not  its  own. 
O  thou  of  generous  passions  purest,  best  I 
Soon  as  thy  flame  shot  rapture  to  my  breast. 
Each  pulse  expanding,  trembled  with  delight. 
And  aching  vision  drank  thy  lovely  light, 
A  new  creation  brightened  to  my  view, 
Nurs'd  in  thy  smiles  the  social  p-jssions  grew,    • 
Xew  strung,    the  thrilling  nerves  harmonious 
And  beat  sweet  unison  to  others'  woes,         [rose 
Slumb'ring  no  more  a  Lethe's  lazy  flood,  * 

In  generous  currents  sweli'd  the  sprightly  bkKxf, 
No  longer  no*  to  partial  streams  confin'd, 
Spread  like  an  ocean,  and  embrac'd  mankind 
No  more  concentering  in  iuelf  the  blaze 
The  soul  diffiis'd  benevolence's  rays, 
Kindled  on  Earth,  pursued  th'  etherial  road. 
In  hallow'd  flames  ascended  to  its  God.— 

Yes,Love,  thy  star  of  generous  influencecheers 
Our  gloomy  dwelling  in  this  vale  of  tears. 
What  ?  if  a  tyrant's  blasting  hand  destroys 
Thy  swelling  blossoms  of  expected  joys, 
Cunverts  to  poison  what  for  life  was  given. 
Thy  manna  dropping  from  its  native  Heaven, 
Still  love  victorious  triumphs,  stUl  coafest 
The  noblest  tnuvsport  that  can  warm  the  breast; 
Yes,  traitor,  yes,  my  heart  to  nature  true. 
Adores  the  passion  and  detests  but  you. 


ON  REBUILDING  COMBE-NEFILLE, 

NEAR  KINOTTOlf,  SURREY,  ONCE  THE  SEAT  OP  THE 
FAMOUS  KING-HAKINC  EARL  OP  WARWICK,  AND 
LATE  IN  TUB  POSSESSION  OF  THE  FAMILY  OF 
HARVEY. 

Ye  modem  domes  that  rise  elate 

O'er  yonder  prostrate  walls. 
In  vain  your  hope  to  match  the  state 

Of  Neville's  ancient  halls. 

Dread  mansion!  on  thy  Gothic  tower 

Were  regal  standards  rais'd; 
The  rose  of  York,  white  virgin  flower, 

Or  red  Lancaster's  blaz'd. 

Warwick,  high  chief,  whose  awful  word 

Or  shook,  or  fix'd  the  throne. 
Spread  here  his  hospitable  board. 

Or  warr'd  in  tilts  alone. , 

When  Combe  her  garter'd  knights  beheld 

On  barbed  steeds  advance. 
Where  ladies  crown'd  the  tented  field, 

And  love  inspir'd  the  lance^ 
XS 
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Historic  henlds  here  amy'd 

Fair  acts  in  gorgeous  style, 
Bat  heroes  toils  were  best  repay'd 

£y  bashful  beauty's  smile. — 

So  flourishM  Combe,  and  flourishM  long 
With  lonis  of-  bounteous  soul ; 

Her  walls  still  echoed  to  the  song. 
And  mirth  still  dram'd  herbowL 

And  still  her  courts  with  footsteps  medi 

The  famthig  traveller  prest. 
Still  misery  flush'd  her  faded  cheek 

At  Harvey's  genial  feast. — 

Zx>v'd  seat,  how  oft,  in  child'ish  ease, 

/  long  thy  woods  I  stray'd. 
Now  vent'rous  climb'd  embow'ring  trees, 
.  Kow  sported  in  their  shade. 

Along  thy  hills  the  chase  I  led 
With  ech<nng  hounds  and  horns* 

And  left  for  thee  my  downy  bed, 
Unplanted  yet  with  thonis. 

Kow,  languid  with  the  noontide  beams, 
Explor'd  thy  predous  springs  " 

That  proudly  flow  »,  like  Susa's  streams. 
To  tem|)er  cups  for  kings. 

But  Hxmt  inspired  with  nobler  powers, 

I  sought  thy  awful  grore ; 
There  frequent  woth'd  my  evening  hours. 

That  best  deceiver,  love. 

Each  smiling  joy  was  there,  that  springs 

In  life's  delicious  prime;' 
There  young  ambition  plum'd  his  wings. 

And  mock'd  the  flight  of  time. — 

There  patriot  passions  fir»d  my  breast 
With  freedom's  glowing  themes. 

And  virtue's  image  rose  confest 
In  bright  Platonic  dreams. — 

Ah  me!    my  drcarns  of  harmless  youth 

No  more  thy  walks  invade, 
Tlie  charm  is  broke  by  scbtr  truth. 

Thy  fairy  visions  fade. — 

No  more  unstain'd  with  fear  or  guilt 
Such  hours  of  rapture  smile. 

Each  airy  fabric  fancy  built 
Is  ^buish'd  as  thy  pile! — 


ON  LADY  POMFRErS 

racsEm-iifG  the  uKivmsmr  or  oxFoan  wrm 

MEa  COLLBCIIOM  OP  STAIUBS. 

Welcome  again  the  reign  of  ancient  arts ! 
Welcome  fair  modem  days  from  r  y' 
Though  late,  emerging,  son  of  sciel 
Whoi^e  glorious  rays   enlightened 
Rome, 
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*  Hainptnn-Court  palace  is  supplied  with  wa- 
ter from  the  springs  on  Comibe  Hills. 

^  "  There  Susa  by  Choapes'  amber  stream. 
The  driuk  of  none  but  kings." 

HillLTOX. 


Tllustripus  nations !  Their's  was  empire's  seat; 
Their**  virtue,  freedom,  each  enchanting  grace  | 
Sculpture  with  them  to  bright  perfection  rose. 
Sculpture,  whose  bold  Promethean  hand  infbrm'd 
The  stubborn  mass  with  life— in  fretted  gold 
Or  yielding  marble,  to  the  raptur'deye 
Displayed  the  shining  conclave  of  the  skies. 
And  chiefs  and  sages  gave  the  passions  form. 
And  virtue  shape  corporeal :  taught  by  her 
I  he  obedient  brass  dissolved ; 
In  love's  soft  flres  thy  winning  charms  she  stole. 
Thou  mild  retreating  Medicean  fair. 
She  maik'd  the  flowing  Dryads  lighter  step. 
The  panting  bosom,  garments  flowing  loose. 
And  wanton  tresses  waving  to  the  wind. — 
Again  by  Pomfret's  generous  care,  these  stores 
Of  ancient  fame  re\-isit  lcammg*s  scats, 
llieirold  abode.     O  reverence  learning's  seats. 
Ye  beauteous  arts!     for   know,   by  learning'* 

smiles 
Ye  grew  immortal—Know,  however  fair 
Sculpture  and  Painting,  fiaiirer  Poetry, 
Your  eldest  sister,  from  the  Aonian  mount. 
Imagination's  fruitful  realm,  supply'd 
The  rich  material  of  your  lovely  soil. 
Her  fairy  forms,  poetic  fency  first 
Peopled  the  hills,  and  vales,  and  flibled  grovu 
With  shapes  celestial,  and  by  fountain  side 
Saw  fauns  with  wanton  satyrs  lead  the  dance 
With  meek-ey'd    naiads;    saw  your  Cyprian 
Ascending  from  the  ocean's  wave ;  [queca 

Poetic  fancy  in  Mnonian  song 
PicturM  immortal  Jove,  ere  Phidias'  hands 
Sublime  with  alt  his  thunders  form'd  the  god. 
Here  then  uniting  with  your  kindred  art, 
Majestw  Grecian  sculpture  deign  to  dwells 
Here  shadsH  of  Academe  again  invite, 
Athenian  philosophic  shades,  and  here 
Ye  Roman  forms,  a  nobler  Tyber  flows. 

C6me,  Pomfiet,  (xmie,  of  rich  munificence 
Partake  the  fame,  though  candid  blushes  rise. 
And  modest  virtues  shun  the  blaxe  of  day. 
Pomfret,  not  all  thy  honours,  splendid  train. 
Not  the  tnright  coronet  that  binds  thy  brow. 
Not  all  thy  lovely  oflTspring,  radiant  queens 
On  beauty's  throne,  shall  consecrate  thy  praise 
Like  science,  boasting  in  thy  genial  beam 
Incre^ising  stores :  in  these  embowering  shades 
Stands  the  fair  tablet  of  eternal  fome ; 
There  memory's  adamantine  pen  records 
Her  scins ;  but  carh  iilustrious  female's  name 
In  golden  characters  engrav'd,  tiefies 
F.irvy  and  Tim*-,  superior  to  their  rage.-— 
Pomfret  shall  live,  the  generous  Pomfret  join*!! 
With  Caroline,  and  martial  Edward's  queen. 
And  great  £liza,  regal  names,  like  thee 
Smihngonartsand  learning's  sons  they  reign'd.** 
And  see  where  Westmorland  adorns  the  train 
Of  learning's  princely  patrons !  Lo,  1  see 
A  new  pantheon  rise  as  that  of  old 
Famous,  nor  founded  by  ignobler  hands; 
'ihcmgh  thine,    Agrippa,    sway'd  the  helm   of 
I  see  ensbrin'd  majestic awfri) forms,       [Rome: 
Chiefs,  legislators,  patriots,  beauties,  gods. 
Not  him  by  snperstitious  fears  ador'd 
With  barbarous  sacrifice  and  frantic  zeal. 
Yet  not  uncelebrated  nor  vmscmg,  for  oft 
•Thou,  slumb'ring  Cupid,  -wJth  inverted  torch 
Botokemng  laildcst  fiiMi  sfaail  hear  the  sighs 
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OfYiitoouf,    lore-tick  youths. 

reign. 

Celestial  Venus,  tbougfa  with  chaster  rites, 
Addrest  with  tows  from  purer  Tolaries  heard. 


ON  RURAL  SPORTS. 

You  too  *ball 


*»! 


ON  RURAL  SPORTS. 

T»B  Sun  wakes  jocund--ai1  of  life,  who  breathe 
In  air,  or  earth,  and  lawn,  and  thicket  rore, 

Who  swim  the  surface,  or  the  deep  beneath. 
Swell  the  full  chorus  of  delight  and  love. 

But  what  are  ye,  who  cheer  the  bay  of  hounds* 
Whoselevelt'd  thunder  frightens  Morn's  repose* 

Who  drag  the  net,  whose  hook  insidwus  wounds 
A  writhing  reptile,  type  of  mightier  woes? 

I  see  ye  come,  and  harock  loose  the  rems, 
A  general  groan  the  general  anguish  speaks,  ^ 

The  sUteJy  stng  falls  butcher'd  on  the  plains. 
The  dew  of  death  bangs  clammy  on  his  cheeks. 

Ah  !  see  the  pheasant  fluttering  m  the  brake. 
Green,  azure,  gold,  but  undistinguished  gore  1 

Yet  spare  the  tenants  of  the  silver  lake  ! 
— 1  call  in  Yaio— they  ga^  upon  tha  shore. 

A  yet  ignobler  band  is  guarded  round 
1^  ith  dogs  of  war^--the  spuming  bull  tbeir 
prize; 

And  now  he  bellows,  humbled  to  the  ground ; 
And  now  they  sprawl  in  howlinp  to  the  skies. 

You  too  must  feel  their  missile  weapon's  power. 
Whose  clarion  charms  the  midnight's  sullen 
air ;  ^ 

Thou  the  mom's  harbinger,  must  mourn  the  hour 
Vigil  to  ^uts,  and  penitence,  andprayer*. 

'Must  fatal  wars  of  human  avarice  wage 

For  milder  conflicts,  love  their  palm  design'd  ? 

Kow  sheatb'd  in  steel,  must  rival  reason's  rage 
Deal  mutual  death,  and  emulate  mankind  ? 

Ace  these  your  sovereign  joys,  creation's  teids  ? 

Is  death  a  banquet  for  a  godlike  soul  ? 
Have  rigid  hearts  no  sympathising  chords 

For  concord,  order,  for  th*  harmonious  whole  ? 

Kor  plead  necessity,  thou  man  of  blood ! 

Heaven  tempers  power  with  mercy— Heaven 


Yet  slay  the  wolf  for  safety,  lamb  for  food ; 
But  shorten  misery's  pangs,  and  drop  a  tear ! 

Ah !  rather  turn,  and  breath  this  evening  gale' 
Uninjur'd  and  uninjuring  nature*s  peace. 

Come,  draw  best  nectar  from  the  foaming  pail. 
Come,  pen  the  fold,  and  count  the  stock's  in- 
crease 1 

See  pasturing  heifei^  with  the  bull,  who  .wields 
Yet  budding  boms,  and  wounds  alone  the  soil! 

Or  see  the  panting  spaniel  try  the  fields 
While  bunting  coveys  mock  his  wanton  toU  ! 

Kow  feel  the  steed  with  youth's  elastic  force 
-    Spontaneous  bound,  yet  bear  thy  kind  con- 
trol; 
Kor  manp^eall  his  smews  in  the  course. 
And  fiuDting,  staggering, lash  him  to  th<  goal ! 

*  Shrove  Tuesday, 


Now  sweetly  pensive,  bending  o'er  the  stream, 
Mark  the  gay  floating  myriads,  nor  molest    . 

Hieir  sports,  their  slumbers,  but  inglorious  dream 
Of  evil  fled  and  all  creatkM  blest  ? 

Or  ehe,  beneath  thy  porch,  in  social  joy 
Sit  and  approve  thy  infont's  virtuous  haste. 

Humanity's  sweet  tones  while  all  employ 
To  lure  the  wiog'd  domestics  to  repast  I 

There  smiling  see  a  fop  in  swelling  state. 
The  turkey  strut  with  valour's  red  pretence, 

And  duck  row  on  with  waddling  honest  gnit. 
And  goose  mistake  solemnity  for  sense ! 

While  one  with  front  erect  in  simple  pride 
Full  6rm!y  treads,  his  coasort  waits  his  call. 

Now  deal  the  copious  barley,  waft  it  wide, 
That  each  may  taste  the  bounty  meant  for  alL 

Yon  bashful  songsters  with  retorted  eye 

Pursue  the  grain,  yet  wheel  contracted  flighty 

While  he,  the  bolder  sparrow,  scorns  to  fly, 
A  son  of  freedom  claiming  nature's  right* 

Liberal  to  him ;  yet  still  the  wafted  grain. 
Choicest  for  those  of  modest  worth,  dispense. 

And  blessing'  Heaven  that  wakes  their  gratefut 
strain. 
Let  Heaven's  best  joy  be  thine.  Benevolence. 

While  flocks  soft  bleatings,  echoing  high   and 
clear, 
The  neigh  of  steeds,  responsive  o'er  the  heath. 
Deep  lowings  sweeter  melt  upon  thyear 
llian  tereamt  of  terroor  and  the  groans  of 
death. 

Yet  sounds  of  woe  delight  a  giant  brood : 
Fly  then  mankind,  ye  jroung,  ye  helpless  old  t 

For  not  their  fury,  a  consuming  flood, 
Distinguishes  the  shepherd,  drowns  the  fold* 

But  loosen  once  thy  gripe,  avenging  law! 

Eager  on  man>  a  noble  chase,  they  start ; 
Now  from  a  brother's  side  the  dagger  draw. 

Now  sheath  it  deeper  in  a  virgin's  heart. 

See  as  they  reach  ambition's  purple  fruits 
Tlieir  reeking  hands  in  nation's  carnage  died !  ■ 

No  longer  bathing  in  the  blood  of  brates. 
They  swim  to  empire  in  a  human  tide. 

But  see  him,  see  the  fiend  that  others  stung. 
With  scorpion  conscience    lash    himself  tht 
last! 

See,  festering  in  the  hoeom  where  they  spmng, 
The  fury  passions  that  laid  nature  waste ! 

Eehold  the  self-tormentor  drag  his  chains, 
And  weary    Heaven  with  many   a  fraitlesi 
groan  ! 

By  pining  fasts,  by  voluntary  pains. 

Revenging  nature's  cause,  he  pleads  his  own. 

Yet  prostrate,  suppliant  to  the  throne  above,  ^ 
He  c^Us  down  Heaven  in  thunders  to  pursue 

Heaven's  fancied  foes — O  God  of  peace  and  love. 
The  yoioeof  thunder  is  no  voke  from  you ! 

Mistaken  mortal .'  'tis  that  God's  decree 
To  spare  thy  own,  nor  shed  another's  blood : 

Heaven  breathes  benevolence,  to  all,  to  thee ; 
Each  being's  bliss  ooilsammates  general  good* 
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ODE  TO  CAPTiriTY. 

HrHTTEM  IK  THE  LAST  WAl. 

O  STBRN  CaptiTity  !  from  Atbkjo's  land 

Far,  far,  avert  the  terrours  of  thy  rod  ! 
O  wave  not  o'er  her  fields  thy  flaming  brand  ! 
O  crush  not  Freedom,  fairest  child  of  God ! — 
Bring  not  from  thy  Gallic  shore 
Thegalling  fetters,  groaning  oar ! 
Bring  not  hither  Virtue's  bane, 
Thy  sister  Superstition's  train  ! 
O  spare  from  sanguine  rites  the  silver  floods ! 
Kor  haunt  with  shapes  obscene  our  unpolluted 
woods  !— 

Is  yet  too  weak^  rapacioas  power,  thy  throne  ? 

While  the  cfaAin'd  continent  thy  vassal  waits, 
llie  Rhine,  the  Danube,  and  the  sounding  Rhone^ 
Proclaim  thy  triumphs  through  an  hundred 
states. 
j?ee  Valentia's  smiling  Tales 
Courted  for  thee  by  ocean's  gales ! 
Through  yawmng    yaults  *    on    T&gut' 

streams. 
Thine  revenge's  dagger  gleams : 
Thy  fury  bursts  on  Rome's  devoted  head, 
In  vain  the  Scipios  liv'd,  the  Decii,  CaU>  bled  ! 
1^  these  thy  bounds^ — whose  laws  with  monarchs 
reign, 
To  this  fair  isle  how  imlx>tent  thy  hate  ! 
Where  Pitt,  so  righteous  Heaveji  and  George 
ordain. 
In  wisdom  guides  the  thunder  of  the  state. 
That  thunder  shool^  on  Afric's  shore,' 
The  howling  wild  where  lions  roar ; 
In  western  worlds  •  its  awful  powers 
Sunk  astonish 'd  Bourbon's  towers; 
That  thunder  sounding  o'er  the  Celtic  main, 
Koll'd  to  Lutetia's  walls  along    the   atfiightcd 
Seine. 

JDaugbters  of  Albion !  strew  his  paths  with  flowers, 
O  wake  for  him  the  lute's  harminiious  chord  ! 
Bis  name  be  echoed  in  your  festal  bowci-s, 
Who  guards  britannia  from  a  foreign  lord  ! 
iiappy  fair,  who  seated  fur 
Fiom  haujihty  conquerors,  barbarous  war, 
Have  beard  alone  in  tragic  songs 
Of  cities  storm'd  and  virgins'  wrongs. 
There  felt  the  daughters,  parents,  consorts  groan. 
And  wept  historic  woes,  unpractis'd  in  your  own ! 

Have  you  not  heard  how  Sion's  daughters  moum'd 
Their  prostate  land  ? — how  Greece  her  victims 
tore 
Prom  flaming  altars  ?-<captivequeensthey  tum'd 
From  Troy  reluctant— on  the  sea-beat  shore 
Their  eyes  to  Heaven  were  roll'd  in  vain. 
Their  eyes — for  not  the  victor's  chain 
Indulged  thy  privilege,  Despair ! 
Their  hands  to  rend  their  flowing  hair; 
Behind  them  Troy  a  smoking  ruin  lies, 
Before  lie  unknown  seas,  and  black  incumbent 
skies. 

'  The  late  conspiracy  a^nst  the  Portuguese 
government  was  plarncd  amid  the  ruins  of  that 
tinfbrtunate  capital. 

*  Senegal.  *  Loulsboui^g. 


"  Ye  gales*  !"  they  cried,  **  ^e  cruel  eastern 
gales! 
Adverse  to  Troy,  conspiring  with  the  foe. 
That  eager  stretch  the  victor's  swelling  sails. 
To  what  unfriendly  rep'ons  will  ye  blow  ? 
Shall  we  ser\e  on  Doric  plains  } 
Or  where  iu  Pitbia  I'yrrhus  reigns  ? 
Shall  Fxho  catch  our  captive  tales  ? 
Joyless  in  the  sprightly  vales 
ApidanuBthy  beauteous  current  laves. 
Say,  shall  we  sit  and  dieum  of  Simois'  fkii^ 
waves  ? 

"  Shall  Delos,  sacred  Delos,  hear  our  vroes  ? 

Where  when  lAtona'sofTi^pring  sprung  to  births 
Tlie  palm  spontaneous,  and  the  laurel  rose, 
O  Dian,  Dian,  on  thy  hallowed  earth  ; 
With  Delian  maids,  a  spotless  band. 
At  virtue's  altar  shall  we  stand 
And  hail  thy  name  with  choral  joy 
Invok'd  in  vain  for  falling  Troy  ? 
Thy  shafts  rictorious  shall  our  songs  proclaim, 
When  not  an  arrow  fled  to  spare  thy  votaries 
shame. 

*'  To  Athens,  art's  fair  empire,  shall  we  rove  ? 

There  for  some  haughty  mistress  ply  the  loorti* 
With  daring  fancy  paint  avenging  Jove, 

His  forked   lightnings  iiamhig   through  tl^e 
gloom. 
To  blast  the  bold  Titanian  race : 
Or  deaf  to  nature,  must  we  trace  - 
In  mournful  shades  our  hapless  war  } 
What  art,  dread  Pollas,  to  thy  car. 
Shall  yoke  th' immortal  steeds  ?  what  colour-;  tell 
By  thine,  by  Fyrrhus'  lance,  how  lofty  lUon  fell  > 

**  Yes,  cruel  gotb,oQr  bleeding  country  fulls,  ■ 

Her  chi«  fs.^re  slain — see  brolheis,  Ssires  expire  I 
Ah  see,  t-xuUini;  o'er  her  prostrate  walls, 
The  victor's  fury,  .ind  de\ourIti.ir  lire  \ 
Asia's  haughty  genius  broke. 
Bows  the  neck  to  Eurdpe's  yoke. 
Chains  are  all  our  portion  now. 
No  festal  wreaths  sliall  bind  our  brow. 
Nor  Hymen's  iorchei>  light  the  bridal  day : 
O  Dcath,and  black  Dcbpair,  behold  your  destin'd 
prey  I" 
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Brown  Autumn  nods  upon  the  mountain's  head. 
The  dark  mist  gathers;  howling  winds  assail 

The  blighted  desert ;  on  its  mineral  bed 

Dark  rolls  the  river  through  the  sullen  vale. 
On  the  hill's  dejected  scene 
'i'he  blasted  ash  alone  is  seen,    [«)1eeps  ; 
That    marks    the    grave  where  Com^ 
Gather'd  iuto  mould' ring  heaps 
From  the  whirlwind's  giddy  round, 
itsleavtjj  U-;strew  ihe  hallowed  ground. 

Across  the  naiaing  hunter's  lonesome  way 

Flit  uieiauciioly  ghusU,  that  chill  th^dawnof  day, 

*  An  imitation  of  the  iirst  chorus  in  the  Hecti* 
ba  of  £uripide9* 
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Corinal,  tboq  slumbsr'st  there,  the  great,  the 
good  I  [trace  ? 

Thy  long.fam'd  ancestors  what  tongiie  can 
Pirm,  as  the  oak  on  rocky  heights,  they  stood ; 
Planted  as  firm  on  glor\'*s  ample  base. 
Rooted  in  their  native  clime, 
■RravM  alike  devouring  time. 
Full  of  honours,  full  of  age. 
That  lofly  oak  (he  vinter's  rage 
Rent  from  the  promontory's  brow, 
And  death  has  laid  the  mighty  low. 
The  mountain*  mourn  their  consecrate<l  tree ; 
I|is  country  Connal  mourns  : — what  son  shall 
rival  thee  ? 

Here  wa<!  the  din  of  arms,  and  here  o'erthrown 
The  valiant  J — mournful  are  thy  wars,  Fingal ; 
The  caverns  echo'd  tu  the  dying  groan. 
The  fatal  fields  beheld  the  victor  fall  ; 
Tall  amidst  the  host,  as  hilU 
Above  their  vales  and  subject  rills, 
His  am\,  a  tAnpest  lowering  high. 
His  sword,  a  b«im  of  summers  sky, 
His  eyes,  a  fiery  furnace,  glare, 
His  voiee  that  shook  th'  astooisb'd  war, 
Was  thimder's  sound  :  he  smote  the  trembling 

foes, 
As  sportive  in&nt*s  staif  the  bearded  thistle  mows. 

Onward  to  meet  this  hem,  like  a  storm, 

A  cloudy  storm^  the  m'tghty  Dargo  came  ; 
As  mountain  caves,  where  dusky  meteors  form, 
His  hollow  eye-balls  flashed  a  livid  flame. 
And  now  they  joined,  and  now  they  wield 
Their  clashing  steel— resounds  the  field : 
Crimora  heard  the  loud  alarms, 
Rinvai's  daughter,  brij^hl  in  arms. 
Her  hands  the  bow  victorious  bear, 
Luxuriant  wavM  her  auburn  hair ; 
Connal,  her  life,  her  love,  in  beauty's  pride. 
She  followed  to  the  war,  and  fought  by  Connal's 
side. 

In  wild  despair,  at  ConnaVs  foe  she  drew 

The  fatal  string,  impatient  flew  the  dart ; 
Ah  hapless  maid  ! — with  erring  course  it  flew ; 
The  shaft  stood  trembling  in  her  lover's  heart: 
He  fell— so  falls  by  thunder's  shock     ' 
From  ocean's  cliffs  the  rifted  rock. 
That  falls  and  ploughs  the  groaning  strand 
^e  fell  by  love's  unwilling  hand. 
Hapless  maid  !  from  eve  to  day, 
Connal,  .my  k>ve ;  the  breathless  clay 
My  loye,  she  calls — nowTroll«.  her  frantic  eyes — 
•— >^ow  bends  them  sad  to  earth — she  sinks,  she 
faints,  she  dies. — 

Together  rest  in  Earth's  parental  womb. 

Her  fairest  offspring;  mournful  in  the  vale 
I  sit,  while,  issuing  firom  the  moss-grown  tomb, 
Yooronce-lov'd  yok;es  seem  to  swell  the  gale.— * 
Ppi^ve  Memory  wakes  her  powers, 
Oft  recals  your  smiling  hours 
Of  fleeting  life,  that  wont  to  move 
On  downy  wings  of  youth  and  love  j 
The  smiling  hours  no  more  return ; 
— All  is  hush'd — your  silent  urn 
The  mountain  covers  with  its  awful  shade. 
Far  from  the  haunts  of  men  in  pathless  desert 
laid. 


ODE  TO  Yovrn. 


Youth,  ah  stay,  prolong  delight, 
Close  thy  pinkms  stretch'd  for  flight ! 
Youth,  disdaining  silver  hairs. 
Autumn's  frowns  and  Winter's  cares, 
Dwell'stthon  but  in  dimple  sleek. 
In  vernal  smiles  and  Summer's  cheek  } 
On  Spring's  ambrosial  lap  thy  hands  unfold. 
They  blossom  fresh  with  hope,  and  all  they  touch 
is  gold. 

Graver  years  come  sailing  by : 
Hark  I  they  call  me  as  they  fly; 
Quit,  they  Cry,  for  nobler  themes, 
Statesman,  quit  thy  boyish  dreams  I 
Tune  to  crowds  thy  pliant  voice. 
Or  flatter  thrones,  the  nobler  choioe  f 

Deserting  virtue,  yet  assume  her  state ; 

Thy  smiles,  that  dwell  with  luve,  ah  !  wed  them 
now  to  hate. 

Or  in  victory's  purple  plain 
Triumph  thou  on  hills  of  slain ! 
M' bile  the  virgin  rends  her  hair. 
Childless  sires  demand  their  heir. 
Timid  orphans  kneel  and  weep : 
Or,  where  the  unsunn'd  treasures  sleep. 

Sit  brooding  o'er  thy  cave  in  grim  repose. 

There  mock  at  human  joys,  there  mock  at  bu« 
mail  woes. 

Years  away  !  too  dear  I  prize 
Fancy's  haunts,  her  vales,  her  skies; 
Come,  ye  gales  that  swell  the  flowers. 
Wake  my  soul'i  expanding  powers ; 
,  Come,  by  streams  embow'r'd  in  wood,    • 
Celestial  forms,  the  fair,  the  good! 
With  moral  charms  associate  vernal  joys  ! 
Pure  nature's   pleasures    these — ^the    rest  art 
fashion's  toys. 

Come,  while  years  reprove  in  vain," 
Youth,  with  me,  and  rapture  reign ! 
Sculpture,  painting,  meet  my  eyes. 
Glowing  still  with  young  surprise ! 
Never  to  the  virgin's  lute 
This  ear  be  deaf,  this  voice  be  mute ! 
Come,  beauty,  cause  of  anguish,  heal  its  smart, 
—Now  temperate  measures  beat,  unalter'd  else 
my  heart. 

Still  my  soul,  for  ever  jroung. 

Speak  thyself  divinely' sprung! 

Wing'd  for  Heaven,  embracing  Earth, 

Link'd  to  all  of  mortal  ^irth. 

Brute  or  man,  in  social  'chain 

Still  link'd  to  all,  who  suffer  pain. 
Pursue  the  eternal  law !— one  power  above 
Connects,  penrades  the  whole — that  power  dir 
vine  is  love* 


TO  THE  THAMES. 

^RAKBR  to  n^y  grove,  O  Thames! 
Lead  along  thy  sultry  streams. 
Summer  fires  the  stagnant  air. 
Come  and  cool  thy  bosom  there  I 
Trees  shall  shelter.  Zephyrs  jilay^ 
Odours  court  thy  smiling  stay  \ 
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There  the  Illy  lifts  ber  head. 
Fairest  child  of  Nature's  bed. 

Oh!  Thames,  my  promise  all  was  fain: 
Automnal  storms,  autumnal  rain 
Have  spoird  that  fragrance,  strtpt  those  shades, 
Ifapless  flower !  that  lily  fodes. — 
What?  if  chance,  sweet  evening  ray. 
Or  western  g:ale  of  vernal  day, 
^lom^tary  bloom  renews. 
Heavy  with  unfertile  dews 
It  bends  again,  and  seems  to  cry, 
"  Gale  and  sunshine,  come  not  nigb  ! 
Why  reclaim  from  winter's  power 
This  withered  stalk,  no  more  a  flower !" 
Such  a  flower,  my  youthful  prime, 
Chiird  by  rigour,  sapp'd  by  time. 
Shrinks  beneath  the  clouded  storm : 
Wliat?  if  Beauty's  beaming  form. 
And  Cambrian  virgin's  vocal  air 
Expand  to  smiles  my  brow  of  care  : 
That  beam  withdrawn,  that  melting  sound. 
The  dews  of  death  hang  heavier  round. 
No  more  to  spring,  to  bloom,  to  be, 
I  bow  to  fate  and  Heaven's  decree. 

Come  then,  Cambrian  virgin,  come. 
With  all  thy  music  seek  my  tomb, 
With  all  thy  grace,  thy  modest  state. 
With  all  thy  virtues,  known  too  late  I 
Come,  a  little  moment  spare 
From  piuus  rites  and  filial  care  ! 
Give  my  tohab— no  heart-felt  sigh. 
No  tear  convulsang  pity's  eye ! 
Gifts  oil  too  endearing  name 
For  you  to  grant,  for  me  to  claim ; 
But  bring  the  song — \rhose  healing  sounds 
Were  balm  to  all  my  festering  wounds. 
Bring  the  lyre — by  music's  power 
)ff  y  spul  entranc'd  shall  wait  the  hoar. 
The  dread  majestic  iiour  of  doom,  [gloom. 

When  through   the    grave,    and  through    the 
Heaven  shall  burst  in  floods  of  day  : 
Dazzled  with  so  fierce  a  ray, 
My  aching  eyes  shall  turn  to  view 
Its  milder  beams  reflect  from  you. 


I  quit  tlry  lyre--  bat  still  the  traii> 
Of  sweet  sensations  warms  my  brain. 
What  ?  though  social  joy  and  love 
Forget  to  haunt  my  sullen  groves 
Though  there  my  soul,  a  stagnant  floods 
Nor  flows  its  own,  or  others  good, 
Emblem  of  yon  hded  flower. 
That,  chill'd  by  fifost,  expands  no  more  s 
The  dreary  scene  yet  sometimes  closes 
When  sleep  inspires;  on  beds  of  roses^ 
Such  dear  delusions,  fairy  charms 
As  fancy  dreams  in  virtue's  arms. 
For  see,  a  gracious  form  is  near ! 
She  comes  to  dry  my  falling  tear. 
One  pious  hand  in  pity  spread 
Supports  my  else  unsbelter'd  head  ; 
The  other  waves  to  chase  away 
The  spectres  haunting  all  my  day : 
She  calls— above,  belOw,  around 
Sweet  fragrance  breathes,  sweet  voiocs 

Such  a  balm  to  wourided  othids. 
Gentle  Kitty,  slumber  finds; 
Such  a  change  is  misery's  due— « 
—Who  waies  to  grief  thooid  dr«am  of  you. 


TO  MISS  X- 

C  ENTtB  Kitty,  take  the  lyre 
Thy  magic  hands  alone  inspire ! 
But  wake  nut  once  such  swelling  chords 
As  rouse  ambition's  stormy  lords, 
Kor  airs  that  jocund  tabors  play 
To  dancing  youth  in  sliades  of  May, 
Kor  songs  that  shake  old  Picton's  towers. 
When  feast  aijid  jfiusic  blend  the^r  powers  I 
But  notes  of  mildest  accent  call, 
Of  plaintK'e  touch  and  dying  fal  I ; 
Notes,  to  which  thy  hand,  thy  tongue. 
Thy  every  tender  power  is  strung. — 
Cambrian  maid,  repeat  that  strain  ! 
Sooth  mv  widow'd  bosom's  pain ! 


TO  MISS  K P 

Ah  !  bow  to  music,  bow  my  lays 

To  beauty's  noblest  art! 
To  reach  the  bosom  mine  the  praise. 

But  thine  to  m)elt  the  heart 

*Tis  mine  to  close  affliction's  woundsw 
To  brighten  pleasure's  eye : 

But  thine,  by  sweet  dissolving  sounds^ 
To  make  it  bliss  to  die. 

My  notes  but  kindle  cold  desire. 

Ah  I  what  you  feel  for  roe  \ 
Diviner  passions  thine  inspire. 

Ah  !  what  I  feel  for  thee  1 

Associate  then  thy  voice,  thy  touchy 
O  wed  to  mine  thy  powers ! 

Be  such  at  least,  nor  blush  at  such 
Connubial  union  cur's ! 


TO  Jnss  K" 

Why,  Kitty,  with  that  tender  ahr. 
Those  eyes  to  6arth  indin'd. 

Those  tiinid  blushes,  why  despair 
Of  empire  o'er  niankind  ? 

Ah !  know,  thalt  beauty's  iurtgt  srmf 
Areccihdoui*,  softness,  case, 
I  Ybur  sweet  distrust  df  pleasing  chamik 
Is  half  tbb  charm  to  please.— 

Respect  ^oiir  pwb  harmonious  art  I 
For  love  securest  wounds, 
I  Securest  takes  th*  imprison 'd  heart 
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And  ask  the  jQoUis !  why  hearenly  fair 
Tbdr  tenderest  vows  inspires  } 

If  Judo's  more  than  regal  air. 
Or  fierce  Minerva's  fires } 

nis  bashful  Venus  they  prefer 

Retiring  from  the  view. 
And,  what  their  lips  address  to  her. 

Their  bosoms  feel  for  you. 


TO  MISS  K- 

YojjK  bo9oni*s  sweet  treasures  thus  ever  disclose ! 

For  believe  my  ingenuous  oonfisssion. 
The  veil  meant  to  bide  them  but  only  bestows 
A  softness  transcending  expression. 

<'  Good  Heaven !"  cries  Kitty,  «  what  language 
I  hear  f 

Have  I  trespassed  on  chastity's  hiws? 
Is  my  tucker's  clear  muslin  indecently  clear  ? 

Is  it  no  satUn  apron,  but  gauze  ?" 

Ah  no !— not  the  least  swelling  charm  is  descried 
Thro*  the  tucker,  too  bashfally  decent; 

And  your  apron  hides  all  that  short  aprons  can 
hide. 
From  the  fashion  of  Eve  to  the  present. 

The  veil,  too  transparent  to  hinder  the  sight. 
Is  what  modesty  throws  on  jrour  mind : 

That  veil  only  shades,  with  a  tenderer  light. 
All  the  feminine  graces  behind. 


TO  MISS  j:- 

■«i  un  aibre  avoit  dn  sentiment,  il  se  plalroit  i 
voir  celui  qui  le  cultive  se  reposer  sous  son 
ombrage,  respirer  le  parftim  de  ses  fleurs, 
gouterla  douceur  de  ses  fmits:  Je  suiscet 
arbre,  cultiv€  par  vous,  &  la  Nature  m'  a 
donnfe  une  ame.  Marmontel. 

Amid  thy  native  mountains,  Cambrian  fair, 
Were  some  lone  plant  supported  by  thy  care, 
Sav'd  from  the  blast,  from  winter's  chilling  powers, 
In  vernal  suns,  in  vernal  shades  ftnd  showers. 
By  thee  reviving :  did  the  ftivoored  tree 
Exist,  and  blossom  and  mature  by  thee : 
To  that  selected  plant  did  Heaven  dispense. 
With  ve|;etable  life,  a  nobler  sense:   ' 
Would  it  not  bless  thy  virtues,  gentle  maid  ? 
Would  it  not  woo  thy  beauties  to  its  shade  ? 
Bid  all  its  buds  in  rich  luxuriance  shoot. 
To  crown  thy  summer  with  autumnal  ftvAt, 
Sjpmad  all  its  leaves,  a  pillow  to  thy  rest. 
Give  all  its  flowers  to  languish  on  thy  breast, 
Rcgect  the  tendrils  of  th'  uxorious  vine. 
And  stretch  its  longing  arms  to  circle  thine? 

Yes;  in  creation's  intellectual  rei^n. 
Where  life,  sense,  reason,  with  progressive  chain. 
Dividing,  blending,  form  th'  harmonious  whole : 
—That  plant  am  I,  distinguish'd  by  a  soul. 

TO  MISS  K P ^ 

WITH  AKSOM'S  VOYAGI, 

RArrca'n  traveller,  cease  the  tales 
Of  Tinian'p  lawns,  Femandet' vales; 


Of  isles,  concentering  Nature's  charms, 
Lapt  in  peaceful  Ocsin's  arms ; 
Of  that  Hesperian  world,  which  lies 
Beneath  the  smile  of  southern  skies, 
Where  Zephyr  waves  unflagging  wings. 
Where  Albion'^  summers,  Latian  springs 
Join  thy  autunms,  souling  Franoe, 
And  lead  along  th'  eternal  dance ! 

These  enchanting  scenes,  and  all 
That  wake  to  form  at  funcy's  call, 
Aod  all  the  sportive  pencil  traces. 
Are  feeble  types  of  living  graces. 
Of  moral  charms,  that  mental  throne 
Unclouded  beauty  calls  her  own. 
Where  all  the  Sun's  meridian  blaza 
Is  twilight  gloom  to  virtue's  rays. 
There  with  richer  blended  sweets 
Wedded  Spring  her  Autumn  meets  ; 
There  Femandes'  brighter  shore, 
There  a  purer  Chili's  ore. 
Fruits  and  flowen  are  there  combin'd 
In  fairer  Tiaian-->Kitty's  mind; 


TEE  COMPLAINT  OF  CAMBRU. 

TO  MISS  K  ■  P  SETTING  TO 

MUSIC,  AND    SINGING   ENGLISH 

VERSES. 

DOME  INTO  SMGLISa   FXOM  TBS  WXICH  OftlOZNAI^ 

DiGBKBaATB  maid,  no  lunger  ours ! 
Can  Saxon  ditties  suit  thy  lyre  ? 
Accents  untun'd,  that  breathe  no  powers 
To  melt  the  soul,  or  kindle  martial  fire  } 
It  ill  becomes  thee  to  combine 
Such  hostile  airs  with  notes  divine, 
In  Cambrian  shades,  the  Druids'  hallow'd  bounds^ 
Whose  in&iit  voice  has  lisp'd  the  liquid  Celtic 
sounds. 

Revere  thy  Cambria's  flowhig  tongue  f 
Though  high-born  Hoel's  lips  are  dumb, 
Cadwalb's  harp  no  mere  is  strung, 
And  silence  sHs  on  soft  LIuellyn's  tomb : 
Yet  soogs  of  British  bards  remain 
That,  wedded  to  thy  vocal  strain, 
Would  swell  roekxlious  on  the  mountain  breeze^ 
And  roll  on  Millbrd's  wave  to  distant  echoing 


O  smg  thy  aires  in  genuhie  strains  1 
When  Rome's  resistless  arm  prevail'd. 
When  Edward  delug'd  all  my  plains  \ 
And  all  the  music  gS  my  mountains  Aul'd  ; 
When  all  her  flames  rebellion  spread. 
Firmly  they  stood— O  sing  the  dead ! 
The  theme  majestic  to  the  lyre  belongs. 
To  Picton's  hifty  walls,  and  Cambrian  virgins 
tongs. 

,   ■  Edward  L  put  to  death  all  tho  Welch  bards. 
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ON  A  PRESENT  TO  THE  AUTHOR, 

OP  TWO   IMPRESSIONS  FROM    A   PIKE    AKTfQOB  SEAL 

OP    THE   BEAD  OP   ALBXAMDIR  $ 

THt   ONI   BY    LADY    P  ,  ON   PAPER ; 

THE   OTUER   BY  MISS   J   — —  P  ,    IK 

WAX. 

Fair  scnfpture  of  Ammon's youog  graces! 

My  lady  with  whim  shall  we  tax  ? 
On  paper  who  marks  thy  faint  traces. 

Which  Stella  stamps  lively  iu  wax  ? 

Of  their  hearts  they  make  mutual  coofession  : 

That,  cold  to  emotions  once  felt. 
The  mother's  scarce  yields  to  impression— 

—The  daughter's  can  soften  and  melt. 


ON   THP.   Sl'BJBCT   OF  THE 

MONUMENT  IN  ARCADIA. 

O  YOU,  that  dwell  where  shepherds  reign, 
Orcadian  youths,  Arcadian  maids, 

To  pastoral  pipe  who  danc'd  the  plain, 
Wh^  pensive  now  beneath  the  shades  ? 

**  Approach  her  virgin  tomb,"  they  cry, 
**  Behold  the  verse  ioscribM  above, 

<  Once  too  in  Arcady  was  I, — ' 

Behold  what  dreams  are  life  and  love  !  '* 


ON  THE  SAME 

gwEBT  Arcady,  wh^re  ^cpherds  reign, 
Your  simple  youths,  your  simple  maids. 

With  pastoral  dance  still  cheer  the  plain. 
Their  pastoral  pipe  still  charms  the  shades : 

This  only  song  still  meets  our  ear, 
It  swells  the  breeze,  it  fills  the  grove; 

Whatjoyi  so  sweet  as  Naturc*s  here  ? 
What  Joy  of  Nature  sweet  as  love } 


HITCHIN  CONFENT, 
A  TALE, 

Where  Hitch's  gentle  current  glides, 

An  ancient  oonvent  stands, 
Sacred  to  pnjer  and  holy  rites 

Prdain'd  by  pious  hawb. 

Here  monks  of  swntly  Benedict 

Their  nightly  vigils  kept. 
And  lofty  anthems  shook  the  choir 

At  hours  when  mortals  slept. 

But  Harry's  wide  reforming  hand 

That  sacred  order  wounded ; 
He  spoke— from  forth  their  hallow'd  walls 

The  fV'iars  fled  confounded. 
Then  wicked  laymen  entering  in. 

Those  c!otstQri  fair  prophan'd  j 
Kow  riot  loud  usurps  the  scat 

Where  bright  devotion  reign'd.  ^ 

Ev'nto  the  chapel-s  sacred  roof, 

Its  echoing  vaults  along, 
Ibesounds  the  flute,  and  sprightly  dance. 

And  hymeneal  song. 


Yet  fame  reports,  that  monkish  shades 

At  midnight  never  fiiil 
To  haunt  the  mansions  once  their  own. 

And  tread  its  cloisters  pale. 

One  night,  more  prying  than  the  rCRt, 

Itchanc'd  a  firiarcame, 
And  enter'd  where  on  beds  of  down 

Repos'd  each  gentle  dame. 

Here,  softening  midnight's  raven  glooiD> 
Lay  R  o,  blushing  maid ; 

There,  wrapt  in  folds  of  cypress  lawn* 
Her  virtuous  aunt  was  laid. 

Hestopp'd,  he  gaz/d,  to  wild  eonceits 

His  roving  fancy  run, 
He  took  the  aunt  for  prioress. 

And  R  c  for  a  nun. 

It  hap'd  that  R »s  capuchin. 

Across  the  couch  display*d, 
To  deem  her  sister  of  the  veil,  J 

The  holy  sire  betray'd. 

Accosting  then  the  youthful  fair, 

His  raptur'd  accents  broke; 
Amazement  chill*d  the  waking  nymph; 

She  trembled  as  be  spoke. 

"  Hail  halcyon  days !  Hail  holy  nan  I 

This, wondrous  change  explain : 
Agab  religion  lights  her  lamp, 

Reviews  these  walls  agpain. 
"  For  ever  blest  the  power  that  checkt 

Reformists*  wild  disorders, 
Restor'd  again  the  church's  lands. 

Rcviv'd  our  sacred  orders. 
*'  To  monks  indeed,  from  Edward's  days, 

Belong'd  this  chaste  foundation  ; 
Yet  sister  nuns  may  answer  too 

The  founder's  good  donation. 

"  Ah !  well  thy  virgin  vows  are  heard : 

For  man  were  never  given 
Those  charms,  reserv'd  to  nobler  ends. 

Thou  spotless  spouse  of  Heaven  1 

«  Yet  speak  what  cause  from  momiog  masa 

Thy  lingVing  steps  delays :  . 
HasU  to  the  deep-mouth'd  organ's  peal 

To  join  thy  vocal  praise. 
"  Awake  thy  abbess  sisters  all ; 

AfMarjr's  holy  shrine, 
With  bended  knees  and  suppliant  eyes 

Approach,  thou  nun  divine !" — 
"  No  Nun  am  I,"  recov'ring  cried 

Theuymph;  "  No  nun,  I  say. 
Nor  nun  will  be,  un!ess  this  fright 

Should  turn  my  locks  to  grey. 
«  Tis  true,  at  chan^  I  seldom  £ui 

When  aunt  or  uncle  leads ; 
Yet  never  rise  by  four  o'clock 

To  tell  my  mommg  beads. 
«*  Ko  mortal  lover  yet,  I  vqw. 

My  virgin  heart  has  fixt, 
But  yet  I  beai*  the  creatures  talk 

Without  a  grate  betwixt. 
"  To  Heav»n  my  eyes  are  often  cast 

(From  Heav'n  their  light  began) 
Yet  deign  sometimes  to  viev  on  Eait^ 

It's  imasD  ttampt  on  man. 
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•*  All  me !  I  fear  in  boiToir*d  shape 
Thoa  com'st,  m  base  deceiver ; 

Berbapt  the  deTJl,  to  tempt  tbe  faith 
Of  orthodox  believer. 

"  For  once  my  hand,  at  masqnerade, 

A  rcTerend  friar  prcst; 
His  form  as  thine,  but  holier  sounds 

The  ravished  saint  addnst       « 

'*  He  told  me  tows  no  more  were  made 

To  senseless  sione  and  wood. 
But  adoration  paid  alone 

To  saints  of  flesh  and  blood, 

"  That  rosy  cheeks,  and  radiant  eyes. 

And  tresses  like  the  mom, 
Were  given  to  bless  the  present  age. 

And  light  tbe  a^c;e  uubom : 

"That  maids,  by  whose  obdurate  priiU 

The  hapless  lover  fell. 
Were  doom'd  to  never-dying  toils 

Of  leading  apes  in  Hell. 

•*  •  Respect  the  first  command,'  (he  cried,) 

'It*s  sacred  laws  fulfil, 
And  w^ll  observe  the  precept  given 

To  Moses,— Do  not  kill.»  * 

**  Thus  spoke,  ah  yet  I  bear  him  speak ! 

My  soul's  sublime  physician ; 
Then  get  thee  hence,  thy  doctrines  vile 

Would  sink  me  to  perdition." 

She  ceas'd — the  monk  in  shades  of  night 

Confos'dly  Hed  away. 
And  superstition's  clouds  dissolv'd 

In  sigiae,   and  beauty's  ray. 


TO  A  YOUNG  LADY^ 

A  VfiBY  GOOD  ACntESS. 

Pownnm.  it  beauty,  when  to  mortal  seats 

From  Heaven    descends  the  heaven-created 
good. 
When  fimcy's  glance  the  fiiiry  phantom  meets, 

Nymph  of  the  shade,  or  Naiad  of  the  flood. 
So  blooais  Celena,  daughter  of  the  skies. 

Queen  of  tbe  joys  romantic  rapture  dreams. 
Her  cheeks  are  summer's  damask  rose,  her  eyes 

Steal  their  quick  histre  from  the  morning's 
beams. 

Her  airy  neck  the  shining  tresses  shade ; 

In  every  wanton  curl  a  Cupid  dwells : 
To  tboe,  distnutingm  the  Qraoes'  aid, 

Sbejoinf  the  mighty  obanns  of  magic  spells. 

Man,  hapless  man,  in  vain  destruction  flies, 
WHh  wilyarts  th'  enchantress  nymph  pursues; 

To  var3ring  forpis,  as  vaiving  lovers  rise. 
Shifts  the  bright  Iris  of  a  thousand  hues. 

Behold  th'  austere  divine,  opprest  by  years. 
Colics,  and  bulk,  and  tithes  engendered  care  ; 

TlM»arHin<1  nf  wnmar 


To  Change  the  China  trader  speeds  his  pace. 
Nor  heeds  the  chilly  North's  unripening  dames| 

Tis  her'R  with  twinktiug  eyes,  and  lengthen*!! 
face. 
And  pigmy  foot,  to  wake  fori^otten  flames. 

She  oft,  in  likeness  of  th'  Kg:yprian  Crone, 
Too  well  inform'd,  relates  to  wand'rinpr  J<wairis 

I'heir  amorous  plaints  preferr'd  to  her  alone : 
Uerowii  relentless  breast  too  well  explains. 

See,  at  the  manor's  hospitable  board 
Enters  a  sire,  by  infant  age  rever'd  ; 

From  shortened  tube  cKlialinjr  fumes  afford 
Tlie  incense  bland  that  clouds  his  fbrky  beard* 

Conimdrums  quaint,  and  puns  of  .jocnnd  kind. 
With  rural  ditties,  warm  th'  elated  'squire. 

Yet  ofl  sensations  quicken  in  his  mind. 
Other  than  ale  and  jocund  puns  inspire. 

The  forms  where  bloated  Dropsy  holds  her  seat. 
He  views,  unconscious  of  magicians'  guiles. 

Nor  deems  a  jaundiced  visage  lov'd  retreat 
Of  graces,  young  desires,  and  dimpled  smilev 

Now  o'er  the  portal  of  an  antique  hall 
A  Grecian  form  the  raptur'd  patriot  awes. 

The  hoary  bust  and  brow  severe  recall 
Lycurgus,  founder  of  majestic  laws. 

Awhile  entranc'd,  he  dreams  of  old  renown. 
And  freedom's  triumph  in  Platean  fields. 

Then  tulms — relaxing  sees  the  furrowM  frown. 
To  meltiog  airs  tbe  soften'd  marble  yields. 

I  see  the  lips  as  breathing  life,  he  cries. 
On  icy  cheeks  carnation  blooms  displayed. 

The  pensive  orbs  are  pleasure-beaming  eyes 
And  Sparta's  lawgiver  a  blushing  maid. 

There,  at  tbe  curtains  of  the  shudd'ringyoutlv 
Stiff,  melancholy,  pale,  a  spectre  stands. 

Some  love-lorn  virgin*s  shade—O  !  injur»d  truth. 
Deserted  phantom,  and  ye  pligbted  hands. 

He  scarce  had  utter'd — from  his  frantk:  gaze 
The  vision  fades — succeeds  a  flood  of  light 

0  friendly  shadows,  veil  him,  as  the  blaze 
Of  beauty's  sun  emerging  from  the  night 

Hereendthy  triumphs,  njrmph of  potent  charms. 
The  lanrel'd  bard  is  Heaven's  immortal  care ; 

Him  nor  illusion's  spell  nor  philter  harms. 
Nor  music  floating  on  the  magia  air. 

The  myrtle  wand  this  arm  imperial  bears. 
Reluctant  ghosts  and  stubborn  elves  obey : 

Its  virtuous  touch  the  midnight  fiairy  fears. 
And  shapes  that  wanton  in  Aurora's  ray. 

1  ceas'd ;  the  virgin  came  in  native  grace. 

With  native  smiles  that  strengthen  beauty's 
O  vain  the  confidence  of  mortal  race  1     [chains 
My  laurel'd  head  and  myrtle  wand  are  vain. 

Again  wild  raptures,  kindling  passions  rise. 
As  once  in  Andover's  autumnal  grave, 

Whenkioks  that  spoke,  and  eloquence  of  sigfas. 
Told  the  soft  mandate  of  another's  loveu 
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We  tte  thy  fwm  in  awftil  beauty  move, 
-At  once  repelHni?  and  inviting  lore  j 
We  see  tliy  tniwd  each  bright  perfection  reach 
That  genius  kindles,  and  the  Graces  teach : 
Pallas  to  form  that  matchless  mind,  conspires 
With  wisdom's  coolness,  temp Vmg  fancy's  fires ; 
Here,  as  in  Eden's  bliss^l  garden,  shoot 
The  tree  of  knowledge  and  forbidden  fruit. 


ADDRESS  TO  THE  THAMES. 

O  Thames  !  thy  clear  majestic  stream 
Shall  ever  flow  ray  raptiir'd  theme  ; 
Not  because  Augusta's  pride 
Builds  her  greatness  on  thy  tide. 

Courted  by  worlds  m  other  oceans  found : 
Not  because  proud  Cliefden  laves 
His  pendent  beeches  in  thy  waves  ! 
Nut  because  thy  limpid  rills 

fteflecton  Hampton's  towers,  or  Richmond's  bins; 
Or  Owper's  mountain,  by  the  Muses  crown 'd. 
Or  catch  the  blaze  from  Windsor's  beaming 
star, 

9aored  to  patriot  chiefs,  tbe  boast  of  peace  and 
war. 

Nor  yet  because  thy  current  loves 

Tlie  haunt  of  academic  groves  ; 

And  still  with  ling'ring  fond  delay 

Through  Egfaam's  vales  delights  to  stray, 
Once  scene  of  freedom's  claims,  betoic  cares  : 

But  hail  thee,  Thames !  while  o'er  thy  meads 

^hea  with  Louisa  leads 

Each  winniag  grace  of  love  and  yottth. 
Ingenuous  fonna,  fair  candour  and  fair  truth : 
Oh  !  fan  their  evening  walk  with  mildest  airs; 
9o  Gallic  Spoils  shall  crowd  thy  wealthy  side. 
And  commerce  swell  her  stores  with  each  re- 
volving tide. 


TO  MkS.  B- 


BBADnfC  JULIA  WJTa  TEARS,  DURING  A  HARD  PROST 

"What,  though  desdending  as  the  dews  rtf  mom. 
On  misery's  sighs  your  tear  of  virtue  waits; 

Forget  the  fallen  .lulia  1  you  were  bom 
For  heart-expanding  joys  and  smiling  fates. 

To  sooth  with  social  pleasures  hnmnn  earee. 
To  call  tbe  Muse  to  I'hames'  frozen  glades. 

To  wake  the  slumb'ring  spring  with  vernal  airs^ 
And  plant  an  Bden  in  December's  shades ; 

To  deck,  like  Eve  «,  with  soft  oAcioos  haste. 
Your  banquet,  worthiest  of  her  angel  guest ; 

Amid  the  flowers  that  crown  the  ftiir  wpast 
A  flower  yonnelf,  the  fairest  of  the  faaaL 


TO  LADY  F , 

OK  H£R  MiUIRIAOB. 

Though  to  Hymen's  gay  season  belong 
Light  airs,  and  the  raptures  of  yootb  ; 

Yet  listen  to  one  sober  song ; 
O  listen,  fair  Stella,  to  truth. 

Farewell  to  the  triumphs  of  beauty. 
To  the  soft  serenade  at  yoor  bower. 

To  the  lover's  idolatrous  doty. 

To  his  vigils  in  midnight's  still  hour. 

To  yoor  frowns  darthig  amorous  anguish^ 
To  your  smiles  chasing  every  care. 

To  the  power  of  3rour  eyes  lively  languish. 
To  each  glance  waking  hope  or  despair. 

Farewell  to  soft  bards,  that  in  Heaven 
Dipt  the  pencil  to  picture  your  praise. 

And  blended  tbe  colours  of  even. 
With  morning's  gay  opening  rajrs : 

They  no  longer  on  Thames  shall  proclsum  you 
A  Naiad  new  sprung  from  the  flood. 

Nor  to  Bushy's  soft^echoes  shall  name  yon 
Bright  Dian,  the  queen  of  the  wood. 

Farewell  to  love's  various  season. 

Smiling  days  hung  with  tempests  and  i^fvt| 
But  welcome  the  reign  of  fair  reason, 

O  !  welcome  securer  delight. 

O !  welcome,  in  nature's  own  dress. 
Purest  pleasures  of  gentler  kind  ; 

O  !  welcome  the  power  to  bless. 
To  redeem  fortune's  wrongs  on  mankinL 

Be  a  goddess  rodeed,  while  you  borrow 

Prom  plenty's  unlimited  store. 
To  gild  the  wan  aspect  of  sorrow. 

To  cheer  the  meek  eyes  oi  the  poor. 

When  your  virtues  shall  mix  with  the  skies. 
When  your  beauty,  bright  phenix,  decajsf 

In  your  image  new  graces  shall  rise. 
And  enlighten  posterity's  days. 

Tatme  ages  shall  trace  every  air  ; 

Every  virtue  deriv'd  to  your  blood 
Shall  remember  that  Stella  was  fair. 

Shall  remember  that  Stella  was  good. 


SONG. 

No  gandy  Rtibens  ever  dare 
With  flaunting  genius,  rosy  loves, 

To  crowd  the  scene,  in  sunslune's  gkore^ 
Exposing  her  the  Muse  approves. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


VERSESm.TO  a  LADY...STANZAS. 


Mi 


rERSES 

'9^rm»  Amai  passing   TnitotJCR   wnmov,  sits- 

SSX»     1768.    ADDRESSED  TO   TBB  RBT.  Ml*  WOOX>- 
DESON,*  Of    KINGSTON    UPON  THAMES. 

WooooBSON !  these  eyes  have  seen  thy  natal 
earth; 

Thy  Fmdon,  stophig  from  the  southern  downs. 
Have  blest  the  nx>f  ennobled  by  thy  birth, 

And  tufted  valley,  where  no  ocean  frowns. 

Thou  wert  not  bom  to  plough'the  neighbouriog 
main. 
Or  plant  thy  greatness  near  ambition's  throne. 
Or  coimt  nnnumber'd  fleeces  on  thy  plain  t 
—The   Muses  lor'd  and  nurs'd  thee  for  their 
own ! 

Andtwm'd  thy  temples  here  with  wreaths  of 
worth,  [mom, 

Aodfenc'dthy  childhood  from  the  blights  of 
lad  taught  efichantibg  song,  and  sent  thee  forth 

To  stretch  the  blessing  to  an  age  nnbom : 

iest  blesnng !— what  is  pride's  unwieldy  state  ? 

What   awkward    wealth  from  Indian  oceans 
given? 
What  monarohs  nodding  under  empires'  weight. 

If  science  smile  not  with  a  ray  from  Heaven } 

Witneib  yon  ruins,  Arundel's  high  tower. 

And  Bramber,  now  the  bird  of  night's  resort ! 
Yobr  proud   possessors  reign'd    hi  barbarous 


The  war  their  bosfness,  and  the  d»ie  Hieir 
sport; 

Till  there  a  ihinstrel,  to  the  feast  preferred. 
With  Cambrian  harp,  in    Gothic    numbers 
charm'd, 

Enligfaten'd  chiefs  grew  virtuous  as  they  heard — 
— The  sun  of  science  in  Hs  morning  warm*d. — 

How  glorious,  when  it  blazM  in  Milton's  light. 
And  Shakeipear's  flame,  to  full  meridian  day ! 

Yet  smile,  fair  beam  !  though  sloping  from  that 
height. 
Gild  our  mild  evening  with  a  setting  ray. 

TO  A  LADY. 

Tub  simple  swain,  where  Zembta's  snows 

Are  bound  in  frozen  chains, 
fVliere  scarce  a  smile  the  Sun  bestows 

To  warm  the  sullen  plains ; 

)  The  author  of  these  poems  had  been  edu- 
cated under  this  ^^entleman,  for  whom  he  ever  re- 
tained the  most  aflectionate  regard.  Mr.  Wood- 
deson  was,  in  truth,  one  of  those  amiable  beings 
whom  none  could  know  without  loving. — To  the 
abilities  of  an  excellent  scholar  was  united  a 
mind  so  candid,  so  patient,  so  replete  with  uni- 
tersal  benevolence,  that  it  glowed  in  every 
kction.— His  life  was  an  honour  to  himself,  to 
feljgion,  to  human  nature. — He  preserved  to  his 
death  snch4i  simplicity  of  manners  as  is  rarely  to 
be  met  with. — He  judged  of  the  world  by  the 
standard  of  his  own  virtuous  heart;  and  few  men 
who  had  seen  such  length  of  days  eter  left  it  so 
little  aoquainted  with  S. 


Not  onoe  conceives  that  Sun  to  rise 

With  kinder,  brighter  ray. 
Nor  soQthera  vales,  Hesperian  skies. 

To  bask  in  smiling  day. 

As  weak  my  thoughts  respecting  thee  t 

Must  thou,  my  better  sun, 
Because  but  smiling  cold  on  me. 

Be  therefore  warm  to  none  ? 


STANZAS. 
Where  more  is  meant  than  meets  the  tkr. 

MlLTOI^ 

Thb  bhrd  of  midnight  sweli'd  her  throat. 

The  viigins  listened  round 
To  sorrow's  deepIy-warMed  note. 

To  sweet  but  solemn  sound  t 


When  soon  the  lark  ascending  high. 

In  sun-beams  idly  play'd  ; 
As  soon  to  greet  him,  see,  they  fly-^ 

One  pensive  virgin  stayM. 

She  stay'd  to  hear  the  moufner  sing; 

The  rest,  to  nature  true. 
The  flutUr  of  the  gayer  wing 

The  vacant  song  pursue. 

TO  A  YOUNG  LADT^ 

W«0  OBJBCTSD  TO  SUP     WITH   A   i»AftTr  OF  aoTit 
SBXBS    tBAT  MET  AT   A   COPPCE-HOV  tt. 

O  pAa  from  Caroline,  so  soft  a  maid. 
Be  cruel  coyness,  pride,  and  cold  disdain  ! 
Who  now  of  man^  the  monster  man,  afraid. 
Flies  the  gay  circle  of  the  social  train. 

Away  vain  fears  !  away  suspicious  dreams. 
From  beauty,  virtue,  tenderness,  and  truth  ; 
From  eyes  that  dawn    with .  wisdom's  mildesfc 

beams. 
From  harmless  smiles  that  wait  ofa  gentle  youth* 
Far  other  years  and  other  nsrmphs  befit 
The  pmdish  form,  and  high  forbidding  brow  : 
With  others  dwell,  or  frowns  or  scornful  wit. 
With  njrmphs  less  innocent,  less  fair  than  thou  s 

With  her,  whose  youth,  of  virtue's  mild  control 
Impatient,  rush'd  on  wanton  wild  desires  ; 
Now  prayer  or  scandal  cheers  the  gloomy  soul 
That  pines  in  secret  with  forbidden  fires : 

Or  her  that  triumph'd  in  her  lover's  sighs, 
As  round  their  bro^s  the  willow  garlands  bend  ; 
She  now  dejected,  now  deserted  lies. 
Without  a  lover,  and  without  a  fnoid ! 

Another  fate  is  youibful  virtue's  share : 
Come  with  the  graces,  gentle  maid,  along  ; 
Come,  Fairest  thou  among  the  young  and  frur« 
To  lead  the  dance,  or  join  the  virgins'  song, 

Coihe  Urten  to  the  tale  that  ymiths  cemplaio, 
TothcfMMnd  iosps,  hi  anonos  aigfaa  «ldi«st| 
Propitious  listen  to  the  raptur'd  straht 
When  otaaste  «B^\)eitlc  paslions  sweU  the' bi^i^ 
Too  long  exteifor  chatrtfls  of  radiant  eyes. 
And  Mushing  cheeks,  the  captiVe  sense  control ; 
Hiy  forms,  fair  harmony,  too  long  we  prize, 
I  Forget  the  fairer,  hMMre  barmodioits  soul. 
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Too  long  the  lo^rg  for  mn  empty  fair 
At  heedless  ease  inglorious  arts  advance; 
Enough  fur  them  to  deck  the  flowing  hair. 
Or  flutter  gaudy  with  Ihe  pride  of  Fraoce. 

From  worth  with  heauty  ouhler  lessons  taiiglit. 
Each  youth  that  languishes,  his  flame  shall  prove 
By  generous  action  or  heroic  thoujtjlit. 
And  merit  fame  Ijy  arts  that  merit  love. 

Shall  once  again  the  Orocian  lyre  be  strung, 
Festoring  Hymen's  mild  Arcadian  reign  ? 
Shall  patriot  eloquence  instruct  the  tong^ie. 
And  spoils  be  gatbcr'd  from  the  martial  plain  ?    . 

O  !  far  unlike  to  such  celestial  flame 
The  passion  kindled  from  impure  desires ; 
fatal  to  friends,  to  fortune,  and  to  fame. 
The  momentary  flasli  in  night  expires. 

Love's  lambent  fire  that  beamsfrom  virtue's  rays. 
Each  sordid  passion  as  it  bums,  refin'd. 
Still  bright  and  brighter  with  benignant  blaze 
Embraces  friends,  a  country,  humankind. 


A  DREAM. 

With  bridal  cake  beneath  her  head. 

As  Jenny  prest  her  pillow, 
She  dreamt  that  lovers,  thick  as  hops^ 

Hung  pendent  from  the  willow. 

Around  her  spectres  shook  their  chams, 

And  goblins  kept  their  station  ; 
They  puU'd,  they  pinch'd  her,  till  (he  swore 

To  spare  the  male  creation. 

Before  ber  now  the  buck*  the  beau. 

The  squire,  the  captain  trips ; 
The  modest  seiz'd  her  hand  to  kiss, 

llie  forward  seiz'd  her  lips. 

For  some  she  felt  her  bosom  pant. 

For  some  she  felt  it  smart ; 
To  all  she  gptve  enchanting  smiles. 

To  one  she  gave  her  heart 

ifche  dreamt — (for  magic  charms  prevail'd. 
And  fancy  playM  her  farce  on) 

That,  soft  reclin'd  in  elbow-chair. 
She  kist  a  sleeping  parson. 

She  dreamt — ^but,  O  msh  Muse !  forbear. 

Nor  virgins  dreams  pursue  } 
Yet  blest  above  the  gods  is  he 

Who  proves  such  visions  true. 


THE  MULBERRY  TREE. 
A  TALE. 

Foe  London's  rich  city,  two  StaflTordshire  swains, 
llight  Joimson,  bight  Garrick,  forsaking  their 
plains,  [by  his  tomb 

BeacVd  Shakespeare's  own  Stratford,  where  flows 
An  Avon,  as  proudly  as  Tyber  by  Rome. 


Who  devour'd  in  their  reacl^  all  the  fruit  tfae)r 

could  meet. 
The  pood,  bad,  indifferent,  the  bitter  and  sweet: 
But  Garrick  climb'd  high  to  a  plentiful  crop. 
Then,  Heavens !  what  vagaries  he  play'd  on  the 
top !  [Ught, 

How,  now  on  the  loose  twigs,  and  now  oo  the 
He  stood  on  his  head,  and  then  bolted  upright  I 
All  features,  all  shapes,  and  all  passions  he  tried; 
HedaucM,  ami  be  strutted,  he  laughed,  and  be 
cried,  [side ! 

He  presented  his  face,  and  heshow'd  his  hack- 
The  noble,  the  vulgar,  flock'd  round  him  to  see 
What  feats  he  perform'd  In  the  mulberry-tree ; 
He  repeated  the  pastime,  then  openM  to  speakj 
Bnt  Johnson  below  mntter'd  strophes  of  Greek, 
While  Garrick  proclaim'd — such  a  ptant  never 

grew, 
S )  foster'd  by  sun-shiqe.  by  soil*  and  by  dew. 
The    palm-trees  of  Delos,    Photnicia's    sweet 

grove, 
Tlic  oaks  of  Dodona,  though  halkm'd  by  Jove, 
Wiih  all  that  antiquity  shows  tr)  surpass  us, 
'  0>mpar*d  to  this  tree,  were  mere  shrubs  of  Par- 
nassus, [laid^ 
Xot  the  beeches  of  Mantua,  where  Tityrus  was 
Not  all  Vallombrosa  produced  such  a  shade. 
That  the  myrtles  of  France,  like  the»  birch  of 

the  schools. 
Were  fit  only  ibr  rods  to  wh'p  genius  to  rdles  ; 
That  to  Stratford's  okl  mulberry,  fairest  and 

best, 
Tlie  cedars  of  Eden  must  bow  their  proud  crest: 
Then  the  fruit-r-like  the  loaf  in  the  Tub's  {fea- 
sant tale.  [ale — 
That  was  fish,  flesh,  and  custard,  good  claret,  and 
It  compris'd  every  flavour,  was  all,  and  was  each. 
Was  grape,  and  was  pine-apple,  nectarine  and 
peach ;  [told, 
Xiiy,  he  swore,  and  his  audience  believed  whiathe 
That  under  his  touch  it  grew  apples  of  gold. 
Xow  he  paused! — then   recounted  its    virtues 
again —                                      [grain : 
'T«as  a  wood  for  all  use,  bottom,  top,  berk,  and 
It  would  saw  into  scats  fur  an  audience  in  full  pits. 
Into  benches  for  mdties,  episcopal  pulpits; 
Into  chairs  for  phiiosophers,  thrones  too  for  kings. 
Serve  the  highest  of  purposes,  lowest  of  things ; 
Make  brooms  to-monnt  witches,  make  May -poles 

for  May-days, 
And  boxes,  and  iiik-stands,   for  wits  and  the  la- 
dies.-- 
His  speech  plcn^'d  the  vulgar,  it  pIcasM  their 
superior-;,'  [riors 

r>y  .lolwison  slopt  short, — who  his  piighty  poste- 
Applied  to  the  trunk — like  a  Sampson,  his  haun- 
ches  [and  shook  braQches  ! 

Sliortk  the  roots,  sho'jk  the  summit,  shook  stem, 
A*I  was  tremour  and  sliock !— r-now  descended  in 
showers  [bli^ted  flowers  i 

Wither'd  leaves,  withered  limbs,  blighted  fruits. 
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•4t6W*l  rubbish  enough.till  my  homeward  retara, 
For  children  to  gather,  old  womeo  to  bum ; 
Not  practis'd  tq  labour,  my  sides  are  too  sore, 
Till  another  fit  season,  to  shake  you  down  more. 
What  future  materials  for  pruning,  and  cropping. 
And  cleaning,  and  gleaning,  and  lopping,  and 
topping !  [tree, 

Vet  mistake  me  not,  rabble !  this  tree's  a  good 
Does  honour,  dame  Nature,  to  Britain  and  thee; 
And  the  fruit  on  the  top, — takeiU  merits  in  brief, 
Makes  a  noble  dessert^  where  the  dinner's  roast- 
beef!" 


TO  A  LADY. 

Yss  ^  wedlock's  sweet  bands  were  too  blest,  in 
her  lover 

If  Tirtae  her  likeness  could  find. 
What  Plato '  has  fabled,  could  Julia  recover 

Her  lost  other  half,  from  mankind* 

What  joy  to  receive  all  the  good  you  impart, 

lliy  cares  on  anothar  recline, 
Another's  fond  bosom,  and  feel  that  his  heart 

Beats  all  the  same  measures  with  thine  1 

The  features,  the  virtues  of  both,  in  your  race. 

How  sweet  the  confusion,  enjoy ! 
Yet  more  of  thyself  in  the  daughter  still  trace. 

And  more  of  thy  lord  iu  the  boy. 

Such  bliss  rivals  Heaven — yet  what  grief,  what 
disgrace. 

Were  riot's  low  fblk>wer  thy  lot,  [chase. 

Were  he  whose  loud  pleasures  are  wine  and  the 

All  love's  silent  pleasures  forgot ! 

What  misery  to  hear,  without  daring  reply. 

All  folly,  all  insolence  speaks ; 
Still  calling  the  tear  of  reproach  to  thy  eye, 
'   The  flush  of  disdain  to  thy  cheeks ! 

Would  soft  macaronies  have  judgment  to  prize. 
Whom  arts  and  whom  virtues  adorn, 

Wboleamt  every  virtue  and  art  to  despise. 
Where  Catos  and  Scipios  were  bom  ? 

Would  wealth's  drowsy  heir,  without  spark  of 
Heaven's  fire, 

EnshrinM  in  his  dulness  completely, 
Awake  to  the  charmer,  her  voice  and  her  lyre. 

Ah !  charm  they  though  ever  so  sweetly  } 

But  what  with  the  gamester,  ah  !  what  were  thy 
What  fortune's  caprices  thy  share !        [fate. 

To  sleep  upon  down  under  canopied  state, 
To  wake  on  the  straw  of  despair! 

The  timid  free-thmker,  that  only  defies 
Those  bolts  which  his  Maker  can  throw ; 

Would  he,  when  blaspheming  the  Lord  of  the 
vkies. 
Yet  rev'rence  his  image  below  ? 

Would  slaves  to  a  coutt,  or  to  faction's  banditti, 

Thy  temperate  spirits  approve ; 
So  proud  in  their  chains  of  the  court  and  the  city, 

Bisdaming  no  chains,  but  of  love  ? 

*  Plato's  fable  is,  that  man  and  woman  origi- 
nally were  one  being,  divided  afterwards  by  Ju- 
piter for  their  punishment ;  that  each  part,  in 
perpetual  search  of  the  other,  never  recovers 
happiness  till  tbdr  reunion. 


SOI 

O !  mild  as  the  Zephyr,  like  Zej^hyr  that  throws 
Its  sweets  on  the  sweet-bfeathmg  May) 

But  not  on  the  lap  of  cold  winter  bestows. 
What  winter  will  never  repay. 

So  tun^thee  from  folly's  cold  aspect,  ah !  turn 
From  vice's  hard  bosom  away ;  * 

The  wise  and  the  virtuous  thy  sweets  will  returdy 
As  warm  and  as  grateful  as  May. 


ON  A  FERY  FINE  LaDV. 

FiMB  B  observes  no  other  mles 

Than  those  the  coterie  prize ; 

l^he  thinks,  whilst  lords  continue  fools, 
' Tis  vulgar  to  be  wise : 

Thinks  rudeness  wit  in  noble  danle^  , 

Adultery,  love  polite ; 
That  ducal  stars  shoot  brighter  flames 

Than  all  the  host  of  light. 

Yet  sages  own  that  greatness  throws 
A  grace  on  Spencer's  charms ; 

On  Hagley's  verse,  on  Stanhope's  prose^ 
Apd  gilded  Marlborough's  arms. 

For  titles  here  their  rev'rence  ends. 

In  general  wisdom  thinks 
The  higher  grandeur's  scale  ascends. 

The  lower  Nature's  sinks. 


ON  AN  ASIATIC  LADY. 

O  Tou  who  sail  on  India's  wealthy  wave. 

Of  gems  and  gold  who  spoil  the  radiant  east; 

What  oceans,  say,  what  isles  of  fragnmce  gava 
This  fairer  ti*easnre  to  the  joyful*  west? 

What  banks  of  Ganges,  and  what  balmy  skies 

Saw  the  first  infant  dawn  of  tliose  unclouded  eyes? 

By  easy  arts  while  Europe's  beautiel  reign. 
Roll  the  blue  languish  of  their  humid  eye ; 

Rule  willing  slaves,  who  court  and  kiss  the  chain, 
Self-vanquish'd,  helpless  to  resistor  fly  $ 

Less  yielding  souls  confess  this  eastern  fair» 

And  lightning  melts  the  heart  that  milder  firm 
would  spare. 

Of  gods,  enamour'd  with  a  mortal  dame. 
Let  Grecian  story  tell — the  gifts  display 

That  deck'd  Cassandra,  and  each  honoured  nama 
Lov'd  by  the  god,  who  guides  the  golden  day: 

See !  Asia  triumphs  in  a  brighter  scene; 

A  nobler  Phoebus  woos  her  summer's  smiling 
quaen. 

Sublimer  sense,  and  spnghtlier  wit  to  please. 

That  Phoebas  gave ;  he  gave  the  voice  and  lyre. 
That  warble  sweeter  than^e  spicy  breeze. 

He  gave  what  charms  meridian  suns  inspire  ; 
What  preckras  rays  fix>m  light's  puie  foimtaiki 

stream, 
What  warm  the  diamond's  blaze  and  ruby's  flm« 
ingbeanu 
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TO  THE  SAME, 

OM   HSm  DBE88. 

Ah  enrioas  robe !  to  frustrate  Heaven's  mtent, 
CoBcealing  beauty  from  the  eye  of  day  ; 

Beauty  to  man  by  gracious  Nature  sent 
To  cheer  the  wanderer  on  his  lonesome  way. 

One  p6w*r  who  wakM  Aurora^s  smiling  light 
Gave  skies  their  azure,  and  gare  vales  their 
green, 

Form*d  the  quiick  sense  for  wonder  and  delight. 
Made  eyes  to  see,  and  Laura  to  be  seen. 

Curs'd  be  th'  eclipse  that  plunges  mom  in  night. 
And  jealous  clouds  tliat  shade  the  landscape's 

On  envious  robes  severer  curses  light,  [scene ; 
That  veil  the  beauties  of  my  suounei's  queen ! 

Ah  Laura !  cruel  Laura  1  why  constrain. 
In  art's  fantastic  drapery.  Nature's  ease  ? 

-Why,  form'd  to  empire,  empire's  arts  ditdain  ? 
Why,  bom  for  pleasure,  still  refuse  to  please? 

Nor  yet  these  (bids  on  fulds,  this  load  of  dress, 
Shall  bar  approaches  to  poetic  love; 

}^o— where  the  graces  sport  in  sweet  recess* 
»Tw  fancy,  bold  intruder's  joy  to  rove. 

Fancy,  pursuing>where  my  Laura  flies. 

With  wanton  gales  forbidden  charms  reveals, 

Betrays  her  slumbers,  and  with  eager  eyes 
The  panting  breast,  devouring,  dreams  itfeels. 

Fancy  indulgent  to  her  votary's  prajrer. 

Shows  where,sequester'd  from  the  iniltry  beam, 

The  limpid  wave  but  ill  conceal'd  the  fair. 
With  virgms  sporting  in  her  Ganges'  stream. 


TO  THE  SAME. 

All  T^ura  !  while  graces  and  songs, 
Wliile  smilesy  winning  smiles  you  impart; 

Indulgence  but  nurses  desire, 

I  sigh  for  that  treasure,  your  heart 

Yes,  take,  too  presumptuous,  she  cries. 
All  that  virtue  can  wish  to  receire ; 

Yes,  take  all  that  virtue  can  grant, 
A  heart  I  had  never  to  give. 

The  maid  of  the  north,  like  the  lake. 
That  sleeps  by  her  peaceable  cot. 

Too  languishing  lives  but  /'or  one. 
Forgetting  the  world,  and  forgot 

But  bora  where  my  Ganges  expands. 
To  no  partial  channels  confin'd, 

Vnfix'd  to  no  oUjtct,  I  flow 

With  iunccent  smiles  on  mankind. 

Our  Asians  bright  dames,  like  their  sun^ 
Cheer  all  with  benevolent  reign. 


ON  READING  TEE  FORMGOiNG 
FERSES- 


Ab!  Dorimant,  victim  to  love. 

Too  fotally  caught  in  his  wil^. 
Can  you  in  fair  Laura  approve 

Those  diffusive,  those  general  smUes  f 

If  inconstancy  dwells  with  that  fire 
Which  the  Sun-beams  of  Asia  impart 

Can  a  daughter  of  Europe  desire 
To  change  with  your  Laura  a  heart? 

No ! — happier  tlie  temp'rate  mind. 
Which,  fix'd  to  one  object  alone. 

To  one  taider  passion  confin'd. 

Breathes  no  wishes,  no  sighs,  but  for  one.- 

Such  bliss  has  the  maid  of  the  plain, 
Tho'  secluded  she  lives  in  a  cot ; 

Yet,  rich  in  the  love  of  her  swain. 
She's  contented,  and  blesses  her  lot—* 

Ah  !  say,  if  deserving  thy  heart. 

The  too  undistinguishing  fiiir. 
Who  to  thousands  can  raptures  impart. 

And  the  raptures  of  thousands  can  share  ^ 

Ah !  say,  does  she  merit  those  lays  ? 

Those  lays  which  trae  passion  define  ?— 
No— unworthy  the  fair  of  thy  praise. 

Who  can  listen  to  any  but  thine« 


REPLY  TO  MISS  G 

Sappho,  while  your  Muse  of  fire. 
Listening  to  the  vocal  spheres. 

Sits  and  tempers  to  her  lyre 
Airs  divine  fbi*  mortal  ears: 

Viewing  higher  orbs  that  glow. 

Ever  constant,  ever  trae. 
Still  she  dreams  to  find  below 

Perfect  forms,  as  Heaven  and  yoti^ 

Blame  not  Asia's  fair,  who  glances 
Random  smiles  in  heedless  ease. 

Shifts  at  will  her  wayward  fancies. 
Pleasing  all,  whom  all  can  please^ 

Blame  her  not — ^o.^ivjed  treasmna 
Is  the  Vender,  feeling  heart. 

Bosoms  ouick  to  keener  pleasure 
Beat  alas  I  as  q,vick  to  smart 

Who  with  eyes  that  ever  laiigukh. 
Still  to  desjBcts  sighs  akme } 

Who  consumes  her  youth  jn. anguish 
— She  who  keeps  an  heart  for  one. 

Tender  love  repaid  with  treason. 
Fortune's  frowns,  parental  power, 

BUist  her  in  the  vemal  season. 
Bend  her.  unsuooorted  flower. 
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WbTshottld  fiuthy  obteqaionsduty. 
Sooth  an  eastern  tyrant'i  scorn  i 

Who  but  riBes  joyless  beantj 

Steals  the  honey,  leaves  the  thom. 

Sadoen  sits  by  Ganges'  foantains ; 
•    How  can  echo  cheer  the  vale  } 
What  repeat  from  fragrant  monntains ! 
What  hot  grief  and  horrour'^  tale  } 

What  but  shrieks  of  wild  despair  ? 

What  but  shouts  that  murder  sleep  ? 
There  the  ittrugglhig,  fainting  fiiir; 

There — but  see  my  Sappho  weep ! 

Change  the  strain !— ^his  mournful  measure 
Melts,  oppresses  TirtuOQS  hearts — 

Sappho,  wake  thy  lyre  of  pleasure ! 
Sing  of  Europe*s  happier  arts ! 

Sing  of  all  the  mingled  blessing 
Reason^  tempering  passion,  knows  ; 

AM  the  transport  of  possessing 
Unplock'd  beauty's  willing  rose ! 

Sing  of  that  refin'd  sensation 
Mutual  melting  bosoms  prove, 

Souls  exchanged,  sweet  emanation » 
Separate  being  lost  in  love ! 

Rapture's  tears,  voluptuous  stream' ! 

Languor  stealing  sorrow's  nighs  ! 
Sing  of  love — ^thyself  the  theme ! 

Singuf  love — th]rse1fthe  prize! 


soyG. 

Hahg  my  lyre  upon  the  willow. 
Sigh  to  winds  ttiy  notes  forlorn; 

Or,  akwg  the  foamy  billow 
Float  the  wrecking  tempest's  scorn. 

"Sprightly  sounds  no  more  it  raises. 
Such  as  Laura's  smiles  approve; 

Laura  scorns  benpoet's  praises. 
Calls  his  artless  friendship  love: 

Calls  it  love,  that  spnmiog  duty. 
Spuming  Nature's  chastest  ties, 

■  Mocks  thy  tears,  dejected  beauty, 
Sports  with  fiillen  virtue's  sighs. 

Call  it  love,  no  more  prufaning 
Truth  with  dark  suspicion's  wound ; 

Or,  my  fair,  the  term  retaining. 
Change  the  sense,  preserve  the  sound. 

Yes,  'tis  love— that  name  is  given. 
Angels,   to  your  purest  flames : 

Such  a  love  as  merits  Heaven, 
Heaven's  dhnnest  image  claims* 


LAURA'S  ANSJVER. 

«T  MISS  O  " 

SooH  be  thy  lyre  to  winds  consign'd, 
Or  hurl'd  beneath  the  raging  deqi. 

For  while  such  strains  seduco  my  mhid. 
How  shall  my  heart  its  purpose  keep? 

Thy  artful  lays,  which  artless  seem, 
With  too  mdch  fondness  I  approve ; 

kii  I  write  no  more  on  such  a  theme. 
Or  Laura's  friendship— -ends  in  love. 


70  j^nss  G . 

Ah  leave,  you  cry,  the  harp  unstrung, 
For  fortune  shifts  her  fickke  wind :  ^ 

Resume  thy  lyre,  on  wilk>ws  hung,  * 
To  sing  the  fieiir,  no  longer  kind. 

No— nearer  view  my  alter'd  stete. 
For  fear  too  high,  for  hope  too  k>w  ; 

Beneath  thA  victor's  j<^ul  fote. 
Yet  for  above  the  captive's  woe. 

The  charm^  of  sense  no  more  beguile ; 

On  reason's  lap  1  lay  me  down  : 
If  claiming  now  no  beauties'  smile. 

Appears  it  just  to  meet  their  frown  } 

Light  insects  they,  of  gaudy  hues, 
Admire  th«  glare  of  youthfiil  day. 

Still  bathe  in  moni's,  not  evening's  dewi^ 
From  shades  of  autumn  fleet  away. 

Behold  their  train  of  captains,  beaux  ( 
Disdain  my  breast,  disdain  to  sigh ! 

To  these  the  foir,  the  rivals  those, 
Hie  son  of  Jove's  be  my  reply : 

"  Ah  why  desert  th'  Olympic  games  ? 

Aspire  to  victory !"  Philip  cries : 
*<  I  come,"  young  Ammon  fierce  exclaims, 

'*  If  kings  my  rivals,  thrones  the  prize.*' 

Yes,  letter'd  maid !  my  soul  approve, 
11)6  seat  no  more  of  vain  desires : 

Extinguish'd  thera  the  Aame  of  love, 
Extiuguish'd  there  ambition's  fires ! 

To  save  from  vice,  from  folly  save, 
What  aid  can  beauty,  power  afford  } 

Unworthy  love  to  call  thee  slave, 
Unwoithy  crowds  to  call  thee  lord  ! 

Pure  reason,  yes ;  pure, truth — ^but  why. 
Ah  why  1   rebellious  heart  declare. 

With  flattering  pulse  and  stifled  sigh. 
That  other  tenants  harbour  there  ? 

Go— tranquil  Hope,  by  turns  to  dwells 
Expelling  reason  pleasure's  oourt. 

Expelling  passion  wisdom's  cell: 
Go— reason's,  passion's  mutual  sport 

Vain  dreamer ! — ^rather  both  revere. 
But  neither's  sole  dominion  own : 

When  Heaven  assign'd  to  each  their ^hers^ 
It  never  meant  excluding  one : 

Exdnding  which  ?— objections  wait 
On  vain  pretensions  either  forms  ; 

Alike  to  life's  salubrious  stete 
Ye  both  are  fotal— calms  and  storms. 


TO  LAURA. 

ON  BEl  RECBIVtKG  A  MYSTERIOUS  LITIlt  FROM  4 
MfTROniST  D1VIK& 

TuBdootorwakes  early— half  drestin  bis  casfoe^ 
He  steals  from  'his  consort  to  write ; 

She  sleeps— and  sweet  Heaven  is  invok'd  fmm 
his  hassoc. 
To  lengthen  the  trance  of  her  night 
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Kow  be  writes  to  the  fiiir,  with  what  fcrtour  he 
Heaven's  glory  concem'd  in  her  fame  j  [paints 

How  be  raves  upon  grace^  and  the  union  of 
Idolatry,  raptures,  and  flame  ?  [saints 

Kqnirocal  priest,  lay  soleumity  by, 

JDeceivcr  thyself,  or  deceivM  ! 
When  you  kneel  to  the  idol  of  beauty,  and  sigb, 

Are  your  ardours  for  Heaven  believ'd  ? 

Vill  tbe  heait  that  is  kindled  from  passions 
Ascend  in  pure  spirit  above  ?  [betow 

Ah  !  analyse  better,  as  blended  they  glow 
The  flames  of  religion  and  love. — 

Quit  the  teacher,  my  fair  one,' and  listen  to  me, 

A  doctor  less  grave  and  severe  \ 
Who  eternity's  joys  for  the  virtuous  can  see 

Consistent  with  happiness  here. 

Still  reverence,  I  preach,  thoseendearingrelations 

Of  daughter,  of  parent,  of  wife  : 
Yet  1  blame  not  your  relish  for  slighter  sensations 

That  sweeten  tbe  medicine  of  life. 

Know,the  virtue  it  cherishes  Heaven  will  rewand, 
But  attend  tp  no  blasphemous  tales. 

That  tbe  blaze  of  the  Deity  shines  imimpair'd. 
Though  human  infirmity  fails. 

Know  your  God  as  he  is,  wise,  good,  beyond 
No  tyrant  in  borrours  array*d,  [measure, 

But  a  father,  who  smiles  on  tbe  innocent  pleasure 
Of  amiable  creatures  he  made  ! — 

Still  please,  and  pursue  bis  benevolent  ends, 
Still  enrapture  the  heart  and  the  ear ! 

1  can  swear  fbrmjrself,  and  believe  for  my  friends, 
Oor  morals  improve  as  we  bear. 


If  the  passions  are  wakened  by  harmony's  charm, 
I'heir  breezes  wall  health  to  tbe  miod. 

What  our  reason  but  labours,  vain  toil !  to  disarm. 
By  virtue  and  song  are  refin'd. 

Ah  t  listen  to  me,  in  whose  natural  school 
Religion  leads  truth  by  tbe  hand  ! — 

Who  regulates  faith  by  a  mystical  rule. 
Hot  builds  bis  foundation  on  sand ! 

By  tbe  winds  of  unrecx>ncil'd  principles  driven, 
Siill  fluctuates  the  methodist's  plan  ; 

Now  he  wishes  you  chaste  for  the  glory  of  Heaven, 
—Now  fraii — for  the  pleasure  gf  man. 

.      TO  THE  SAME. 

OH   POLITICS. 

F»oM  moments  so  precious  to  life. 

All  politics,  laura,  remove ; 
Buby  lips  must  not  animate  strife. 

But  breathe  the  sweet  language  of  love. 

\n\rX  if  party  ? — a  zeal  without  science, 

A  bubble  of  popular  fame, 
In  nature  and  virtue's  defiance, 

Tis  reason  cnslavM  to  a  name. 


When  you  vary  yoar  chanfif  with  your  pstchet^ 

To  me  His  a  weightier  aflfair, 
Than  who  writes  the  northern  dispatches. 

Or  sits  in  the  president's  chair. 

When,  by  natare  and  art  form'd  to  please^ 
You  sing,  and  you  talk,  and  yon  laugb. 

Can  I  forfeit  such  raptures  as  these. 
To  dream  of  the  chamberlain's  staff? 

Secure  under  Brunswick  and  Heaven, 

I  trust  the  state  vessel  shall  ride : 
To  Bute  let  the  rudder  be  jjiven. 

Or  Pitt  be  permitted  to  guide. 

At  Almack's,  when  the  turtle^  well  drest. 
Must  I  know  tbe  cook's  ooimtry,  or  starve  f 

And  when  George  gives  us  libfrty*s  feast. 
Not  taste  'till  Newcastle  shall  carve  } 

Yet  think  not  that  wildly  I  range. 

With  no  sober  system  in  view ; 
My  notions  are  fix'd,  though  they  change^ 

Applied  to  Great  Britain  and  yoiu 

There,  I  reverence  our  bright  constitutioD, 

Not  heeding  what  calumny  laves. 
Yet  wish  for  a  new  revolution. 

Should  rulers  treat  subjects  as  slaves. 

Here,  the  doctrine  of  boundless  dominion. 

Of  bor.ndless  obedience  is  mine ; 
Ah  !  my  fiiir,  to  cure  schism  in  opinion. 

Confess  non-resistance  is  thine. 


TO  LAVRJ. 


PARIWBLL  TO   THE   ttOSfi. 


Go  rose — in  gaudy  gardens  wilt  thou  bloom. 
Fir  from  the  silent  vale  of  peace  and  lave  } 

On  fluttering  insects  lavish  waste  perfum#. 
Or  deck  the  fickle  wreath  that  folly  wove  > 

And  yet  the  fragrance  of  thy  ^ening  hour. 

Ambrosial  odours,  yet  to  me  refuse  ? 
To  me,  who  pay  thy  sweets,  ungrateful  flower  I 

With  rich  returns  of  incense  from  the  Muse  ?— 
Who  but  the  Mase  transplants  then,  short-bVd 

From  mortal  regions  to  celestial  seats  }  [rose  ' 
By  memory's  fountain,  where  thy  budsdiscloao' 

Eternal  beauties,  with  eternal  sweets. 


SONG  TO  ♦  ♦  •  ♦. 

What  !  bid  me  seek  another  hit 
In  untry'd  paths  of  female  wiles  ? 

And  posies  weave  of  other  hair. 
And  bask  secure  in  other  smiles  ? 

Thy  friendly  stars  no  longer  prize,  - 

And  light  my  course  by  other  eyes  ? 

Ah  no!  my  dying  lips  shall  close, 
Unalter'd  love,  as  faith  professine : 
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ON  MBW  BBINO  DBPRIVPD,  FROM  CUSTOM  A VD 
BRlfCACT,  OF  BMJOYINO  SOCIAL  miBND- 
SHIP  WITH    THB    PAIR'SElt. 

Had  soft  Aspasift*s  sex  been  man. 

What  friendsbip's  holycbaiiu 
Had  link'd  our  beings,  ibrtane*s  plan^ 

Our  pleasures  and  eur  pains  > 
Alike  our  ruder,  milder  sports, 

Oor  studies  too  the  same, 
Compaakms  both  in  shades  and  courts. 

In  paths  of  love  or  fame. 

By  bri^t  collision,  patriot  beams 

Had  flashed  fh»m  soul  to  soul. 
And  war  had  seen,  in  union's  streams. 

Our  tide  of  glory  roll. 
There  fiite,  that  strikes  the  noblest  breast. 

Had  surely  reverenced  thine ; 
The  thirsty  lance  I  thei^  had  blest 

For  only  woundini^  mine. 
Bat  ah  I  my  sweeter  downy  hours. 

Had  I  been  chang'd,  not  you  j 
What  tranquil  joys,  if  kinder  powers 

Had  made  me  woipan  too ! 

Made  each  the  othcr'a  softer  care. 

One  table  then  had  fed. 
One  chamber  lodgM  the  fiuthful  pair. 

Ah  do  not  blush  I^ooe  bed. 


Both  sitting  at  one  busy  loom 

In  nature's  vernal  bow*r, 
Had  rivall'd  nature's  vernal  bloom. 

Creating  both  one  flow'r. 

Both  screen'd  from  summer's  sultry  view. 
In  shades  by  haunted  stream, 

Had  own 'd  the  moral  vision  true 
That  youthful  poets  dream. 

Sweet  wi8dom,'couchM  in  mjrstic  rhyme. 

Yet  bending  o'er  the  brook, 
Had  gathered  morals  more  sublime 

From  great  ci-eation's  book ; 
And  felt  our  mixing  souls  refine 

In  purer  wisdom's  ray. 
The  being  virtue's  friend  and  thine 

Had  clear'd  our  mists  away. 

My  morning  incense,  ev'ning  pray'r. 

With  thine,  bad  soar'd  above. 
With  thine  ascending  sweeter  there 

On  wings  of  song  and  love. 

Vain  dreams !  for  custom's  laws,  combin'd 

With  virtue's  stem  decree, 
|>ivide  the  beings  nature  join'd. 

Divide  my  foir  from  me. 


TO  A  YOUNG  LADY, 

FAINTUIO  AT  THB  MBWS    OP  U^SL   FBIBND'S  MIS- 
F0BTUKB8. 

Ah  f  maid  too  gentle,  while  thy  tears  deplore 
The  virtuous  exile  on  a  foreign  shore. 
Thy  pulse  fiorgets  to  beat,  thy  cheek  to  glow, 
D>m  the,bright  eye,  fix'd  monument  of  woe, 
YOL.   XVf. 


tost  every  function,  vanish 'd  every  sense : 
Is  this  thy  lot,  divine  benevolence  ? 
Approach  no  more,  such  bitter  anguish,  near 
So  soft  a  bosom ;  fiow  alone  the  tear. 
That  dew  of  Heaven,  O  maid  I  to  Heaven  allied. 
Thy  great  Redeemer  shed  for  man  and  died, 
f^ood  angels  mourn  creation's  glories  lost. 
And  nionming  please,  resemble  him  the  most ; 
Ftaw  then  thy  tear,  ordain'd  by  Heaven's  decree. 
For  bliss  to  others,  sweeter  Miss  to  thee  ! 
With  pity's  pangs  her  dear  sensations  feel ; 
The  shaft  that  wounds  thee,  drops  a  balm  to  beat 
Thy  soul  expanding,  like  a  vernal  flower. 
Shall  glow  the  brighter  in  affliction's  shower 
For  <*very  tear  to  snfiTring  virtue  given. 
Itself  apprt>ving,  andapprov'd  by  Heaven. 
Weep  then,  but  weep  another's  fkte  alone  i 
Let  smiles  be  still  attendant  on  thy  own. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  AN  INFANT. 

How  b*est  is  he  whom  nature's  gentle  hand 
Has  snatch'd  from  human  life  and  human  woes, 
Ev'ii  in  his  childish  dnjrs,  ere  yet  he  knew 
Or  sin,  or  pain,  or  youthfiil  passion's  force  I 
In  aarth's  soft  lap,  beneath  the  flowery  turf. 
His  peaceful  ashes  sleep;  to  Heaven  ascendf 
Th'  unspotted  soul,  declar'd  by  voice  divine 
A  guest  well  pleasing— Then  no  longer  moaro. 
Thou  drooping  parent,  nor  bewail  him  lost-* 
In  life's  first  bloom,  when  infant  reason  dawn^d^ 
And  the  young  mittd,  unfolding  every  power. 
Gave  promise  fair  of  manhood,  transport  All'd 
The  mother's  bosom,  pondering  every  word 
And  action  there.     She  now  lamenting  loud 
Deplores  him,  from  her  vain  embraces  torn 
By  unrelenting  fate,  and  fierce  disease ; 
Like  eastern  storms  that  blast  the  opeoiBg  year. 


TO  MISS  N Jf, 

warrTBN  at  brighthblmston. 

LovBLT  N— -m !  rise,  and  see 

Modestmom  resemble  thee  1 

Ocean  smiles  with  your  repose. 

Come  to  seas,  where  Venus  rose  1 

Bathing,  Dr.  Pool  observes, 

Braces  all  the  optic  nerves. 

"  Heavens,"  she  cries,  <'  what  idle  whim  1 

Youthful  eyes  are  seldom  dim  ; 

Mine  can  mark  the  distant  sail. 

Or  lowmg herds  in  Sussex'  vale; 

Scarce  a  spire  or  cottage  smoke. 

Or  ck>ud  embracing  mountain  oak  ; 

An  object  scarce  of  land  or  sea 

Kises  unperoeiv'd  by  me." 

True — but  eyes  that  distant  roam. 

Frequent  fi^il  for  scenes  at  home. 

Let  example  make  me  clearer. 

Place  yourself  at  Shergold's  mirror  t 

Every  mild  reflected  grace, 

That  angel  form,  that  angel  face, 

A  world  of  wonders  all  can  view. 

Envy  only  blind  and— you* 
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LOVIBOND^POCtfS. 


TO  79£  MUS.'S . 

wKiTrm  AT  aRicrnitLiivroiiB. 

No,  gentle  ladies ! — be  en  Brig^itoD's  flood, 
Wbodeck'd  with  N——%  name  a  feeble  page  ; 

For  yoq,  the  guardiaiit  of  tbe  fiur  and  good. 
Has  ann*d  no  bitter  ftinf*  of  Satan's  rage. 

On  impious  necks  the  Mose  of  Tengeance  treads. 

For  shameless  folly  dips  her  sbiits  in  gall ; 
lVbiIe>  droping  odours  on  your  Tirtiious  heads, 
-  The  dews  of  praise,  a  precious  ointment,  feU. 

Yoor  y-       m*s  mind  in  every  virtue  grew, 
Ine^erygtace,  beneath  yoor  sweet  control; 

In  genqine  Iqstre  were  preserved  bT  you 
Her  polished  form,  reflecting  all  tbe  souL 

Her  candid  smiles,  nneonscioos  of  their  worth. 
Her  blush  of  natore  without  other  dye  I  ' 

You  taught  her  modest  eyes  to  love  the  Earth, 
Or  soar  ip  flatpiqg  nptare  to  tbe  sky. 

Her,  tbe  best  gift  of  Heaven,  its  gracious  k>ve 
Permitted  to  your  guidance— come  and  share 

The  joy  of  virtuous  souls,  whose  toils  improve 
Tbe  .talents  trusted  to  their  fruitful  care\ 

Come,  lutbful  servants— hear  a  voice  proclaim 
Your  hymn  of  triumph— 'tis  no  song  of  mine ; 

>Ti!%  Heaven  that  calls  you  to  partake  your  fame 
With  Uod  tbe  giver,  and  this  gift  divine. 


rSRSBS 

WmrmX  at  BtlCHTHELICVTOllE. 

SiKB  Charles  lay  sbeltei'd,  from  this  desert 
V         shore  [ro*r; 

He  lancbM  tbe  bark,  and  brav'd  tbe  tempest's 
He  trusted  here  tbe  feith  of  simple  swains. 
And  ocean,  friendlier  than  tbe  Worcester  plains*. 
Ko  beauteous  forms,  as  oow  adom'd  it  then, 
Tbe  downs  werp  pathless,  without  haimt  of  men. 
One  shepherd  waildei'd  on  tbe  lonely  bill. 
One  villagermaid  explor'd  iM  distant  riU. 
But  mark  tbe  glittering  scenes  succeeding  these  ; 
See  peopled  all  tbe  shores,  and  healing  seas| 
Yet,  fKend  to  Britain,  flows  alike  tbe  wave 
With  India's  treasures,  and  defrands  the  grave. 
Had  fate  now  plac'd  bun  on  this  fairy  land, 
Thtf  thoughtless  Charles  bad  linger'd  on  tba 

strand, 
Kor  danger  chilN,  nor  bigb  ambitkm  fir'd 
That  wanton  bosom,  by  the  krres  inspir'd : 
His  languid  sails  tbe  monarch  here  bad  farFd, 
Had  gain'd  a  N       tfs  smile,  and  lost  tbe  world. 


TO  MISS  G . 

noil  HUORTHUMiKOIIS. 

Com,  Stella,  let  us  dimb  tbe  bdgbtf 

Where  purer  spirits  flow, 
And  upwaird  pomt  our  mental  flights^ 

And  mock  the  scenes  below. 

*  Matthew  xzt* 

•Charles  tbe  Ud.  afUr  tbe  bat^ of  Worces- 
ter,  escaped  to  Fiance  ia  a  fishng-boat,  from 
Brigbtbelmftone* 


theijddyi 
Of  pleasured  wanton  cbaoe, 
But  range  beyond  mateiial  boonds^ 
Eternity,  and  space  !— 

Cooie,  read  in  ocean's  ample  page^ 

Explain  tbe  canse  that  gnidea. 
That  bridles  now,  andnovtocaga 

Predpitatea  tbe  tidea. 

In  glory  see  tbe  planets  roll. 

Their  laws,  their  nMasan,  scai^ 
Nor  there  coofln'd,  eiqiloiethesoii]« 

Andlibertj,awlmaBJ 

On  soaring  pinwos  let  us  shoot. 

Like  him,  the  bird  of  Jove  I 
—"What  waste,"  shecries,  « in mdi p»SQit» 

An  age  of  li£e  and  love ! 

«  With  eagle  flight  and  eagle  view 

Let  Newton  sail  the  sky  I 
But  what  am  I  ?  or  what  are  yo«, 

PhikMopber  ?— «  fly : 
"Vainhisect!  now  aloft  he  springs 

To  drink  tbe  bqoid  Ught, 
And  qnendies  now  bis  iaggbig  wings 

In  aqgry  seas  and  night. 
«  Ah  fool!  toqnit  bis  leptOe  state 

Amid  fresh  dews  and  iowers  I 
Be  his  the  justly  purdiai^d  fiUe* 

The  sobec  lesaoo  ones. 

"  From  ckMids  desoendmg,  let  nt  tiy 

What  humbler  regions  give ! 
Let  others  soar  to  IbU  and  dial 

lis  oun  to  deep,  and  Hve.** 


ANSWER  TO  THB  FOREGOINQ 
FBRSES. 


No  more  let  science  tempt  thy  leardiing  ey«e 
Beyond  tbe  boiwdspipcscrib^d  to  mortal  si^it. 

No  more  advent'rous  njiount  the  lofty  skies. 
And  daring,  penetrate  tbe  realms  of  lic^ 

With  humble  mind  go  trape  th^  Makers  hand 

In  every  smiling  vall^,  ferUieplaim; 
Adore  bis  bounty  l^  tbe  culti^d  land. 

Revere  bis  wisdom  in  the  stormy  mainl 
Northongfatle«viei(the  vaft  lxemend<wmr% 

Whose  ooi^si^  iwpetwms  power  d^iw  rG»* 

trains;  [cree. 

Whose  rusbhig  tide,  control'd  by  Heafetf s  de* 

Forbears  to  vk)late  tbe  flow^  plaine. 

Nor  yet  confine  tg  these  thy  wM'ra«n«^ 
While  splendid  gems  tl^fiue  of  HeaVn  adon^ 

Nor  heedless  view  tbe  radiant  lamps  of  night. 
Nor  beedle«  view  tbe  San  that  gflds  tbe  mom: 

But  turn  iQtb  praise  to  Him  who  reuins  aboteb 
Supieme  o'er  woika   that  ^eak  afani^rtgr 
power  j 

O !  turn  a  grateful  bosom  breathing  lovi^ 
And  leum  the  noblest  lesson— to  adoie. 
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ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  YOUNG 
GENTLEMAN. 

Go,  monnifal  spirit,  wing  thy  dreary  way, 
Leave  a  lovM  manaioiiy  leave  the  cheerfni  day ; 
A  naked  wanderer  on  the  winter's  wind, 
Ah  leave,  reluctant,  youth  and  strength  behind ! 
Kbt  long  a  wanderer,  to  that  happier  shore 
Be  Heaven  thy  guide,  where  mourning  is  no 
In  purer  mansions,  in  a  form  divine,      Tmore ! 
Immortal  youth,  immortal  joy,  be  thine  1 


INSCRIPTION  FOR  A  FOUNTAIN. 

O  YOU,  who  mark  what  flowrets  gay. 
What  gales,  what  odours  breathing  near. 

What  sheltering  shades  from  summei^s  ray 
Allure  my  spring  to  linger  here : 

Yet  see  roe  quit  this  margin  green. 
Yet  see  me  deaf  to  pleasure's  call. 

Explore  the  thirsty  haunU  of  men. 
Yet  see  my  bounty  flow  lor  all. 

O  learn  of  me— no  partial  rill. 
No  slumbering  selfish  pool  be  you  3 

But  social  laws  alike  fulfil ; 
O  flow  for  all  creation  too  I 


OW  THB  COMVBETING  THK  LATE  ME.  WOOD- 
DBSOM's  BOVSB,  at  KINGSTON,  INTO  A 
YOOB-BOITSX,  AND  CUTTING  DOWN  THB 
GBBAT    WALK   OP    niOH    TBRBS  BBPORB    IT. 

Wbbbb  the  broad  path-way  fronts  yon  ancient 

seat. 
Approach  not,  stranger,  with  unhallow'd  feet. 
Nor  mock  the  spot,  unsheltered  now,   and  bare  I 
The  grove's  old  honours  rose  majestic  there: 
It*8  giant  arms  extending  to  defend 
Thy  reverend  temples,  man's  and  virtue's  friend ! 
Secure  thy  walk  that  uupierc'd  gloom  along. 
No  storm  approach'd  to  nlence  Homer's  song; 
Ko  beam  to  wound  thy  Heaven-directed  eye  : 
The  world's  near  tumult  swept  unheeded  by. 
Nowj  low  as  thine,  these  towering  heads  are  laid, 
No  more  embower  the  mansion  in  their  shade, 
Time-honour'd  pile !  that  owning  thee  its  lord. 
Saw  ancient  manners,  ancient  faith,  restored ; 
In  renovated  youth  beheld  again 
Satmmian  days,  the  good  Eliza's  reign. 
With  thee  too  sheltering  many  an  angel  guest. 
For  what,  but  Heaven,  serenerthan  thy  breast?«— 


Blest  manskMi  then,  simplicity's  abode. 
Where  smiling  innocence  look'd  up  to  God, 
Where  nature'ft  genuine  gracescharm'dthe  heart. 
Or  nature,  polish'd  but  by  classic  art.    [beaiAs, 
There  fancy,   waim'd    with  brightest,  chastest 
The  saint's  high  rapture,  and  the  poet's  dreams* 
While  virtue  left,  delighting  there  to  dwell. 
The  pensive  mountain,  and  the  hermit's  cell.— 
There  the  good  teacher  held  by  turns  to  youth 
The  blaze  of  fiction  and  pure  light  of  truth. 
Who,  less  by  precept  than  example  fir'd, 
Olow'd  as  he  taughi,  inspiring  and  inspired. 

Nor  think,  gay  revellers,  this  awfal  roof 
Echoed  no  soimds  but  wisdom's  harsh  reproof; 
The  social  board,  attendant  mirth,  was  there. 
The  smile  unconscious  of  to  morrow's  care. 
With  every  tranquil  joy  of  wedded  life. 
Hie  gracious  children,  and  the  faithful  wif<3. 
In  dance,  in  song,  in  harmless  sports  approv'd. 
There  youth  has  frolick'd,  there  soft  maids  havo 

lov'd. 
There  one,  distinguish'd  one— not  sweeter  Uowi 
In  simpler  ornament  attir'd,  the  rose. 
The  rose  she  cuU'd  to  deck  the  nuptial  bower. 
Herself  as  fair-^a  transitory  flower. — 
Thus  a  short  hour—and  woods   and  turrets 

foil; 
Hie  good,  the  great,  the  beauteous,  perish  all* 
Another  age  a  gayer  race  supplies, 
Less  awful  groives,  and  gaudier  villas  rise. 
See  wisdom's  place  usurp'd  by  follsres  sons. 
And  soomers  sit  on  virtue's  vacant  thrones. 
See  neighbouring  Combe's  old  genius  quit  Its 

bowers,  [towers; 

Not  Warwick's  ■  name    preserv'd   hb  gothio 
Nor  distant  see  new  royal  domes  *  deride 
What  half  remains  of  Wolsey's  ancient  pride ! 
Uliile  yet  this  humbler  pile  survives  to  prove 
A  mansion  worthy  of  its  master's  love : 
Like  hiro«  still  welcomes  to  its  libera]  door 
Whom  most  he  honouHd,  honouring  most  th^ 

poor; 
Like  him,  the  lisping  infant's  blessing  shares. 
And  age's  gratitude  in  silent  prayers.— 
Wbile  such  partake  the  couch,  the  frugal  feast^ 
No  regal  chambers  boast  an  equal  guest ; 
For,  grack>us  Maker,  by  thy  own  decree. 
Receiving  mercy  is  receiving  Thee ! — 

'  Combe-Neville,  near  Kmgstoo,  built  by  the 
king-making  earl  of  Warwick. 

*  The  new  apartments  at  Hampton  Court, 
raised  on  the  ruins  of  part  of  Wolsey's  palace. 
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THIS  ^ 

LIFE  OF  WALTER  H ARTE, 

BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


M^HE  following  dosultory  ioformation,  perhaps  improperly  cflilled  a  fif^  is  derlred 
principally  f him- tiie  notes  on  Mr.  Nlcholls's  collection  of  poenkS|*aagmenied  by 
Tftrions  noticed  in  the  Gentleman's  Magazine^.tiie  author's  works,  and  the  Krritings 
of  his  contemporaries.  His  learning  and  personal  worth,  neither  of  which  hare 
tfer  been  called  in  question,  wonld  hare  procured  him  a  more  particnhir  narra« 
ilTe,  if  It  had  been  possible  to  recorer  the  requisite  materials. 

His  father  the  ret.  Walter  Harfe  was  fellow  of  Pembroke  College,  Oxm 
fotd,  t>t^>endary  of  Wales,,  canon  of  Bristol,  and  ricar  of  St.  Mary  Magda- 
len, Tsnaton,  Somersetshire.  Jtefnslng  to  take  the  oaths  after  that  retolutioa 
f^hich  placed  a  iiew  family  on  the  throne,  he  relinquished  all  his  preferments,  ia 
1091,  And  rethrdi  to  Kaltbury  in  Buckfaighamshtre,  where  he  died  February  10^ 
17S0,aged  ^hty.flfe.  His  son  informs  us,  that  when  judge  Jefferies  came  to 
Tamiton  assises  hi  the  year  1085,  io  execute  his  commission  upon  the  unfortunate 
persons  doncerhed  in  Monmouth's  rebellion,  Mr.  Harte,  then  minister  of  St.  Mary 
If  afdalen*s,  waMed  on  him  in  prirate,  and  remonstrated  much  aghast  his  sererities. 
The  judge  listened  to  hhn  cahnly,  and  with  some  attention,  and,  though  he  had 
befer  sMft  hfan  before,  adranced  him  in  a  few  months  to  a  prebendal  stall  in  the 
calledral  dHnrch  of  Bristol.    <<  I  thought,"  says  Dr.  Warton,  whcf  ha^  introduced 
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31t  THE  LIFE  OF  WALTER  HARX& 

offered  him  a  bbhopric  in  queea  Anne's  time,  which  h^  declined  with  grateful 
acknowledgements.  According  to  his  son's  account,  he  was  a  most  laborious 
student,  employing  ten  or  tweWe  hours  a  day^  without  any  interruption,  bat  that 
of  casual  sickness,  for  fifty  years  successively.  His  principal  business  was  in  re- 
ferring every  difficult  part  of  scripture  to  those  particular  passages  in  the  fathers, 
and  eminent  modern  divines,  who  kad  explained  them  expressly  or  occasionally. 

The  time  of  our  poet's  birth  has  not  been  settled.  A  writer  in  the  Gentleman's 
MagaEine  fixes  it  about  the  year  1707,  but  an  earlier  date  will  correspond  better 
with  circumstances.  If  he  was  born  in*  1707,  his  lines  to  lady  Hertford  mnst  have 
been  written  at  elefen,  which  is  highly  improbable;  yet  there  is. some  difficulty  in 
adjusting  the  date  of  this  poem.  In  Lintot's  edition,  it  is  subscribed  September 
30,  1795,  but  Francis,  the  late  marquis  of  Hertford,  was  bom  in  1710,  a  year 
after  his  father's  marriage,  and  when  Mr.  Harte,  according  to  the  above  account, 
could  have  been  only  eleven  years  of  age.  We  ha?e  his  own  authority  that  all 
the  poems  publbhed  in  this  volume  were  written  when  he  was  nnder  nineteen, 
consequently  the  date  of  1795  must  be  an  errour,  especially  if  Collins's  account  of 
the  Hertfort  family  be  correct.  But  here,  too,  there  is  something  that  requires  ex* 
planation,  for  the  title  of  Beauchamp  was  not  conferred  on  the  family  for  many 
years  after  the  publication  of  these  poems. 

He  received  his  education  at  Marlborough  school,  under  the  rev.  Mr.  Hildrop, 
to  whom  he  dedicates  the  few  divine  poems  in  the  volume  published  in  1727.  At 
what  time  he  went  to  Oxford  does  not  appear,  but  he  took  his  master's  degree 
June  30, 1790,  according  to  the  last  edition  of  the  graduates  of  that  university, 
a  clear  proof  that  he  must  have  been  born  long  before  1707.  With  Pope  he 
acquired  an  early  intimacy,  and  shared  rather  more  of  his  friendship  than  that 
poet  was  wont  to  bestow  on  his  brethren.  Pope  encouraged  his  poetical  enthu* 
liasm,  and  inserted  many  lines  in  his  poems,  and  Harte  repaid  the  instructions 
of  so  distinguished  a  preceptor,  by  compliments  introduced  not  without  elegance  and 
propriety  in  his  Essays  on  Painting  and  on  Satire,  and  elsewhere. 

In  1797,  he  published  the  volume  of  poems,  already  mentioned,  dedicated  toAe 
gallant  and  eccentric  earl  of  Peterborough  who  was,  as  the  author  acknowledges, 
the  first  ^^  who  took  notice  of  Jtiim."  This  volume  was  ushered  in  by  a  very  an. 
merous  list  of  subscribers,  among  whom  is  the  name  of  Alexander  Pope,  for  four 
copies.  An  edition  of  these  poems  may  be  sometimes  picked  up,  dated  1730^  and 
printed  for  John  Cecil,  instead  of  Barnard  Lintot  the  original  publisher.  As  the 
same  list  of  subscribers  is  repeated,  it  is  probable  that  these  were  the  remaming 
copies  bought  at  Lintot's  sale,  (who  died  in  1737)  and  were  at  this  tune  published 
>iith  a  new  title  page.  • 

In  1730  he  published  his  Essay  on  Satire«8vo.  and  in  1735.  the  Essav  on  Reuoo. 
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mended  him  to  the  earl  of  ChesterOcld,  as  a  private  andtraTelling  prec^tor  to  bit 
natural  son.  With  this  young  mao^  to  whom  his  lordship  addressed  those  letters 
which  haTe  so  much  injured  his  reputatioa,  Mn  Harto  travelled  from  the  year 
1746  to  1750.  Lord  Chesterfield  is  said  to  have  procured  for  him  a  caoonry  of 
Windsor,  in  1751,  <^  with  much  difficulty''  arisingfrom  his  college  connectioas^ 
St.  Mary  Hall,  of  which  Dr.  King  was  principal,  being  at  that  time  noted  for 
jacobitism. 

In  1759,  he  published  his  history  of  Gnstarns  Adolphus,  3  toIs.  4to.  a  work  om 
which  he  had  bestowed  much  labour,  and  in  which  he  has  accumulated  rery  Talu« 
able  matedals.  An  edition  was  soon  published  in  German  by  George  Ueorj 
Martini,  with  a  preface,  note8,and  corrections,  from  the  pen  of  the  translator  Joha 
Gotlieb  ik>hme,  Saxon  historiographer,  and  professor  of  history  in  the  unifcrsity 
of  Leipzic.  The  success,  howe?er,  at  home,  was  far  inferior  to  his  hopes,  yet  suC 
ficient  to  encourage  him  to  publish  an  octa?o  edition  in  1763,  corrected  and  Ira. 
proved.  At  thb  time  he  resided  at  Bath,  dejected  and  dispirited  between  real 
and  imaginary  distempers.  In  November  1766,  a  paralytic  stroke  deprived  him 
of  the  use  of  his  right  leg,  affected  his  speech,  tmd  in  some  degree  his  head.  Ue 
employed,  howe?er,  his  inter? als  of  health,  in  preparing  the  Amaranth  for  the 
press,  which  was  published  in  1767.  In  the  following  year,  he  had  entirely  lost 
the  use  of  his  left  side,  and  he  languished  in  this  melancholy  condition  till  March 
1774»  when  he  breathed  his  last,  ha?ing  just  outlifcd  the  publication  of  the  ccle- 
brated  letters  addressed  to  his  pupil  Mr.  Stanhope,  but  which  it  is  hoped  he  did 
not  see.  At  the  time  of  his  death  he  was  Ticar  of  St  Aubtel  and  St.  Blazy  Im 
Cornwall. 

Frequent  mention  of  his  character  and  writings  occurs  in  Chesterfield^a  letters* 
'  ^<  Next  week  Hartewill  send  you  his  Gusta?tfs  Adolphus  (March  30, 1759,)  in 
two  quartos :  it  will  contain  many  new  particulars  of  the  life  of  that  real  hero,  as 
he  had  abundant  and  authentic  materials  which  ha?e  ne? er  yet  appeared.  It  will, 
upon  the  whole,  be  a  rety  curious  and  Taluable  history  :  though,  between  you  and 
me,  I  could  hare  wished  that  he  had  been  more  correct  and  elegant  in  his  style. 
Yon  will  find  it  dedicated  to  one  of  your  acquaintance,  who  was  forced  to  prune 
the  luxuriant  praises  bestowed  upon  him,  and  yet  has  left  enough  of  all  conscieuce 
to  satisfy  a  reasonable  man.  Uarte  has  been  very  much  out  of  order,  these  last 
three  or  four  months,  but  is  not  the  less  intent  upon  sowing  his  lucerne,  of  which 
lie  had  six  crops  last  year|  to  his  infinite  joy,  and,  as  he  says,  profit." 

April  16,  1759.  ^^  1  am  ?ery  sorry  to  tell  you,  that  llarte's  GustaTUS  Adol* 
phus  does  not  take  at  all,and  consequently  sells  rery  little:  it  is  certainly  informing, 
and  full  of  good  matter. :  but  it  b  as  certain  too,  that  the  style  is  execrable  :  where 

the  d 1  he  picked  it  tap,  I  cannot  concei?e,  for  it  is  a  bad  style,  of  a  new  and 

singnkr  kind  :  it  is  full  of  Latinbms,  Gallicisms,  Germanisms,  and  all  um$  but 
AngUcisms :  in  some  places  pompous,  in  others  vulgar  and  low." 

NoTcmber  27, 1762.  **  Harte  is  going  to  publish  a  new  edition  of  his  GustaTUS^ 
in  octaro  :  which,  he  tells  me  he  bas  altered,  and  which,  1  could  tell  him,  he 
should  translate  into  English,  or  it  will  not  sell  better  than  the  former." 

December  18,  1763.  *<  Harte  has  a  great  poetical  work  to  publish,  before  it 
belong  :  he  has  shown  me  some  parts  of  it;  he  had  entitled  it  Emblems:  but  I 
pennaded  him  to  alter  that  name  for  two  reasons :  the  first  was^  because  they  were 
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not  embteflM,  but  fabks:  the  second  was,  that,  if  thejr  had  been  anUens,  Qoariea 
had  degraded aod  Tilified  that  aaaie  to  sach  adegiee,  that  it  ii  iiapossibleto anke 
«se  of  it  after  him :  go  thej  are  to  be  called  fables,  though  moral  tales  woold,  in 
BDj  mind,  be  the  properest  name  ;  if  you  ask  me  what  I  think  of  those  I  hai^ 
Been,  1  must  say  that  iuniplura  bona :  qtukUm  mediocria^  et^uofdam."^ 

September  3,  1764*  <^  I  have  receired  a  book  for  jon,  and  one  for  myself^ 
from  riarte.  It  is  upon  agricnltare,  and  will  surprise  joo,  as  I  confess  it  did  me. 
This  work  is  not  only  English,  but  good  and  elegant  English :  he  has  ^yen  scattered 
graces  upon  his  subject :  and  in  prose,  has  come  rery  near  Virgil's  Georgics  m 
verse,  I  hare  written  to  him,  to  congratulate  his  happy  transformation." 

Morember  28,  1765.  ^^  Poor  Harte  is  rery  ill,  and  condemned  to  the  Hotwell 
at  BristoL  He  is  a  better  poet  than  a  philosopher :  for  all  this  illness  and  melaa* 
choly  proceeds  originally  from  the  ill  success  of  his  Gnstams  Adolphus.  He  it 
grown  extremely  derout,  which  I  amyery  ghd  of,  because  that  is  always  a  conu 
forttotheafflicted.'' 

Jaly  2,  1767.  «  Poor  Harte  is  in  a  most  miserable  condition :  he  has  lost  oae 
tide  of  himself,  and  in  a  great  measure  his  speech :  notwithstanding  which,  he  it 
going  to  publish  his  Divine  Poems^  as  he  calls  them.  I  am  sorry  for  it,  a%  he  had 
not  time  to  correct  them,  before  this  stroke,  nor  abilities  to  do  it  rince.**— 

In  these  opinions  there  is  some  truth  and  some  flippancy.  His  lordship,howeTeiy 
must  hare  entertained  a  rery  high  opinion  of  Mr.  Harte's  learning  and  integrity^ 
when  be  confided  to  him  the  early  and  most  interesting  years  of  that  son  on  whoiii 
all  his  hopes  were  fixed ;  yet  Dr.  Maty  expresses  his  wonder,  that  he  should 
not  ha?e  chosen  a  tutor  who  understood  a  little  better  the  external  decora^ 
tions  which  his  lordship  prized  so  highly.  ^^  Harte»'' tays  Dr.  Maty,  <^had  none 
of  the   amiable  connecting  quidifications,  wjiich  the  earl  wished  in  his  sen.^ 

<^  It  was  impossible  he  should  succeed  in  fiabhing  the  polish  of  his  education  in 
the  manner  lord  Chesterfield  wished:  and  it  is  a  matter  of  astonishment  that  the 
earl  should  not  have  perceired  how  much  the  tutor's  example  must  ha?e  defeated 
his  precepts.  The  three  principal  articles  he  recommended  to  his  son,  were  Ida 
appearance,  his  elocution  and  his  style.  Mr.  Harte,  long  accustomed  toacoUege 
life,  was  too  awkward  both  in  his  person  and  address  to  be  able  to  famiUarixe  the 
graces  with  hb  young  pupil.  An  unhappy  impediment  in  his  speech,  joined  te 
his  total  want  of  ear,  rendered  him  equally  unfit  to  perceiToas  to  correct  any 
defects  of  pronounciation,  a  careful  attention  to  wh|ch  was  so  strongly  recom* 
mended  in  all  lord  Chesterfield's  letters,  as  absolutely  necessary  tot  an  orator.'' 

All  this,  however,  lord  Chesterfield  knew,  and  yet  appointed  Mr.  Harte,  apk. 
pears  to  ha?e  been  perfectly  satisfied  with  his  conduct,  and  treated  hhn  with  great 
kindness,  and  condescending  familiarity  as  long  as  he  lired.  Dr.  Maty  seetns  t# 
haTe  forgot  that  Harte  left  his  pupil  before  his  lordship  had  fully  dereleped  tliat 
abominable  plan  of  hypocrisy  and  profligacy  which,  notwithstanding  his  biogra* 
pbers'  softenings,  has  irrecoTcrably  disgraced  hit  memory ;  and  as  it  is  aekliow« 
lodged  that  Mr.  Stanhope  did  not  practise  the  system  which  his  father  so  elegantljr 
and  artfully  recommended,  let  ns  hope  that  he  was  preserred  by  the  better  fimlk^ 
dation  Mr.  Harte  had  laid. 

His  life  of  Gustarus  Adolphut  was  a  very  unfortunate  publication*  He  had 
learning,  industry,  and  the  spirit  of  research :  and  he  bad  acfiared  a  cootUenMt 
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<^free  of  poUtiosd  and  military  knowl^dga.  He  htd  betideB  aooen  to  t]ia  mott 
valiabie  materialf,  aod  his  work  bmj  be  coasideced  at  ia  many  reepopts  'origioaL 
Bit  either  tiirouf^  atfbotatiop,  or  bj  means  of  some  deuihory  ooune  ci  rea^ng 
in  e?^  language  bat  his  own,  be  was  led  to  adopt  a  style  pecaliarly  harA  aai 
pedaatk,  and  often  nnaotelUgible  by  tiie  iiregalar  constractioa  of  his  sentences,  by 
new  words  of  his  own  coinage,  or  by  old  words  used  in  a  new  sense.  The 
wonder  is,  that  in  all  this  he  fancied  hhnself  <<  writing  in  a  style  less  laboured 
and  ornamental  than  is  usually  exhibited  by  the  fluent  writers  of  the  present  age.** 
George  Hawkins,  his  bookseller,  we  are  tohl,  sometimes  objected  to  his  uncouth 
words  or  phrases,  while  the  work  was  in  the  press,  but  Harte  refused  to  change 
them,  and  used  to  add  with  a  complaisant  sneer,  <<  George,  that's  what  we  call 
writing  r>  It  is,  such  writing,  however,  as  we  do  not  find  in  his  sermons  printed 
in  1737,  and  .1740,  far  less  in  his  Essays  on  Husbandry,  which  ought  to  have 
been  mentioned  as  printed  in  1764,  and  which^  with  Tcry  few  exceptions,  are  . 
distingubhed  for  perspicuity  of  style,  and  for  more  elegance  than  that  subject  ia 
generally  supposed  to  admit. 

The  life  of  Gustarus  probably  employed  many  of  his  years,  at  least  the 
plan  must  hare  occupied  his  mi^d  for  a  rery  considerable  time  before  he  began 
to  collect  his  materials.  The  undertaking  was  suggested  to  him  by  lord  Peter« 
borough,  with  whom  he  could  have  had  no  communication,  except  prefiously  to 
the  year  1734,  when  his  lordship's  growing  infirmities  deprired  him  of  the  plea* 
sures  of  society,  and  in  the  following  year  of  life.  When  trarelling  with  Mr.  Stan* 
bope,  our  author  procured  access  to  Various  sources  of  information,  and  dwelt  so 
long  on  his  subject  with  a  fond  regard,  that  when  he  found  how  coolly  his  work 
was  receired  by  the  world,  and  how  harshly  by  the  critics,  he  became  uneasy, 
fretful,  and  according  to  lord  Chesterfield,  seriously  ill  with  disappointment. 
Dr.  Johi^on  was  of  opinion,  that  the  defects  of  his  history  proceeded  not  from 
imbecility,  but  from  foppery :  and  it  is  certain  that  the  critics,  while  they  pointed 
out  the  defects  in  his  style,  paid  due  encomiums  on  the  merit  of  the  history  in 
other  respects. 

According  to  Boswell,  Dr.  Johnson  said,  ^^  he  was  excessively  rain.  He  put 
copies  of  his  book  in  manuscript  into  the  hands  of  lord  Chesterfield  and  lord 
GranTille,  that  they  might  refise  it.  Now  how  absurd  was  it  to  suppose  that 
two  such  noblemen  would  revise  so  Ing  a  manuscript;  Poor  man !  he  left  Lon* 
don  the  day  of  the  publication  of  his  book,  that  he  might  be  out  of  the  way  of 
tte  great  praise  he  was  to  receive :  and  he  was  ashamed  to  return,  when  he  found 
bow  ill  his  book  had  succeeded.  It  was  unlucky  in  coming  out  the  same  day 
with  Robertson's  History  of  ScotUnd.''— 

Not  the  same  day,  for  Robertson's  History  was  published  a  month  sooner^  but 
Home's  House  of  Tudor  came  out  the  same  week ;  and  after  perusing  tiiese,  poor 
Harte's  style  could  not  certainly  be  endured.     It  was  not,  however,  so  veryab* 
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lie  bad  ercn  attaioed  so  miich  character  both  as  a  poet  and  a  philjsopber,  that 
the  Essay  on  Mao  was  at  first  attributed  to  him.  It  maj  nbt  be  imperfinent  to 
iatroduce  here  an  anecdote,  related  by  Dr.  Warton,  who  was  fery  intimate  with 
Ilarte.  Pope  told  Mr.  Harte,  that  in  order  to  disguise  his  being  the  author  of 
the  Second  Epistle  of  the  Essay  on  Man,  he  made,  in  the  first  edition,  the  fol- 
lowing bad  rhyme : 

A  cheat !  a  whore !  that  starts  oot  at  the  name. 
In  an  the  imit  of  court,  or  Drury-Lane, 

^  And  Harte  remembered  to  have  often  heard  it  urged,  in  inquiries  about  the 
author,  whilst  he  was  unknown,  that  it  was  impossible  it  could  be  Pope's,  on 
account  of  this  Tery  passage.''^  Wartoo,  it  may  be  added,  always  spoke  with 
respect  of  Harte's  abilities. 

From  e?ery  efidence,  he  appears  to  hare  been  a  man  of  eztensive  learning, 'and 
acquainted  not  only  with  the  best  authors  of  his  time,  but  with  the  classics,  the 
lathers  of  the  church,  and  other  eminent  writers  of  antiquity,  which  Dr*  Maty, 
father  inconsiderately,  calls  <^  Gothic  erudition."  It  is  true  that  he  often  dis- 
coTers  that  kind  of  reading  which  is  seldom  read,  but  the  illustrations  he  has  ap- 
pended to  the  poems  in  the  Amaranth  from  the  fathers,  &c,  are  generally  apt  and 
judicious*  Towards  the  close  of  life,  be  cheered  his  painful  and  solitary  hours  by 
defotional  reading. 

He  died  unmarried,  and  at  one  time  seems  to  have  considered  the  married  state 
as  nnfufourable  to  the  exertions  of  genius.  In  his  Essay  on  Painting,  he  ver^ 
vngallantly  recommends  that  the  artist  should  be 

**  Untouch *d  by  cares,  uncumber^d  with  a  wife,'*^ 

Notwithstanding  the  unfortunate  reception  of  his  history,  he  projected  ano* 
ther  undertaking  of  the  same  kind.  This  wc  learn  from  the  concluding  passage  of 
his  Gustavus :  in  which  he  says  his  intention  was  to  carry  the  history  of  Germany 
down  to  the  peace  of  Munster,  but  that  he  was  deterred  by  the  magnitude  of  the 
undertaking.  He  adds,  however,  in  a  note,  that  he  had  completed  the  history  of 
the  thirty  years  nar,  from  the  breaking  out  of  the  troubles  in  Bohemia  in  1618 
to  the  death  of  Gustavus  in  L632.  These  papers,  with  whatever  elne  he  left,  are 
supposed  to  have  fallen  into  the  hands  of  his  servant  Edward  Dore,  who  after, 
wards  kept  an  inn  in  Bath.  Dore  and  his  family  are  no  more,  and  the  manu. 
scripts  are  probably  irrecoverably  lost.  We  have  his  own  authority  also,  that  h^ 
intended  to  have  written  a  criticism  on  the  poetry  of  Dryden,  which  he  sccuis  to 
have  appreciated  with  just  taste.  The  Advertisement  to  Ueligious  Melancholy, 
from  which  this  information  is  taken,  is  inserted  almost  entire,  by  Dr.  Warton  in 
his  edition  of  Pope,  as  the  result  of  a  conference  between  Pope  and  Uarte. 

Ilarte's  poems  in  general  are  entitled  to  considerable  praise,  although  it  may 
probably  be  thought  that  he  was  a  better  critic  than  a  poet,  and  exhibited  more 
taste  than  genius.  His  attachment  to  Pope  led  him  to  an  imitation  bf  that  writer^a 
manner,  particularly  in  the  Essay  on  Reason  and  that  on  Satire,  which  are  now. 
added  to  his  other  works.  His  Essay  on  Reason  has  b(>en  somewhere  called  % 
fine  philosophical  poem.  It  might  with  more  propriety  be  called  a  fine  Christiaa 
poem,  as  it  has  more  of  religion  than  philosophy,  and  might  have  been  aptly  enti^ 
tied  Au  Essay  on  Revelation.  The  Essay  on  Satire  has  some  elegant  passages, 
but  is  desultory,  and  appears  to  hare  beea  written  as  a  compliment  to  the  Dun- 
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elad  of  Pope,  whose  opinions  he  followed  as  far  as  thejr  respected  the  merits  of 
the  dunces  whom  Pope  libelled. 

For  his  Essaj  on  Painting,  he  pleads  that  it  was  written  at  tntenrats,  npom 
such  remarks  as  casually  occurred  in  hb  reading,  and  is  therefore  deficient  in  con- 
nection. He  adds  that  he  had  finished  the  whole  before  he  saw  Du  Fresnoy^ 
which  may  readily  be  beKeved.  He  disco? ers,  howe?er,  a  very  correct  notion  <h 
an  art  which  was  not  at  that  time  much  studied  in  this  country,  and  has  laid 
down  many  precepts  which,  If  insufficient  to  form  a  good  painter,  will  at  least 
prerent  his  falling  into  gross  improprieties.  So  much  knowledge  of  the  art,  and 
acquaintance  with  the  works  of  the  most  eminent  painters,  argues  a  taste  tar* 
prising  at  his  early  age.  He  had  some  turn  for  drawing,  and  made  several 
sketches  when  abroad,  which  were  afterwards  engrared  as  head  pieces  for  tin 
poems  in  the  Amaranth.  In  this  Essay,  he  delights  in  images,  which  although  in 
general  pleasing  and  just,  are  perhaps  too  frequently,  and  as  it  were  periodical! j 
introduced.  With  all  his  admiration  of  Pope,  he  was  not  less  attached  to  Drydea 
as  a  model,  and  if  he  has  less  harmony  than  Pope^  has  at  the  same  time  lesf 
monotony. 

His  translations  are  faithful  and  not  inelegant.  His  acquaintance  with  the  das* 
sics  was  rery  intimate,  and  he  has  decorated  his  Essays  on  Husbaadrj  with  m 
profusion  of  apt  illustrations. 

The  Soliloquy  occasioned  by  the  chirping  of  a  Grasshopper  is  tender  aal 
playful,  but  his  other  small  pieces  are  not  entitled  to  particular  notice. 

The  Amaranth  was  written,  as  he  informs  us  <^  for  his  private  consolation  under 
a  lingering  and  dangerous  state  of  health.'*  There  is  something  so  amiable,  and 
we  may  add  so  heroic  in  this,  that  it  is  impossible  not  to  make  every  allowaace 
for  defects  ;  but  this  collection  of  poems  does  not  upon  the  whole  stand  so  much 
in  need  of  indulgence  as  may  be  expected.  Some  of  them  were  sketched  when  ha 
was  abroad,  and  now  were  revised  and  prepared,  but  others  may  perhaps  be  the 
effusions  of  a  man  in  sickness  and  pain.  Yet  there  arc  more  animated  passages  of 
genuine  poetry  scattered  over  this  volume  than  we  find  in  his  former  works. 

The  whole  of  the  Amaranth  is  of  the  serious  cast,  such  as  became  the  sitoa- 
tion  of  the  author.  We  have,  indeed,  heard  of  authors  who  have  sported  with 
unusual  glee  in  their  moments  of  debility  and  decay,  and  seemed  resolved  to  meet 
death  widi  an  air  of  good  humour  and  le? ity.  Such  a  state  of  mind,  where  it  does 
really  occur,  and  is  not  affectotion,  is  rather  to  be  wondered  at,  than  envied. 
It  is  not  the  feeling  of  a  rational,  and  an  immortal  creature. 

In  these  poems  he  adopts  various  measures,  according  to  his  subject.  The 
transition  from  the  ode  to  the  heroic,  in  the  Ascetic,  he  justifies  by  the  example 
of  Cowley,  and  from  the  nature  of  the  precepts,  which  are  most  suitable  to  the 
solemnity  of  heroic  verse.  The  Ode  to  Contentment  has  many  splendid  passages 
and  the  recurrence  of  ^'  All,  all  from  Thee,  &c.*'  is  particularly  graceful.  The  ex- 
clamation of  <^  filcss  me,"  is,  however,  a  puerility  unworthy  of  the  general  strain 
of  this  poem. 

In  the  Vision  of  Death,  he  professes  to  imitote  Dryden  by  the  introduction  of 
more  triplets  and  alexandrines  than  ^^  he  might  otherwise  have  done."  Bi^  if  by 
this  he  aroids  the  perpetual  restraint  of  the  couplet,  there  is  too  much  of  visible 
artifice  in  the  method  he  takes  to  relieve  himself*  This,  however^  is  one  of  the  most 
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iBgcoiovs  fkbk*  of  which  imnierlAlilj  k  Uie  sabJM:! ;  Ike  figure  and  babkadoa  of 
Death,  are  poetically  conceited  and  expressed,  aod  the  address  of  Death  is  energe- 
tic and  striking* 

The  Courtier  and  Prince  is  one  of  ih%  most  instmctlTe  and  bteresting  iables 
in  our  laogaage.  Its  length  will  perhafs  be  objected,,  but  not  by  those  who  at- 
tend to  the  manj  scattered  beauties  of  sentioMut  and  imagiaation,  and  whaterer 
opinion  may  be  entertained  on  the  merit  of  this  and  his  other  poems,  it  ought  not 
to  be  forgot  that  in  all  he  prefers  no  higher  daims  than 

**  The  Bonacbof  terser  andToteedf  TVatfa.**. 
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WALTER  HARTE. 


TO  TBt  KIGOT  UONOOtABLl 

CHABLE8  EARLOF  PI^RRBOROW.AIfD 
MONMOUTH. 

Myloid, 

I  PAMcvtlie  public  will  be  mudi  snrpristd, 
when  I  say  your  lordship  was  the  first  penoo 
who  wM  pksBted  to  t«£e  notice  of  mc  How 
little  I  des«rf«  to  much  partiality,  I  leave  the 
worl4  to  ii«4K«>  Vet  thos  much  I  can  affirm ; 
1  only  wish  th»t  these  poems  may  livd  to  poste- 
j^,  to  beaneaiorial  of  the  gratitode  rather  than 

Of  your  loidthvirs 
most  humble,  nnst  obUged, 
and  most  dutiful  servaot, 

W.  Hmxu 


ADVERTISEMSNT. 

}r  willbe  necessary  to  inform  the  reader,  that 
the  author  was  under  nineteen  when  all  these 
poems  were  written. 

I  ought  here  to  say  a  word  or  two  of  my  Es- 
i&y  on  Pahidng .  This  pefformanoe  is  l^  no 
means  correct  in  all  its  jparts ;  I  had  neither 
liealtb,  ldsttre,to  abifities  equal  to  my  de- 
fign.  'Twas  writton  at  ntenrals,  upon  such 
rMMTfcf  *f  casually  occurred  in  my  reading. 
0€  course  BO  exact  comiexioo  must  be  expect- 
«di  though  I  might  allege,  that  Horace  uses 
«a  little  in  his  Art  of  Poetry.  I  had  finished 
the  whole,  before  eter  i  saw  Du  Fresnoy  ;  as 
MttaffiMbor 


AN  ESSAY  ON  PAINTING. 

TO  nOI  aiOBT  BONOirmABLI  THOMAS  BAIL  I 
nMBBOKI. 


Plutarc^  de  andiend.  Poet. 


1 


Ekt  pictura  loquens,  mutum  pictnra  poema. 


WaAnTBE  yet  in  poetry  held  true, 
IfdulywdghM  hokb  just  inpamtingtoos 
Alike  to  profit,  wmA  delight  th^  tend ; 
The  means  may  vary,  but  the  same  their  end. 
Alike  from  HeaT'o,  congenial  first  they  came. 
The  same  their  labours,  and  their  praise  the 

same:  % 

AKke  by  turns  they  toudi  the  conscious  heart. 
And  each  on  each  reflects  the  lights  of  art 

Yon  noMer  youths  who  listen  to  my  lays. 
And  scorn  by  rulgar  arts  to  merit  praise : 
Look  cautious  round,  your  genius  nicely  know. 
And  mark  bow  for  its  utmost  stretch  will  go; 
Pride,  envj,  hatred,  labour  to  conceal. 
And  sullen  pr^udice,  and  party-zeal ; 
Apptore,  examine,  and  then  last  believe 
For  friends  misleid,  and  critics  still  deceive. 
Who  takes  his  censure,  or  his  praise  on  trust. 
Is  kind,  'tis  true,  but  never  can  be  just 

But  Where's  the  man  with  gen'rous  seal  in- 
spired. 
Dear  in  each  age,  in  ev'ry  art  admirM  ? 
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Bfest  with  a  geniiM  strong,  *  but  anooofin'dy 
Aspritdywit,  with  sober  judgmeot  join 'd, 
A  love  of  learoing,  and  a  patient  mind ; 
A  vig'rous  fiiDcy,  such  as  youth  reqdires. 
And  health,  and  ease,  and  undistarb'd  desires. 
Who  spares  no  pains  his  own  delects  to  know. 
Who  not  forgiTes,  but  ev'n  admires  a  foe ; 
By  manners  sway'd,  which  stealing  on  the  heart, 
Chann  more  throu^  ease,  and  happiness,  than 

art. 
Aich  Titian  was,  by  nature  formed  to  please. 
Blest  in  his  fbrtones,  bom  to  live  at  ease  x 
Who  felt  the  poet's,  or  the  painter's  fire. 
Now  dipp'd  the  pencil,  and  now  tun'd  the  lyre : 
Of  gentlest  manners  in  a  conrt  refined, 
A  friend  to  all,  belov'd  of  all  mankind ; 
The  Muse's  glory,  as  a  monarch's  care, ' 
Dear  to  the  gay,  the  witty,  and  the  fair ! 

But  ah  I  how  long  will  nature  ask  to  give 
M  soul  like  his,  and  bid  a  wonder  live  ? 
Rarely  a  Titian^  or  a  Pope  appears. 
The  forming  glory  of  a  thousand  years ! 

A  proper  taste' we  all  derive  from  HeaT'n, 
WouM  all  but  bless,  and  manage  what  is  gir'n. 
Some  secret  impulse  moves  in  ev'ry  heart. 
And  nature^s  ploas'd  with  gentle  strokes  of  art ; 
JWbst  souls,  'tb  true,  |his  blessing  faintly  charms^ 
A  distant  flame,  that  rather  shines,  than  warms : 
like  rays,   through  wintry  atreanu   reflected, 

falU 
llftdubious  light,  in  gliramVing  intervals. 

Like  Maro  tint  with  trembling  hand  design 
Some  humble  work,  and  study  line  by  line: 
A  Roman  urn,  a  grove  enohrcled  bow*r, 
Th^  blusliing  cherry,  or  the  bending  flowV. 
Fainfuf,  and  slow  to  noble  arts  we  rise, 
^  And  long  long  labours  wait  the  glorious  prize ; 
Tet  by  degrees  jrour  steadier  hand  shall  give 
A  bolder  grace,  and  bid  each  object  live. 
So  in  the  depths  of  some  sequestered  vale. 
The  weary  peasant's  heart  b^ns  to  foil : 
Slowly  he  mounts  the  huge  high  cliff  with  pain. 
And  prays  in  thought  he  might  return  again : 
I'll  I  opening  all  at  once  beneath  his  eyes. 
The  verdant  trees,  and  glitiering  turrets  rise : 
He  springs,  he  triumphs,  and  like  light'ning  flies. 
£v'n  Raphael's  self  from  rude  essays  began. 
And  shadow'd  with  a  coal  his  shapeless  man. 
Time  was,  when  Pope  lor  rhymes  would  knit  his 


And  write  as  tasteless  lines*— as  I  do  now. 

*Tt5  bard  a  sprightly  fancy  to  command. 
And  give  a«espite  to  the  laboring  hand ; 
tand  as  our  eager  passions  to  restrain. 
When  priests,  and  self-denial  plead  in  vain : 
When  pleasures  tempt,  and  inclinations  draw, 
When  vice  is  nature,  and  our  will  the  law. 
As  vain  we  strive  each  trivial  fault  to  hide. 
That  shows  but  little  judgment,  and  more  pride. 
Like  some  nice  prude,  oflensiTe  to  the  sight, 
Exactntss  gives  at  best  a  cold  delight ;  3 

1  Sit  vir  talis,  quails  ver^  sapiens  appcllari 
possit,  nee  moribu<t  modo  perfectus,  sed  etiam 
scientii,  &omni  fncultate  dicendi,  qualis  for- 
t^sse  adhuc  nemo  fuerit.     Quintilian. 

ft  Titian  was  created  count  Palatine  by  Charles 
V.  sod  most  intimately  acquainted  with  Ariosto, 
Aretjne,  &c. 

^Odiosacnra  est*-Optima  enim  lOBt  minime 


Each  painful  stroke  disgusts  the  lively  mind; 
Pol*  art  b  lost,  when  overmuch  refiuM. 
So  uice  reformers  their  own  laith  l>etray. 
And  school-divines  distinguish  sense  away. 
To  err  is  mortal,  do  whate'er  we  can. 
Some  faulty  trifles  will  confess  the  man. 
Dim  spots  suffuse  the  lamp  tiiat  gilds  the  sky. 
If  nicely  tracM  through  Galileo's  eye. 
Wisest  are  they,  who  each  mad  whim  repress. 
And  shuR  gross  errours,  by  committing  less. 

Still  let  due  decencies  preserve  your  fiune. 
Nor  must  the  pencil  speak  the  master's  shame*^ 
Each  nobler  soul  in  ev'ry  age  was  giv'n 
To  bless  mankind,  lor  arts  descend  from  Heav'iu 
Gods !  shall  we  then  their  pious  use  profane, 
T  oblige  the  young,  the  noble,  or  the  vain ! 
Whoever  meditates  some  great  design. 
Where  strength  and  nature  dawn  at  ev'ry  liu^ 
Where  art  and  fancy  full  perfection  give. 
And  each  bold  figure  glows,  and  seems  to  live: 
Whera  lights  and  shades  in  sweet  disumoo  play. 
Rise  by  degrees,  or  by  degrees  decay ; 
Far  let  him  shun  the  busy  noise  of  life, 
Untouch'd  by  cares,  uncumber'd  with  a  wife. 
Bear  him,  ye  Muses  1  to  sequestered  woods. 
To  bowVy  grottoes,  and  to  silver  floods* !  [reign. 
Where  Peace,  and  Friendship  hold  their  gentle 
And  Love  unarm'd  sits  smiling  on  the  plain. 
Where  Nature's  beauties  variously  unite. 
And  in  a  landscape  open  on  the  sight. 
Where  Contemplation  lifts  her  silent  eye. 
And  lost  in  vision  travels  o'er  the  sky. 
Soft  as  his  ease  the  whisp'riug  Zepbjnrs  blow. 
Calm  as  his  thoughts  the  gentle  waters  flow : 
Hush'd  are  his  cares,  extinct  are  Capid*s  flures. 
And  restless  hopes,  and  impotent  desires. 

But  Nature  •  first  must  be  your  darling  care  ; 
Unerring  Nature,  without  labour  lair. 
Art  from  this  source  derives  her  true  des'gns. 
And  sober  judgment  cautiously  refines. 
No  look,  no  posture  must  mishap'd  appear: 
Bold  be  the  work,  but  boldly  regular. 
When  mercy  pleskds,  letsofkiess  mdt  tfaetyes^ 
When  anger  storms,  the  swelling  muscles  rise. 
A  soft  emotipn  breathes  in  simple  love, 
The  heart  just  seems  to  beat,  the  eye  to  move. 
Gently,  ah!  gently.  Languor  seems  to  die, 
N^w  drops  a  tear,  and  now  steals  out  a  sigh. 
Let  awful  Jove  his  lifted  thunders  wield; 
Place  azure  Neptune  in  the  watry  fidd. 
Round  smiling  Venus  draw  the  faithless  bo^. 
Surmise,  vain  hopes,  and  short- enduring  joy. 
But  should  yon  dress  a  nymph  in  monstrous  ro^ 
Or  saintly  nun  profane  with  modUh  snuff: 
Each  fool  will  cry,  O  horridly  amiss ! 
The  painters  mad,  mend  that,  and  alter  this. 

Fram  Heav'n  descending,  beauteous  Nature 
came. 
One  clear  perfection,  one  eternal  flame, 

accerslta,  &  simplicihus  ab  ipsA  veritate  pio- 
fectis  similia.   Quiotil.  Lib.  8.  Cap.  3.  in  Proem. 

^Aptissima  sunt  in  hoc  nemora,  sylvasque; 
qii6d  ilia  coeli  liixnia^,  locorumque;  amsnitat 
sublimem  anlnmm,  &  beatiorem  spiritum parent* 
Quintilian. 

s  Videantur  omnia  ex  Naturi  remm  hoaii« 
numque  fluere — Hoc  opus,  hie  labor  est  $  sine 
quo,  csBtera  nnda,  jejunga,  infinna,  ingcata, 
QuintiL  Lib.  6.  cap.  2. 
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J^bose  lorely  ligbts  eo  «T>ry  olject  fkll 
vf  due  degrees,  yet  still  distinguish  all. 
Vet  as  the  best  of  mortals  are  sometimes 
Not  quite  exem|>t  from  folly  or  from  crimes ; 
There  are,  who  th'mk  that  nature  is  not  free 
Prom  some  few  symptoms  of  deformity. 
Hence  springs  a  doub^    if   painters  may  be 
To  err,  who  copy  nature  in  a  fault,        [thought 
lad  by  some  servile  rule,  whose  pow'r  prevails 
On  imitation,  when  th'  example  fails. 
Ptets,  and  painters  here  employ  your  skill } 
Be  this  the  doctrine  of  your  good  and  ill«* 
^Enough  to  pose  the  critics  of  a  nation, 
Kice  as  the  mkb  of  Puritan- salvation. 

Yet  If  the  seeds  of  art  we  nicely  trace  ^ 
There  dawns  a  heav'nly,  all-inspiring  grace. 
No  tongue  expresses  it,  no  rule  contains; 
(The  glorious  cause  unseen)  th'  effect  remains : 
Fram'd  in  the  brain,  it  flows  with  easy  art, 
Steah  on  the  sense,  and  wins  the  yielding  heart, 
A  pleasing  vigour  mixt  with  boldness  charms, 
And  happiness  completes  what  passion  warms'. 

Nor  b  it  thoQght  a  trifle,  to  expre^is 
The  various  shapes,  and  foldings  of  the  dress  f, 
With  graceful  ease  the  pencil  to  command. 
And  copy  nature  with  a  hasty  hand. 
llinHigli  the  clear  robe  the  swelling  musdes  rise, 
Or  heaving  breasts,  that  decently  surprise ; 
As  some  coy  virgin  with  dejected  mien      [iteen, 
ConeeaJs  her  charms,  yet  hopes  they  may  be 
Be  «v»ry  person's  proper  habit  known  », 
Pecaliar  to  his  age,  or  sex  alone. 
in  flowing  robes  the  monarch  sweeps  along. 
Large  are  the  foldings,  natural,  and  strong : 
Wide  ample  lights  in  spreading  glories  play. 
And  here  contrasted,  deeper  shades  decay. 
The  virgin-pow'rs  who  haunt  the  silver  floods. 
And  hoary  hills,  and  consecrated  woods, 
Soft  strokes,  and  graceful  negligence  demand. 
The  nice  resultance  of  an  easy  hand ; 
Loose  to  the  winds  their  airy  garments  fly 
like  filmy  dews,  too  tender  for  the  eye. 

Bat  e  *er  these  charms  are  to  perfection  wTonght, 
Adai^ed  manuals  most  be  nicely  bought. 
Gay  Tirid  colours  must  the  draught  inspire, 
Now  melt  with  sweetness  and  now  bum  with  fire. 
A  Bortbem  sky  most  aid  the  steady  sight, 
thtb  the  shades  alter  with  the  truisient  light 
Methinks  the  loaded  1  able  stands  displiiyd, 
£acb  nicer  vase  **  in  mystic  order  laid." 
Bere  ocean's  mistress  heaps  around  her  shells 
Beanteotts,  and  recent  from  the  sea-green  cells ; 
The  taper  pencils  here  are  rang*d  apart, 
There  chalk,  lead,  vials,  and  loose  schemes  of 

art 
So  when  bold  Churchill  with  a  gen'raPs  care 
£yea  hw  brave Britom  crowdhig  to  the  war; 


Watchftil,  and  silent  move  the  dntaons  bands. 
One  look  excites  them,  and  one  breath  com* 
mands. 
Hail  happy  Painting !  to  confirm  thy  sway. 
Ocean,  and  air  their  various  tributes  pay. 
The  purple  insect  9  spreads  her  wings  to  thee. 
Wafts  o'er  the  breeze,  or  glitters  on  the  tree. 
Earth's  winding  veins  unnumbered  treasures  bold. 
And  the  warm  champian  ripens  into  gold* 
A  clearer  blue  the  lazuli  bntows. 
Here  umber  deepens,  there  vermillion  glows. 
For  thee,  her  tender  greens,  and  flourets  rise. 
Whose  colours  change  in  ever-mingling  dyes  | 
Ev»n  those  fair  groves  (for  Eden  first  design'd) 
Weep  in  soft  fragrance  through  their  balmy  rind: 
Transparent  tears !  that  glitter  as  they  run, 
Warm'd  with  the  Unshes  of  the  rising  Sun. 
Here  cease  my  song — a  gentler  theme  in* 
spires 
Each  tender  thoujfht,  and  wakes  the  lover's  fiies* 
Onoe  more  your  aid  celestial  Muses  bring ; 
Sacred  the  lays  I  nor  to  the  deaf  we  sing. 

In  ancient  Greece  *^  there  liv'd,   unknown  to 
A  nymph,  and  Mimicina  was  her  name,   [fam^ 
Smit  by  a  neigfab'ring  youth  betimes  she  fell 
Victim  to  love,  and  bade  the  worid  finrewell. 
Thoughtful  and  dull  she  pin*d  her  bloom  away 
In  lonely  groves,  nor  saw  the  cheerful  day. 
This  might  be  bome-^-but  lo !  her  lovely  swaia 
Must  part,  ah,  never  to  return  again  I 
One  mutual  kiss  must  mutual  passion  sever^ 
One  look  divide  'em,  and  divide  for  ever ! 
See,  now  she  lies  abandon'd  to  despair. 
And  to  rude  winds  unbinds  her  flowing  hairr 
Beauteous  neglect  1  when  melting  to  her  wocs^ 
A  Sylvan  maid  from  her  dark  grotto  rose: 
(Long  had  she  view'd  the  solitary  fair. 
Her  bleeding  bosom  heaved  with  equal  care) 
A  heavily  picture  in  her  hand  she  bore. 
She  smil'd,  she  gave  it,  and  was  seen  no  morew; 
Pleas'd  Mimicina,  speechless  with  surprise, 
Ejr^d  the  fair  form,  and  lightning  of  the  eyess 
She  knew^— and  sighing  gave  a  tender  kiss; 
Her  noble  passion  was  content  with  this: 
No  more  his  absence,  or  her  woes  depk>r*d. 
And  as  the  living,  she  the  dead  ador'd. 

Thus  Painting  rose,  to  nourish  soft  desires. 
And  gentle  hopes,  and  friendship's  purer  fires  s 
Thus  still  the  lover  must  his  nymph  adore. 
And  sigh  to  charms,   that  ought  to  charm  no 

more. 
Thus  when  these  eyes,  with  kind  illusions  blest. 
Survey  each  grace  Parthenia  once  possest: 
Her  whmiog  sweetness,  and  attractive  ease. 
And  gentle  smiles  that  never  fail'd  t6  please; 
Heav'ns  J  how  my  fieuicy  kindles  at  the  view. 
And  my  fond  heart  relents,  and  bleeds  anew ! 
Fair  faithless  virgin  !  with  constraint  unkind. 
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Yet  still  thy  smllet  in  breathing  pahit  inspire] 
8ti!l  thjr  kiiMl  glances  set  my  soul  on  fire. 
Thither  each  hour  I  lift  my  tbouphtful  eye, 
Kov  drop  a  tear,  now  softly  breathe  a  siarb  j 
8acred  'till  death  ray  jfcntlest  vows  shall  be, 
And  the  last  gasp  of  life  be  breath 'd  for  thee ! 
You  too,  O  Sculpture,  shall  exalt  my  lays* 
Pictura's  sister-candidate  for  praise ! 
Soft  RaphaePs  air  divine,  Antonio  *'  shows; 
And  all  Le  Brun  in  mimic  Picart  '*  glows. 
Hither  ye  nations,  now  direct  yoar  eyes. 
Rise  crown'd  with  lustre,  gentle  Albion  rise ! 
Now  thy  soft  Hollar,  now  thy  Smith  appears, 
A  faultless  pattern  to  socceeding  years ; 
There   sacred  domes   **   in  lengthening  Tistas 

charm. 
And  British  beauties  here  for  ever  warm. 

Most  painters,  of  less  judgrnent  than  caprice, 
Are  like  old  maidens  infamously  nice : 
It  matters  nought  if  rules  be  folse  or  true. 
All  shou'd  be  modish,  whimsical  and  new; 
Food  of  each  change,  the  present  still  they  praiae, 
So  women  love— and  actors  purchase  plays. 
As  if  self-love,  or  popular  offence. 
Received  a  sanction  to  mislead  our  sense ; 
Or  party -notions,  vapours,  fiiith,  and  zeal 
Were  all,  at  proper  times,  infallible. 
True  wit,  and  true  religion  are  but  one, 
Tho*  some  pervert  'em,  and  ev*n  most  have  none. 
Who  thinks  what  others  never  thought  before. 
Acts  bat  just  that  bis  sons  will  act  no- more. 
Yet  on  a  time,  when  vig*rous  thoughts  demand, 
Indulge  a  warmth,  and  prompt  the  daring  hand : 
On  purpose  deviate  from  the  laws  of  art. 
And  boldly  dare  to  captivate  the  heart; 
Breasts  warm'd  to  rapture  shall  applaud  your  fire. 
May  disapprove  yon,  but  shall  still  admire. 
The  Grecian  artist  at  one  dash  supply'd 
What  patient  touches,  and  slow  art  deny*d. 
So  when  pale  Florio  in  the  gloomy  grove 
Sits  sadly  musing  on  the  plagues  of  love. 
When  hopes  and  fears  distract  his  timorous  mmd. 
And  fancy  only  makes  the  uymph  unkind: 
Desp'rate  at  last  he  rushes  from  the  shade. 
By  force  and  warm  address  to  win  the  maid: 
His  brisk  attack  the  melting  nymph  receives 
With  equal  warmth,  he  presses,  she  forgives ; 
.  One  moment  crowns  whole  tedious  years  of  pain. 
And  endless  griefs,  and  health  oonsum'd  in  vain. 

Of  ev'ry  beauty  that  conspires  to  charm 
Man's  nicer  judgment,  and  his  genius  warm. 
To  just  invention  be  the  glory  giv^n, 
A  particle  of  light  deriv'd  from  Heav'n. 
Uonumber'd  rules  t'  improve  the  gift  are  shown 
By  ev'ry  critic,  to  procure  it,  none. 

Some  colours  often  to  the  rest  impart 
Kew  grac«(,  more  thro*  happiness,  than  art. 
This,  nicely  study'd,  will  your  fisme  advance. 
The  greatest  beauties  seldom  come  by  chance. 

Some  gaze  at  ornament  alone,  and  then 
So  value  paint,  as  women  value  men. 
It  matters  nought  to  talk  of  truth,  or  grace, 
Keligion,  genins,  customs,  time,  and  place. 
So  judge  the  vain,  and  young ;  nor  envy  we : 
They  cannot  think  indeed — but  they  may  see. 


It  Two  engravers,  fjamous  for  their  prints  co- 
pied from  Raphael  and  Le  Brun. 

^  Alluding  to  Hollar's  Etchings  in  the  Mo- 
nasticoo. 


Excessive  bemnty,  like  a  flash  of  light; 
Seems  more  to  weaken,  than  to  please  the  sight; 
In  one  gay  thought  luxuriant  Ovid  writ. 
And  Voiture  tires  us,  but^with  too  much  wit. 
Some  all  their  value  for  groteK)ne  express,! 
Beauty  they  prize,  but  beauty  in  excess : 
Where  each  gay  figure  seenns  to  glare  apart. 
Without  due  grace,  proportion,  shades,  or  art* 
(The  sad  remains  of  Goths  in  ancient  times. 
And  rev'rend  dulncM,  and  religions  rhymes) 
So  youthful  poeta  ring  their  music  round 
On  one  eternal  harmony  of  aoond. 
"  The  lini^.are  gay,*»  and  whosoe'er  pretend* 
To  search  fbr  more,  mistakes  the  writer's  ends. 

Colours,  like  woids,  with  equal  care  are  sought* 
These  please  the  sight,  and  those  oqMress  ths 

thought. 
But  most  of  all,  the  landscape  seems  to  pleasn 
With  calm  repose,  and  rural  images. 
See,  in  due  lights  th'  obedient  objects  stand. 
As  happy  ease  exalts  the  master's  hand. 
See,  absent  rocks  hang  trembling  in  the  sky. 
See,  distant  mountains  vanish  hem  the  eye  ; 
A  darker  verdure  stains  the  dusky  woods  ; 
Floats  the  green  shadow  in  the  silver  floods  i 
Fair  visionary  worlds  surprise  the  view. 
And  fancy  forms  the  golden  age  a-new. 

True  just  designs  will  merit  honour  still ; 
Who  begins  well,  can  scarcely  finish  ill. 
Unerring  truth  must  guide  your  hand  aright. 
Art  without  this  is  violence  to  sight — 

The  first  due  postures  of  each  figure  trace 
In  swelling  ont-lines  with  an  easy  grace. 
But  the  prime  person  mostly  will  demand 
Tb'  unweary*d  touches  of  thy  pati^t  hand  : 
There  thought,  and  boldness,  strength,  and  art 

conspire. 
The  critic's  judgoient,  and  the  pahnter'sfire ; 
It  lives,  it  moves,  it  swells  to  meet  the  eye : 
Behind,  the  mingling  groirpea  in  softer  shado<wi 
die. 
Never  with  self-design  your  merits  raise. 
Nor  let  your  tongue  be  echo  to  your  praise. 
To  wiser  heads  commit  such  points  as  these, 
A  modest  blush  will  tell  how  much  they  please. 

In  days  of  yore,  a  prating  lad,  they  say. 
Met  glorious  Reubens  jourqeying  on  the  way: 
Sneering,  and  arch  he  shakes  his  empty  head, 
(For  half-leam'd  boys  will  talk  a  Solon  dead) 
''Your  servant,good  sir  Paol,why,what,  the  deri^ 
The  wortd  to  ]rou  is  noore  than  fairly  civil ; 
No  life,  no  gusto  in  your  pieces  shine. 
Without  decorum,  as  without  design"— 

Sedate  to  this  the  Heav'n-bom  artist  snil*d, 
**  Nor  thine,  nor  mine  to  speak  our  praise,  mj 

child!  *^.         f 

Fjach  shall  expose  his  best  to  curious  eyes. 
And  let  th'  impartial  world  adjust  the  prize.'* 

Let  the  soft  oolonrs  sweeten  and  unite 
To  one  just  form,  as  all  were  shade,  or  light 

Nothing  so  frequent  charms  th' admiring  eyoi 
As  well  tim'd  fancy,  and  a  sweet  surprise. 
So  when  the  Grecian  *»  labonr'd  to  discfoae 
His  nicest  art,  a  mimic  lark  arose: 
The  fellow-birds  in  circles  round  it  play'd. 
Knew  their  own  kind,  and  warbled  to  a  shade* 


'sSee  Pliny's  Katuna  Bktorj,  lib.  35.  cafb 
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fio  yindenrAftrt  in  later  times  excell'd. 
And  nature  lhr*d  in  what  our  eyes  beheld. 
He  too  can  oft  (in  optics  deeply  read) 
A  noon-day  darkness  o'er  his  chamber  spread  *  '♦ 
The  transient  objects  sudden  as  they  pass 
CVer  the  small  convex  of  the  visual  ;1ass, 
Transferr*d  firom  thenCe  by  magic's  powerful  call, 
Shine  in  quick  glories  on  the  gluomy  wall ; 
Groves,   mountains,  rivers,   men   surprise  the 
»«ght,  [f  »vy  light. 

Trembles  the  dancing  world,  and  swims    the 
.Each  varying  figure  in  due  place  dispose  ■>, 
These  boldly  heighten,  touch  but  faintly  those. 
ConUpHOus  objects  place  with  judgment  nigh» 
Each  due  proportion  swelling  on  Uie  eye. 
Remoter  views  insensibly  decay, 
And  lights,  and  shadows  sweetly  drop  away* 
In  bluish  white  the  farthest  mounts  arise. 
Steal  from  the  eye,  and  melt  into  the  skies. 
Hence  sacred  domes  in  length'ning  ailes  extend. 
Round  columns  swell,  and  rising  arches  bend  : 
Obliquer  views  in  side-long  vistas  glance. 
And  bending  groves  in  fimcy  seem  to  dance. 

Two  equal  lights  descending  from  the  sky, 
0*erpow*r  each  other,  and  confuse  the  eye. 

The  greatest  pleasures  tire  the  most,  and  such 
Still  end  in  vices  if  enjoy *d  too  much. 
The*  painters  often  to  the  shades  retire. 
Yet  too  long  ease  but  serves'  to  quench  the  fire. 
Wing'd  with  new  praise,  methinks  they  boldly 
O'er  airy  Alps,  and  seem  to  touch  the  sky.    [Ay 
Still  true  to  fame,  here  well- wrought  busts  de- 
High  turrets  nod,  and  arches  sink  away,      [cay, 
£v*n  the  base  walls,   whose  breathing  figures 

glow'd 
Wilh  each  warm  stroke  that  living  art  bestowed, 
Or  slow  decay,  or  hostile  time  invades, 
And  all  in  silence  the  fair  fresco  fades. 
Each  image  yet  in  fancyM  thoughts  we  view, 
And  strong  idea  forms  the  scene  a-new : 
Delusive,  she,  Paulo's  free  stroke  supplies,  [eyes. 
Revives  the  face,  and   points   th*    enlightening 

'Tis  thought  each  science,   but  in  part,  can 
A  length  of  toils  for  human  life  at  most :     [boast 
(So  vast  is  art !)  if  this  remark  prove  true, 
*Tis  dangerous  Sure  to  think  at  once  of  fwo. 
And  hard  to  judge  if  greater  praise  there  be 
To  please  in  painting,  or  in  poetry ; 
Yet  Painting  lives  less  injured,  or  confin'di 
Tme  to  th*  idea  of  the  master's  mind : 
In  ev*ry  nation  are  her  beauties  known. 
In  ev^ry  age  the  language  is  her  own : 
Kor  time,  nor  change  diminish  from  her  fame ; 
Her  charms  are  universal,  and  the  same. 
O,  could  such  blessings  wait  the  poet's  lays, 
New  beauties  still,  and  still  eternal  praise ! 
£v*n  though  the  Muses  ev'ry  strain  inspire. 
Exalt  his  voice,  and  animate  bis  lyre : 
Ev^n  tho*  their  art  each  image  shou'd  combine 
In  one  clear  light,  one  harmony  divine ; 

^  This  practice  Is  of  no  late  inventk>n.  Bap* 
tlsta  Porta,  who  flourished  about  the  year  1500, 
gives  an  ingenious  account  of  it  in  his  Natural 
Magic,  lib.  17.  How  useful  this  may  be  to 
joung  painters,  is  not  my  province  to  determine. 
'*  Singula  qussque,  locum  tencant  sortita  de- 
center. 
Hoe  amot  obscuram,  vult  hoc  sab  luce  videri. 

oni. 


Yet  ah,  how  soon  the  casual  bliss  decays* 
How  great  the  pains,  how  transient  is  the  praise  I 
Language,  frail  flower,  is  in  a  moment  lost, 
(That  only  product  human  wit  can  boast) 
Now  gay  in  youth,  its  eariy  honours  rise. 
Now  hated,  curst,  it  fades  away,  and  dies» 

Yet  verse  first  rose  to  soften  human  kind. 
To  mend  theh  manners,  and  exalt  their  mind» 
See,  savage  beasts  stand  list'ning  to  the  lay. 
And  men  more  furious,  and  more  wild  than  tbey| 
Ev^n  shapeless  trees  a  second  birth  receive, 
Rocks  move  to  form,  and  statues  seem  to  live» 
Immortal  Homer  felt  the  sacred  rage. 
And  pious  Orpheus  taught  a  barb'rous  age ; 
Succeeding  painters  thence  derived  their  light. 
And  durst  no  more  than  those  vouchsafed  to  writB# 
At  last  t'  adorn  the  gentler  arta,  appears 
Illustrious  Zetixis  fi^m  a  length  of  years. 
Parrhasius'  hand  with  soft'ning  strokes  exprest 
The  nervous  iQotions,  and  the  folded  vest: 
Pregnant  of  life  his  rounded  flgures  rise, 
With  strong  relievo  swelling  on  the  eyes* 
Evenor  bold,  with  fair  Apelles  came. 
And  happy  Nicias  cruwn'd  with  deathless  fame^ 

At  length  from  Greece,  of  impious  arms  afraid^ 
Painting  withdrew,  and  sought  th'  Italian  shade; 
What  time  each  science  met  its  due  regard. 
And  patrons  took  a  pleasure  to  reward. 
But  ah,  how  soon  must  glorious  times  decay, 
Oue  transient  joy,   just  kuown,   and  snatch'd 

away  ! 
By  the  same  foes,  which  Painting  shunn'd  before, 
Ev'n  here  she  bleeds,  and  arts  expire  once  more. 
Ease,  lust,  and  pleasures  shake  a  feeble  state, 
Gothic  invasions,  and  domestic  hate ;  [sume. 
Time's  slow  decajrs,  what  these  ev'n  spare,  con- 
And  Rome  lies  bury'd  in  the  depths  nf  Rome  I 

Long  slumber'd  Painting  in  a  stupid  trance 
Of  heavy  seal,  and  monkish  ignorance  : 
(When  faith  itself  for  mere  dispute  was  giv'n. 
Subtile  was  wise,  and  wranglers  went  to  Heav'n.) 
'Til  I  glorious  Cimabue  **  reslor'd  her  crown. 
And  dipp'd  the  pencil,  studious  of  renown. 
Masaccio  taught  the  flnish'd  piece  to  live, 
And  added  ev'ry  grace  of  perspective. 
Exact  Correctness  Titian's  hand  bestdw'd. 
And  Vinci's  stroke  with  living  labour  gk>w*d* 
Next  Julio  rose,  who  ev^ry  language  knew, 
Liv'd  o'er  each   age,   and   look'd    all    nature 
through. 

In  happy  Paulo  strength  and  art  Conspire, 
The  Graces  please  us,  and  the  Muses  fire« 

Each  nobler  secret  others  boast  akme. 
By  curious  toil  Caracci  made  his  own  : 
RaphaePs  nice  judgment,  Angelo*s  design, 
Correggio's  warmth,  and  Gu  do's  pleasing  line. 
Thrice  glorious  times,  when  ev'ry  science  charmss 
When  rapture  lifts  us,  and  religion  warms  i 
Vocal  to  Heav'n  the  swelling  organs  blow, 
A  shriller  consort  aids  the  notes  below  | 
Above,  around  the  pictur'd  sainU  appear. 
And  listening  seraphs  smile  and  bend  to  bean 

Thence  Painting,  by  some  happy  genius  led. 
O'er  the  cold  North  in  slow  approaches  spread. 
Ev'n  Britain's  isle,  that  blush'd  with  hostile  gore, 
Receiv'd  her  laws,  unknown  to  yield  before; 

'*  Giovanni  Cimabue,  bom  at  Florence  in  the 
year  1240.  He  was  the  person  who  revived  paint* 
ing  after  its  unfortunate  extirpation* 
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Ttelentingnow,  her  sa¥age  heroes  stand', 
And  melt  at  €v'ry  stroke  fi\»iii  Reubens'  hand. 
Still  in  his  right  the  graceful  Jervas  sways, 
Sacred  to  beauty,  ami  the  fair  one's  praise, 
Whose  breathing  paint  another  life  supplies. 
And  calls  new  wonders  forth  from  Moniaont's 

eyes. 
AndThomhill,  gen*rons  as  h\%  art,  designed 
At  once  to  profit,  and  to  please  mankind. 
Thy  dome,  O  Paul's,  which  heav'uly  views  adorn, 
Shall  guide  the  hands  of  painters  yet  unborn; 
Each  melting  stroke  shall  foreign  eyes  engage, 
And  shine  unrival*d  through  a  future  age. 

Hail  happy  artists !  in  eternal  lays 
The  kindred-muses  shall  record  your  praise ; 
Whose  l^eaT'nly  aid  inspir'd  you  first  to  rise. 
And  fix'd  your  fame  immortal  in  the  skies; 
There  sure  to  last,  'till  Nature's  self  expires. 
Increasing  still,  and  crown'd  with  clearer  fires : 
High-rais'd  above  the  blasts  of  public  breath. 
The  voice  of  hatred,  and  the  rage  of  death. 
Ah,  thus,  for  ever  may  my  numbers  shhie. 
Bold  as  your  thoughts,  but  easy  as  your  line ! 
Then  might  the  Muse  to  distant  ages  live. 
Contract  new  beauty,  and  new  praise  receive: 
Fresh  strength,  and  light  ev'n  time  itself  bestow, 
Soften  each  line,  and  bid  the  thought  to  glow ; 
(Fame's  second  life)  whose  lasting  glory  foars 
Nor  change,  nor  envy,  nor  de\x)uring  years. 
Then  should  these  strains  to  Pembroke's  hands 
be  borne — 
Whom  native  graces,  gentle  arts  adorn. 
Honour  unshaken,  piety  resign'd, 
A  love  of  learning,  and  a  gen'rous  mind. 

Yet  if  by  chance,  enamcur'd  of  his  praise, 
Some  nobler  bard  shall  rise  in  future  days, 
(When  from  his  Wilton  walls  the  strokes  decay. 
And  all  art* s  foir  creation  dies  away : 
Or  solid  statues,  faithless  to  their  trust, 
la  silence  sink,  to  mix  with  vulgar  dust;) 
Ages  to  come  shall  Pembroke's  fame  adore. 
Dear  to  the  Muse,  'till  Homer  be  no  more. 


ACONTIUS  TO  CYDIPPE. 

FROM  OVID. 

Ahcumemt. 

In  a  religions  assembly  at  the  temple  of  Diana  in 
De!o8,  Acontius  was  much  enamoured  with 
Cydippe,  a  lady  of  remarkable  wit  and  beau- 
ty. Besides  this,  her  fortune  and  family 
were  much  above  his  own  :  which  made  him 
solicitous  how  to  discover  his  passion  in  a 
successful  manner.  At  last  he  procured  a  very 
beautifol  apple,  upon  which  he  wrote  a  dys- 


of  celebration,  when  Cydippe  was  seized  witl 
a  violent  fever.  Acontius  writes  to  her,'  be 
reminds  her  of  a  former  solemn  obligatioii,  and 
artfully  insinuates  that  her  distemper  is  io* 
flicted  as  a  jost  punishment  finom  Diana.^ 


Once  more,  Cydippe,  all  thy  fears  remove^ 
>Tis  now  too  late  to  dread  a  clicat  in  love. 
Those  rosy  lips,  in  accents  half  divine, 
Breath'd  the  soft  promise  in  the  Delian  sfarine  | 
Dear  awful  oath!  enough  Cydippe  swore. 
No  human  ties  can  bind  a  virgin  more,  . 
So  may  kind  Heav'n  attend  a  lover's  pmy'r. 
Soften  thy  pains,  and  comfort  my  despair. 
See,  the  warm  blush  your  modest  cheeks  inflame; 
Yet  is  there  cause  fbr  anger  or  for  shame ! 
Recal  to  mind  those  tender  lines  of  love. 
Deny  you  cannot — tho'  your  heart  disprove 
Still  must  1  waste  in  impotent  desires. 
And  only  hope  revive  the  fainting  fires  ? 
Yet  did*st  thou  promise  to  be  ever  mine — 
A  conscious  honour  seem'd  to  shake  the  shrine^ 
The  pow'r  consenting  bow'd ;  a  beam  of  light 
Flash'd  from  the  skies,  and  made  the  temple 

bright. 
Ah!  then  Cydippe,  dry  thy  precious  tears: 
The  more  my  fraud,  the  more  my  k>ve  appean. 
Love ever-watchfiil,  ev'n  by  nature  charms; 
Inflames  the  modest,  and  the  wise  disarms  ^ 
Pair  yet  dissembling,  pleasing  but  to  cheat 
With  tender  blandishment,  and  soft  deceit. 
Kind  speaking  motions,  melancholy  sighs. 
Tears  that  delight,  and  eloquence  of  eyes. 
Love  first  the  treach'rous  dear  design  insphr'd* 
My  hopes  exalted,  and  my  genius  fir'd : 
Ah !  sure  I  cannot— must  not  guilty  prove  ; 
Deceit  itself  is  laudable  in  love ! 
Once  more  inspii'd  such  tender  lines  T  send. 
See,  my  hand  trembles  lest  my  thoughts  oflfeod* 
Heroes  in  war  inflam'd  by  beauty's  chamib. 
Tear  the  sad  virgin  froib  her  parents  amis; 
I  too,  like  these,  feel  the  fierce  flames  of  knre. 
Yet  check  my  rage,  and  modestly  reprove. 
Ah,teach  me,  Heav'n,  some  language  to  persuade^ 
Some  other  vows  to  bind  the  faithless  maid  > 

0  Love  all-eloquent,  you  only  know 
To  touch  the  soul  with  elegies  of  woe ! 

If  treach'ry  fail,  by  force  I  urge  ray  rigtat, 
Sheath'd  in  rough  armour,  formidably  btiglitr 
So  Paris  snatch'd  his  Spartan  bride  away, 
A  half  denying,  half  consenting  prey; 

1  too  resolve— —-whate'er  the  dangers  be. 
For  death  is  nothing  when  compar'd  to  thee. 
Were  you  less  fair,  I  then  might  guiltless  piofc^ 
And  moderate  the  fury  of  my  love ; 

But  ah !  those  charms  for  ever  must  inspiie : 
Each  look,  each  motion  sets  my  soul  on  fiie. 
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tiet«nTy  rage,  and  iiit>re8t  disapproyey 
Envy  and  mt'rest  must  sabmit  tb  love. 
By  pray'ra  and  vows  Hesione  was  won 
To  share  the  joys  of  hostile  Telamon. 
Soft  gen'roas  pity  toncb'd  the  captive  dame  ' 
Who  arm'd  Achilles  with  a  lover's  flame. 
To  bless  the  wretched,  shows  a  soal  divine — 
Be  ever  angry-^ut  be  ever  mine. 
Yet  can  no  pray'rs  thy  firm  resentment  move  ? 
Wretch  that  I  was  so  ill  to  fix  my  love  I 
See,  at  thy  feet  despairing,  wild  I  roll, 
Grief  swells  myheart,  and  anguish  racks  my  soul: 
There  fix  my  doom ;  relentless  to  my  sighs. 
And  lifted  hands,  and  supplicating  eyes. 
Then  wilt  thou  say  (for  pity  sure  must  move 
A  virgin's  breast)  **  How  patient  is  his  love ! 
Ev'n  my  heart  trembles,  as  his  tears  I  see ; 
The  youth  who  serves  so  well,  is  worthy  me.*' 
Still  must  I  then  in  sad  destruction  moan  ? 
My  cause  unheeded,  and  my  grief  unknown. 
Ah,  no— 'Aoontius  cannot  write  in  vain : 
Sure  ev'ry  wretch  has  licence  to  complain  t 
But  if  yon  triumph  in  a  lover's  woe, 
Remember  still  Diana  is  your  foe : 
Btana  listen'd  to  the  vows  you  made. 
And  trembled  at  the  change  her  eyes  surveyed. 
Ah,  think,  repent,  while  yet  the  time  is  giv'n. 
Fierce  is  the  vengeance  of  neglected  lleav'n  ! 
By  Dian*s  band  the  Phrygian  matron  fell. 
Sent  with  her  race,an  early  shade  to  HelL 
Chang'd  to  a  stag,  Aoteon  pour'd  away, 
In  the  same  mom  the  chaser  and  the  prey. 
Althea  rag'd  with  more  than  female  hate. 
And  hurl'd  into  the  flames  the  brand  of  fkte. 
Like  these  ofiensive,  punish'd  too  like  these, 
Heav'n  blasts  thy  joys,  and  heightens  the  disease. 
Nor  think  Cydippe,  (as  my  fears  foresee) 
A  thought  unworthy  of  thyself,  or  me ! 
Think  not  I  frame  this  seeming  truth,  to  prove 
Thy  stem  disdain,  a  pious  firaud  in  love  ; 
Rather  than  so,  I  yet  abjure  thy  charms, 
And  yield  thee,  scornful,  ta  another's  arms  ! 
Alas, for  this  pale  sickness  haunts  thy  bed. 
And  shooting  aches  seem  to  tear  thy  head ; 
A  sudden  vengeance  waits  thy  guilty  loves ; 
Absent  is  Hymen,  Dian  disapproves. 
Think  then,  repent— recal  the  parting  breath 
O'er  thy  lips  hov'ring  in  the  hour  of  4eath. 
See,  on  thy  cheeks  the  Aiding  purple  dies. 
And  shades  of  darkness  settle  on  thy  eyes. 
But  whence,  ye  pow'rs^  or  wherefore  rose  that 

pray'r? 
Still  must  I  moum  in  absence,  or  despair ; 
Forc'd,  if  she  dies,  the  promise  to  resign 
Ev'n  if  she  lives,  I  must  not  call  her  mine  ! 

Like  some  pale  ghost  around  thy  house  I  rove, 
Now  bum  in  rage,  and  now  relent  with  love : 
A  thousand  needless  messages  I  make, 
A  thousand  mournful  speedies  give,  and  take. 
O  that  my  skill  the  sovereign  virtues  knew 
Of  ev'ry  herb  that  drinks  the  early  dew. 
Then  might  I  hear  thy  moans,  thy  sickness  see^ 
Nor  were  it  sure  a  crime  to  gaze  on  thee. 
Perhaps  ev'n  now,  (as  fear  foresees  too  well) 
The  wretch  I  cnrse,dete8t,  avoid  like  Hell, 
Beside  thee  breathes  alove-dcjected  sigh. 
And  marks  the  silent  glanees  of  thy  eye* 


I  Some  faint  excuse  he  raises,  to  detain 
Thy  swelling  arm,  and  press  the  beating  veiQ: 
Now  o'er  thy  neck  his  glowing  fingers  rove. 
Too  great  a  pleasure  for  so  mean  a  love ! 


^Bfisaiii 


Villain  beware!  the  sacred  nymph  resign,**^ 

Avoid,  detest  her,  dread  whatever  is  mine ; 

Elsewhere  a  lover's  preference  I  give. 

But  cease  to  rival  here,  or  cease  to  live.  i 

The  vows  you  claim  by  right  of  human  laws. 

At  best  but  serve  to  vindicate  my  cause. 

To  thee  alone  by  duty  is  she  kind ; 

Can  parents  alienate  a  daughter's  mind  ? 

Fi  rst  weigh  tlie  crime, the  vengeance  next  explore. 

The  father  promised,  but  the  daughter  swore : 

That  merely  vain  on  human  faith  relies  ; 

But  this  obtests  the  sanction  of  the  skies. 

Here  cease  my  woes — ah,  whither  am  I  bom, 
A  woman's  triumph,  and  a  rival's  scorn  ? 
Vain  are  my  vows,  unheeded  is  my  pray'r. 
The  scatt'ring  winds  have  lost  'em  ail  in  air;    ' 
Yet  think  Cydippe,  e'er  tJiy  lover  dies  ! 
Banish  that  wretch  for  ever  fh>m  thy  eyes  ; 
Scorn,  envy,  censures  are  oonforr'd  on  me. 
And  pain> — and  death  is  all  he  brings  to  thee. 
Gods!  may  some  vengeance  crimes  like  these  aton€^ 
And  snatch  his  life,  to  mediate  for  thy  own ! 
Nor  think  to  please  avenging  C5mthia*s  eyes 
With  streams  of  blood  in  holy  sacrifice : 
Heav'n  'claims  the  real,  not  the  formal  part, 
A  troubled  spirit,  and  repenting  heart 
For  ease,  and  health,  the  patient  oft  requiret 
The  piercing  steel,  and  bums  alive  in  fires  ; 
Not  so  with  you — ah,  but  confirm  the  vow ! 
One  look,  one  promise  can  restore  thee  now  ; 
Again  thy  smiles  eternal  joys  bestow, 
And  thy  eyes  sparkle,  and  thy  blushes  glow. 

Suppose  from  me  for  ever  you  remove. 
Once  must  you  fall  a  sacrifice  to  love  ; 
And  then,  ah,  then  will  angry  Cynthia  close  * 
Thy  wakeful  eyes,  or  ease  a  matron's  throes  ? 
Yet  wilt  thou  ever  find  a  cause  for  shame  ? 
No  sure— a  mother  cannot,  must  not  blame, 
I  Tell  her  the  vow,  the  place,  the  sacred  day 
I  I  gaz'd  on  thee,  and  gaz'd  my  heart  away : 
Then  will  she  surely  say  (if  e'er  she  knew 
But  half  that  tender  love  I  feel  for  you) 
'*  Ah,  think  Cydippe,  and  his  consort  be ; 
The  youth  who  pleas'd  Dianaf  pleases  me  I** 
Yet  if  she  asks  (as  women  oft  inquire) 
Tell  her  my  life,  my  nation,  and  my  sire: 
Not  void  of  youthful  vanities  I  came. 
Nor  yet  inglorious  in  the  world  of  fame; 
From  ancient  race  I  drew  my  gen'rous  bloody 
Where  Cea's  isle  o'erlooks  the  watry  flood: 
Add,  that  I  study  ev'ry  art  to  please. 
Blest  in  my  genius,  bora  to  live  at  ease. 
Wit,  merit,  learning  cannot  fail  to  move. 
And  all  those  dearer  blessings  lost  in  love  f 
Ah  !  had  you  never  sworn,  'twere  hard  to  chnse 
A  love  like  mine     ■  -and  will  you  now  refuse  ? 

In  midnight  dreams  when  wakeful  fonoy  keeps 
Its  dearest  thoughts,  and  ev'n  in  slumber  weeps, 
Diana's  self  these  mournful  strains  inspired. 
And  Cupid  when  I  wak'd,  my  genius  fir*d. 
Methinks^ev'n  now,  his  piercingarrows  movt^ 
My  tender  breast,  and  spread  the  pains  of  tovsw 
Like  me  beware,  unhappy  as  thou  art  I 
Direct  at  thee  Diana  aims  her  dart 
To  drink  the  blood  that  feeds  thy  fiuthless  be«r^ 
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The  lores  tbon  nerer  emn'st  enjoy,  resign ; 
Kor  ranhty  lose  another  life  with  thine. 
Then  will  we,  eager  as  our  joys,  remove 
To  Dian*s  shrine,  the  patroness  of  love  ! 
High  o'er  her  head  in  triumph  shall  be  plac'd 
The  golden  froit,  with  this  inscription  grac'd  i 
**  Ye  hapless  lovers,  hence,  for  ever  know 
Acontias  gain*d  the  nymph  who  caas*d  his  woe ! " 
Here  cease  my  hand-— I  tremble,  lest  each  line 
Should  wound  a  soul  so  grieved,  sotonch'dasthine. 
Ko  more  my  thoughts  th'  ungrateful  toil  pursue ; 
Pleasure  £arewell«  and  thou,  my  dear,  adieu  ! 


tARTOFPINDUWS  FIRST  PYTHUN 
ODE  PJHJPHRJSED. 

Xfv9ui  p6ffi.it(  *  AweXXii  — — • 

ARGUMENT. 

This  ode  is  address'd  to  Hieron  king  of  Sicily,  as 
is  also  the  first  of  t  he  Olympics.  Pindar  takeb 
<xx:asioo  to  begin  with  an  encomium  on  music, 
finely  describing  its  effects  upon  the  passions. 
We  roust  suppose  this  art  to  be  one  of  bishero*s 
more  distinguishable  excellencies  ;  as  it  ap- 
pettrs  from  several  passa^s  in  the  ode  above. 
7rum  thence  he  expatiates  m  the  praise  of 
poetry  ;  and  inveighs  very  severely  upon  those 
who  either  contemn,  or  have  no  taste  for  that 
divine  science.  Their  misfortunes  and  punish- 
m^ts  are  instanced  by  those  ofl'yphoeus: 
whom  the  poets  imagine  to  be  imprisoned  by 
Jupiter  under  motint  £tna.  The  digres- 
sions in  this  ode  are  the  roost  inartificial  and 
surprising  of  any  in  the  whole  author.  We 
•re  once  more  in  the  hero's  native  country  ; 
every  thing  opens  agreeably  to  the  eye,  and 
the  poem  proceeds  after  Pindar's  usual  man- 


SnOFBB  I, 

Gbmtli  lyre,  begin  the  strain  ; 

Wake  the  string  to  voice  again* 

Music  rules  the  world  above  j 

Music  is  the  food  of  love. 

Soft'ned  by  the  pow V  of  sound. 

Human  passions  melt  away  : 

Melancholy  feels  ^  wound. 

Envy  sleeps,  and  fears  decay. 
Bntranc'd  in  pleasure  Jove*s  dread  eagle  lies, 
Idor  grasps  the  bolt,  nor  darto  his  fiery  eyes, 

ANTISTROPBB  1. 

See,  Msrs  awak'd  by  loud  alarms 
Bolls  o'er  the  field  his  sanguine  eyes, 
Hjs  heart  tumultuous  beats  to  arms, 
^d  terrours  glare,  and  furies  rise ! 

Hark  the  pleasing  lutes  complaiui 

In  a  softly-breathing  strain ; 

Love  and  slumber  seal  his  eye 

By  the  gentle  charms  opprest : 

From  his  rage  be  st^Is  a  sigh. 

Sinking  on  Dione's  breast. 

BPOPB  L 

V^rie,gaitle  Verse  firom  Heav'n  descending  came, 
Cufst  by  the  wicked,  hateful  to  the  vain  : 
Tyrants  and  slaves  profane  his  sacred  name, 
I^saf  to  tlw  tender  lay,  or  Tocal  itniD,  ••  • 


In  fires  of  Hell  Typhcens  gl^wi,  ' 
Imprison'd  by  the  wrath  of  Jove  ; 
No  ease  his  restless  fury  knows. 
Nor  8ound»  of  joy,  nor  pleasing  love. 
Where,  glitt'ring  faintly  on  the  eye, 
Sicilian  IPJtodi  props  the  sky 

With  mountains  of  eternal  snow  ; 
He  darts  his  fiery  eyes  in  vain. 
And  heaves,  and  roars,  and  bites  his  chaia 
In  impotence  of  woe. 

STBorai  n. 

Angry  flames  like  scarlet  glowing. 

Fiery  tot  rents  ever  flowing, 

Smoke  along  the  with' ring  plain 

Ere  they  rush  into  the  main. 

When  the  sable  veil  of  night 

Stretches  o'er  the  shaded  sky. 

Fires  of  sulphu r  gle^m  with  light. 

Burning  rocks  disparted  fly. 
Sudden,  by  turns  the  flashing  flames  arise. 
Pour  down  the  winds,  or  tremble  up  the  skies* 

ANTtSTROPBB  IL 

In  fair  Sicilia's  rich  domain. 
Where  flow'rs  and  fruits  eternal  blow, 
Wheie  Plenty  spreads  her  peacefiil  r^giv 
And  seas  surround,  and  fountains  flow. 

Bright  Religion  lifts  her  eye, 

Wand'ring  through  the  kindred-sky. 

Hail  thou,  everlasting  Jove, 

Parent  of  th'  Aonian  quire  ; 

Touch  my  raptur'd  soul  with  love. 

Warm  me  with  celestial  fire  1 

EPODB  IL 

The  pious  mariner  when  first  be  sweeps 
The  foaming  billows,  and  exalts  his  sails. 
Propitiates  ev'ry  pow»r  that  rules  the  deeps. 
Led  by  new  hopes,  and  borne  by  gentle  gales. 
So  ere  the  Muse,  disus'd  to  sing. 
Emblazons  her  fair  hero's  praise : 
(What  time  she  wakes  the  trembling  stringy 
Attemper'd  to  the  vocal  lays) 
Prostrate  in  huAble  guise  she  bends. 
While  some  celestial  pow'r^  descends 
To  guide  her  airy  flights  along :' 
God  of  the  silver  bow,  give  ear  i 
(Whom  TenedoB,  and  Chrysa  fear) 
Observant  of  the  song  I 

STROrHE  II L 
Gentle  wishes,  chaste  desires. 
Holy  Hymen's  purer  fires  : 
Lives  of  innocence  and  pleasure. 
Moral  tirtue's  mystic  treasure; 
Wisdom,  eloquence,  and  k)ve. 
All  are  blessings  from  above. 
Hence  regret,  distaste,  dispraise. 
Guilty  nights,  uneasy  days  : 
Bepining  jealousies,  calm  friendly  wrongs. 
And  fiercer  envy,  and  the  strife  of  tongues. 

ANTISTBOPBB    IIL 

When  Virtue  bleeds  beneath  the  laws. 
Or  ardent  nations  rise  in  arms. 
Thy  mercies  judge  the  doubtful caiis^ 
Thy  courage  ev*ry  breast  alaims. 
Kindling  irith  heroic  fire 
Onoe  again  I  sw^p  the  lyrs. 
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Fair  lis  Miinnier^s  evening  8ki«>s, 
£n'U  thy  life  serene,  and  glorious  ; 
Happy  ben>»  great  and  wise, 
Oer  tby  foes,  and  self  victorious. 


THE  EPISODE  OF  ORPHEUS  AND 
EURYDICE, 

T^ANSLATID   niOM  TBE   FOURTH   GEOIGIC  OP 
▼IRGIL. 

At  chorus  SBqualis  DryaduoH— 

Hbr  sudden  death  the  mountain-Dryads  moum'd 
And  Rbodope's  high  brow  the  dirge  retum'd: 
Bleak  Orythya  trentibled  at  iheir  woe, 
And  silver  Hebrus  inurmur'd  in  his  flow. 
While  to  his  moarnful  harp,  unseen,  alone. 
Despairing  Orpheus  warbled  out  his  moan. 
With  rosy  dawn  his  plaintive  lays  begun. 
His  plaintive  voice  sung  down  the  setting  Sun. 

Now  in  the  frantic  bitterness  of  woe 
Silent  he  treads  the  dreary  realms  below. 
His  loss  in  tender  numbers  to  deplore, 
And  touch'd  the  souls  who  ne'er  were  touch'd 

before. 
Mov'd  with  the  pleasing  harmony  of  song, 
The  shadowy  spectres  round  the  poet  tbn)ng : 
Nuro'rous  as  birds  that  o'er  the  ft>rest  play, 
(When  evening  Phoebus  rolls  the  light  awty : 
Or  when  hi^h  Jove  in  wintry  seasons  pours 
A  sudden  deluge  from  descending  show'rs.) 
The  mother's  ghost,  the  father's  rev'rend  shade, 
The  blooming  hero,  and  th'  unmarry'd  maid : 
The  new-bom  heir  who  soon  lamented  dies, 
And  feeds  the  flames  before  his  parent's  eyes  j 
All  whom  0)cytus'  sable  water  bounds. 
And  §tyx  with  thrice  three   wand'ring  streams 
surrounds. 

See,  the  dread  regions  tremble  and  admire ! 
Fv'n  Pain  unmov'd  stands  heark'ning  to  the  lyre. 
Intent,  hgkm  stares,  nor  seems  to  feel 
The  rapid  motions  t)f  the  whirling  wheel. 
Th»  unfolding  snaftes  around  the  furies  play, 
As  the  pale  sisters  listen  to  the  lay. 

Nor  was  the  poet's  moving  suit  deny'd, 
Again  to  realms  above  he  bears  his  bride. 
When  (stem  decree  !)  he  turns  bis  longing  eyes... 
'Tis  done,  she's  lost,  for  ever  ever  flies— 
Too  smiJI  the  fault,  too  lasting  was  the  pam. 
Could  love  but  judge,  or  Hell  relent  again  ! 
Amaz'd  be  stands,  and  by  the  glimpse  of  day 
Just  sees  th'  upbody'd  shadow  flit  away. 
When  thus  she  cry'd-^"Ah,  too  unthoughtfiil 
Thus  for  one  look  to  violate  thy  vows !      [spouse. 
Fate  bears  me  back,  again  to  Hell  I  fly, 
Eternal  darkness  swims  before  my  eye  1 
Again  the  melancholy  plains  1  see,  [thee ! " 

Ravish'd   from   life,  from  pleasure,  and  from 
She  said,  and  sinking  into  endless  night, 
Like  exhalations  vanish'd  from  the  sight. 
In  vain  he  sprung  to  seize  her,  wept,  or  pray*d. 
Swift  glides  away  the  visionary  shade. 

How  wilt  thou  now,  unhappy  Orpheus,  tell 
Tby  second  loss,  and  melt  the  pow*ra  of  Hell  ? 
Cold  are  those  lips  that  blest  tby  soul  before, 
AfA  her  fair  eyes  must  roll  on  thine  no  more. 
Sev'n  tedious  moons  despairing,  wild  he  stood, 
And  told  bif  woes  to  Strymoa's  freeziDg  flood. 


Beneath  his  feet  eternal  snows  were  sf  read. 
And  airy  rocks  hang  nodding  o*er  his  bead, 
The  savage  beasts  in  circles  round  him  play. 
And  rapid  streams  stand  list'ning  to  the  lay. 

So  when  the  shepherd  swaiu  with  curious  eyes 
Marks  the  fair  nest,  and  makes  the  young  his 
Sad  Philomel,  in  pi>plar  shades  alone,      [prize: 
lu  vain  renews  her  lamentable  moan. 
From  night  to  mora  she  chants  her  tender  love. 
And  mournful  music*,  dies  along  the  grove. 

No  thoughts  of  pleasure  now  his  soul  employ. 
Averse' to  Venus  and  the  nuptial  joy  : 
Wild  as  the  winds  o'er  Thracia'sVlaim'he  roves. 
O'er  the  bleak  mountains,  and  the  leafless  groves. 
When  stung  with  rage  the  Bacchanalian  train 
Rush'd  to  the  bard,  and  stretched  him  on  the 

plain; 
(Nor  sounds,  nor  pray'rs  thehr  giddy  ftiry  move, 
And  he  must  cease  to  live,  or  learn  to  love) 
See,  from  his  shoulders  in  a  moment  flies 
His  bleeding  head,  and  now,  ah  now  he  dies  \ 
Yet  as  he  dy'd,  Eurydice  he  mourn 'd, 
Eurydice,  the  trembling  banks  retum'd; 
Eurydice,  with  hollow  voice  he  cry'd, 
Eurydice,  ran  murm'ring  down  the  tide. 


TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE  LJDT 
HERTFORD, 

OPON  THB  BIRTH    0>  LORD   BBAUCRAMP. 

Oncb  moro  inspir'd,   I  touch    the  tremUtng 

string  I 
What  Muse  for  Hertford  will  refuse  to  smg  ? 
Thine  are  the  fav'rite  strains,  and  may  they  be 
Sacred  to  praise,  to  beauty,  and  to  thee  1 

Sudden,  methinks,  in  vision  I  survey 
The  glorious  triumphs  of  th*  expected  day  i 
Fair  lovely  sights  in  opening  scenes  appear. 
And  airy  music  trembles  on  my  ear; 
Surrounding  eyes  devour  the  beauteous  boy. 
And  ev'ry  bosom  beats  with  sounds  of  joy. 

Rise  from  thy  slumbers,  gentle  infant,  rise ! 
Lift  thy  fair  head,  unfold  thy  radiant  eyes. 
Whose  lovely  light  must  other  couits  adom> 
And  wound  the  hearts  of  beauties  yet  unborn. 
Subdue  the  sex,  that  triumphs  in  its  pride. 
And  humble  those,  who  charm  the  world  besid^ 

pescend,ye  geuUc  Nine !  de9cend,  and  spread 
laurels  and  l>ays  around  his  infant-head. 
Bid  noble  passions  in  bis  bosom  roll, 
And  beams  of  fancy  dawn  upon  bis  soul ; 
In  softenM  music  bid  his  accents  flow, 
Pieroing,  and  gentle  as  descending  snow  t 
Bid  him  be  all  tha£  can  bis  birth  commend  j 
The  daring  patriot,  and  unshaken  friend; 
Admir'd,  vet  bumble,  modest,  though  severe, 
Abroad  obliging,  and  at  home  sincere; 
Good,  just,  and  afiable  in  each  degree: 
Such  is  the  father,  such  the  son  shall  ^  •  • 

These  humble  strains,    indulgent    Hertford, 
spare; 
Forgive  the  Muse,  .0  fair^  of  the  fair  I 
First  in  thy  shades  (where  silver  Kennet  glides. 
Fair  Marlbro's  turrets  trembling  in  his  tides : 
Where  Peace  and  Plenty  hold  their  gentle  reign. 
And  lavish  Nature  decks  the  fruitftal  plain : 
Where  the  fism'd  mountain  lifts  ito  walks  oa  lufni 
is  Tftryin;  prospects  open  on  the  eye) 
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HARTE'S  POEMS. 


To  lovers  soft  theme  I  tanM  the  warbliiig  lyre. 
And  borrov'd  from  thy  eyes  poetic  fire, 
September  the 
30th,  1725. 


THE  ARMY  OF  ADRASTUS, 

AVD    BIf    ALLIK8,      MAECHINO     FROM    AftGOS 
TO   TBK   8IB0B     OF     THEBKS, 

VmOM     THB  4Tn   THBBXAD    of    ITATIVi. 


Jamque  tnos  circimi- 


Aboukd  the  pomp  in  monming  weedi  array'd, 
Weepi  the  pale  fitther,  and  the  trembling  maid : 
The  screaming  infants  at  the  portals  stai^. 
And  clasp,  and  stop  the  sloir-prooeeding  band. 
Each  parting  ftice  a  settled  horrour  wears. 
Each  low-held  shield  receires  a  flood  of  tears. 
Some  with  a  kiss  (sad  sign  of  future  harms) 
Bound  the  clos'd  beaver  glue  their  clasping  arms. 
Hang  on  the  spear,  detain  'em  as  they  go. 
With  lifted  eyes,  and  eloquence  of  woe. 
Those  warlike  chiefe,  whom  dread  BeUona  steePd, 
And  arm'd  with  souls  unknowing  once  to  yield, 
Kow  touched  with  sorrows,  hide  their  tearful 

eyes. 
And  all  the  hero  melts  away  and  dies. 

So  the  pale  sailor  lanching  from  the  shore. 
Leaves  the  dear  prospects  that  must  charm  no 

more: 
Here  shrieks  of  anguish  pierce  his  pitying  ears— 
There  strangely  wild,  a  floating  worid  appears^ 
Swift  the  fair  vessel  wings  her  watry  flight, 
And  in  a  mist  deceives  the  aking  sight : 
The  native  train  in  sad  distraction  weep, 
Kow  bc^t  their  breasts,  now  tremble  o'er  the  deep. 
Curse  cv'ry  gale  that  wafts  the  fleet  from  land. 
Breathe  the  last  sigh,  and  wave  the  circling  hand. 

You  now,  fiiir  ancient  Truth!  conduct  along 
Th>  adventurous  bard,  and  animate  his  long: 
.  Each  godlike  man  in  proper  lights  display. 
And  open  ail  the  war  in  dread  array. 
You  too,  bright  mistress  of  th'  Aonian  quire. 
Divine  Calliope !  resume  the  lyre : 
The  lives  and  deaths  of  mighty  cbiefs  recite. 
The  waste  of  nations,  and  the  rage  of  fight. 


A  SIMILIE,    ' 

UPOM  A  8BT  OF  TBA-DRIMKBRS. 

So  fairy  elves  their  morning-table  spread 
Cer  a  white  mushroom's  hospitable  bead  j 
In  acorn  cups  the  merry  goblins  quaff. 
The  peariy  dews,  they  sing,  they  love,  they  laugh: 
Melodious  music  trembles  through  the  sl^. 
And  aiiy  soundB  along  the  green-wood  die. 


THE  SAME. 

BlVBIStFTBO  IK   AUNCISMT  MEllE. 

So,  yf  deepe  clerkes  in  tymes  of  yore  Baine  tieir. 
Or  poetB  eyne,  perdie>  nuught  lothly  vew. 


The  dapper  elfins  ihejr  queint  festes  bedigfat 
Wjth  mickle  plesaunce  on  a  mushroom  lite : 
In  acome  cuppes  they  quafien  datnt  liquere. 
And  rowle  belgardes,  and  deflElie  daunce  yfbie; 
Ful  everidele  they  makin  mnskie  sote. 
And  sowns  aeriall  adowne  the  grene  woode  flote. 


A  SOLILOQUY, 

OCCASIONBD  BY  THB  CdtftriKG  OF  A  OBASSBOPPBB^ 

■  Happy  insect !  ever  blest 
With  a  more  than  mortal  rest. 
Rosy  dews  the  leaves  among. 
Humble  joys,  and  gentle  song ! 
Wretched  poet!  ever  curst. 
With  a  life  of  lives  the  worst. 
Sad  despondence,  restless  fears. 
Endless  jealousies  and  tears. 

In  the  burning  summer,  thou 
Warblest  on  the  verdant  bough. 
Meditating  chearful  play. 
Mindless  of  the  piercing  ray; 
Scorch'd  in  Cupid's  fervours,  I 
Ever  weep  and  ever  die. 

Proud  to  gratify  thy  will, 
Ready  Nature  waits  thee  still : 
Balmy  wines  to  thee  she  pours. 
Weeping  through  the  dewy  flowVas 
Rich  as  those  by  Hebe  giv'n 
To  the  thirsty  sons  of  Heav*!!. 

Yet  alas,  we  both  agree. 
Miserable  thou  like  roe ! 
Each  alike  in  youth  rehearses 
Gentle  strains,  and  tender  verses; 
Ever  wao^'ring  far  from  home  ; 
Mindless  of  the  days  to  come, 
(Such  as  aged  Winter  brings 
Trembling  on  his  icy  wiogp) 
Both  alike  at  last  we  die; 
Thou  art  iiarv%  and  so  am  I ! 


THE  STORY  OF  ARETHUSA. 

TBAMSLATBO   FBOM   THB  5tH  BOOK   OF  OVID*B 
METAMOBPOOSES. 

Connection  to  the  former. 
The  poet  describes  Ceres  wandering  over  tbe 
world  in  great  affliction,  to  search  after  he? 
daughter  Proserpina,  who  was  then  lost.  At 
last  Arethiisa  (a  river  of  Sicily)  informs  the 
goddess  that  her  daughter  was  stolen  away  by 
Pluto,  and  carried  down  into  Hell.  Now  it 
was  ordained  by  fate,  that  Prosperine  should 
return  again,  if  she  tasted  not  of  any  finit  in 
the  other  world.  But  tempUtions  w^re  strong, 
and  the  woman  could  not  resist  eating  six  or 
Beven  kernels  of  a  pomegranate.  However, 
to  mitigate  tbe  sentence,  Jupiter  decreed  that 
she  should  reside  but  half  the  year  with  Pluto, 
and  pass  the  rest  with  her  mother.  Uponthese 
terms  Ceres  is  very  well  pacifled,  and  in  com- 
plaisance desires  Arethusa  to  relate  her  life, 
Mid  for  what  reaiont  ibe  wm  Qhansed  into  % 
nv«r. 
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Bvf  R*D  in  tuspence  the  gath*riog  waters  stood. 
When  thus  began  the  parent  of  the  flood ; 
What  time  emerging  from  the  wave,  she  prest 
Her  Terdant  tresses  dropping  on  her  breast. 

''  Of  all  the  nymphs  Achaia  boasts,"  (she  said) 
"Was  Arethusa  once  the  fairest  maid. 
None  loT'd  so  well,  to  spread  in  early  dawn 
The  trembling  medies  o'er  the  dewy  lawn : 
Tbo'  dress  and  beauty  scarce  deseiv'd  my  care, 
Yet  er'ry  tongue  confessed  me  to  be  fair. 
The  charms  which  others  strive  for,  I  resign. 
And  think  it  ev*n  a  crime  to  find  them  mine  I 

"  It  chanc'd  one  mom,  returning  from  the 
Weary  1  wander'd  by  a  silver  flood :         [wood, 
The  gentle  waters  scarce  were  seen  to  glide* 
And  a  calm  silence  stillM  the  sleeping  tide; 
High  o^er  the  banks  a  grove  of  watry  trees 
Spread  its  dark  shade  that  trembled  to  the  breeze. 
>  (My  vest  suspended  on  the  boughs)  I  lave 
My  chilly  feet,  then  plunge  beneath  tlie  wave ; 
A  ruddy  light  my  blushing  limbs  dispread, 
And  the  clear  stream  half  glows  with  rosy-red. 
When  from  beneath  in  awful  murmurs  broke 
A  hollow  voice,  and  thus  portentous  spoke: 

**  *  My  bvely  nymph,  my  Arethusa  stay, 
Alpheiis  calls  ;'^  it  said,  or  seem*d  to  say — 

<*Naked  and  swift  1  flew,  (my  clothes  behind) 
Fear  strung  my  nerves,  and  shame  enrag'd  my 

mind: 
80  wing*d  with  hunger  the  fierce  eagle  flies. 
To  drive  the  trembling  turtles  through  the  skies: 
80  wing'd  with  fear  the  trembling  turtles  spring. 
When  the  fierce  eagle  shoots  upon  the  wing. 

"  Swifl-bounding  from  the  god,  I  now  survey 
Where  breezy  Psophis  and  Cyllene  lay. 
Ells'  h\r  structures  open'd  on  my  eyes; 
And  waving  Erymanthus  cools  the  skies. 
At  length  unequal  for  the  rapid  chase 
Tremble  my  limbs,  the  god  maintains  the  race: 
O^er  hills  and  vales  with  furious  haste  I  flew  : 
O'er  hills  and  vales  the  god  behind  me  drew. 
Now  hov'ring  o*er,  his  lengthening  shadow  bends, 
(His  lengthening  shadow  the  low  Sun  extends) 
And  sudden  now,  his  sounding  steps  drew  near; 
At  least  I  seem'd  his  sounding  steps  to  hear. 
Now  sinking,  in  short  sobs  I  gasped  for  breath, 
Jnst  in  the  jaws  of  violence  and  death. 

*  Ah,Cynthia  belp  !'(>twas  thus  in  thought  I  pray*d) 

*  Ah,  help  a  ravish*d,  miserable  maid !' 
The  virgin-pow'r  consenting  to  my  pray*r, 
Diflfas'd  around  a  veil  of  clouded  air : 
Lost  in  the  gloom  he  wanders  o'er  the  plain. 
And Arethtjsa  calls,  butcallsin  vain; 

In  misty  steams  th'  impervious  vapours  rise. 
Perplex  his  guesses,  and  deceive  his  eyes. 

**  What  fears  I  felt  as  thus  enckw'd  I  stood. 
What  chilling  horrours  trembled  thro'  my  bk)od? 
80  pants  the  fawn  in  silence  and  despair. 
When  the  grim  wolf  runs  howling  thn^  the  lair : 
So  sits  the  lev'ret,  when  the  hound  pursues 
His  trembling  prey,  and  winds  the  Uinted  dews. 

"Sudden  my  cheek  with  flashing  colour  bums, 
Pale  swoons,  and  sickly  fears  succeed  by  turns : 
Cold  creeps  my  blood,  its  pulses  beat  no  more : 
^ig  drops  of  sweat  ascend  from  ev'ry  pore ; 
Adown  my  locks  the  pearly  dews  distill. 
And  each  full  eye  pours  totih  a  gushing  rill; 
Kow  all  at  once  my  melting  limbs  decay, 
Im  mm  ckv  stream  dissolTiog  fast  away*** 


"  The  god  soon  saw  me  floating  o'er  the  plain. 
And  straight  resnm'd  bis  warry  form  again- 
Instant,  Diana  smote  the  trembling  ground ; 
Down  rash  my  waters  with  a  murmuring  sound  ; 
Thence  darkling  thro'  th'  infernal  regions  stray. 
And  in  the  Delian  plains  review  the  day.** 


ANGERIANUS  DE  CJELU, 

(epic.  40.) 

QimM  dormiret   Amor,   rapuit  clam  pulchrm 
pharetram 

Caslia,  surrepti  flevit  Amor  pharetri. 
*'  Noli  (Cypris  ait)  sic  flere  Cupido ;  pharetram 

Pulchra  tibi  rapuit  Caelia,  restituet, 
Non  opus  est  illi  calamis,  non  ignibns :  urit 

Voce,  manu,  gressu,  pectore,  fronte,  oculis.'* 


CUPID  MISTAKEN. 

FftOM  THE  sroars  of  ci/md,  warrrEN  ar  Air* 

CERIANUS. 
IMFTATED  AMD  BNLAROIO* 

As  fast  beside  a  murm'ring  stream. 
In  blissful  vbions  Cupid  lay, 
Chloe,  as  she  softly  came, 
Snatch'd  his  golden  shafts  away. 

Prom  phu»  to  place  in  sad  surprize 
The  liule  angry  godhead  flew: 
Trembling  in  bis  ruddy  eyes 
Hung  the  pearly  drops  of  dew. 

So  on  the  rose  (in  blooming  May, 
When  purple  Phoebus  rises  bright) 
Liquid  gems  of  silver  lay, 

Pierc'd  with  gliU'ring  streams  of  light. 

Pair  Venus  with  a  tender  languish 
SmiKng,  thus  her  son  addrest. 
As  he  murmur'd  out  his  anguish 
Trembling  on  lier  snowy  breast: 

«  Peace,  gentle  infont,  I  implore^ 
Nor  lavish  precious  tears  m  vain; 
CMoe,  when  the  jest  is  o'er. 
Brings  the  useless  shafts  again. 

"  Can  Chloe  need  the  shafts  of  love. 

Young,  blooming,  witty,  plump,  and  fair  \ 
Charms  and  raptures  round  her  move, 
'    Murm'ring  sighs,  and  deep  despair* 

<'  MUlionf  for  her  unheeded  die. 

Millions  to  her  their  blessings  owe  ; 
Ev'ry  motion  of  her  eye 
Murders  more  than  Cupid's  bow.* 


TX>  ^  rOUNG  LADr^ 

mm  Ma.  pbmtom's  Misciu^Ajir. 

These  various  strains,  where  ev'ry  talent  charmt^ 
Where  humour  pleases,  or  where  passion  warmai 
(Strains!  wher^  the  tender  and  sublime  coospirai 
A  Sappho's  sweetness,  and  a  Homer's  fire 
Attend  their  doofn,  and  wait  with  glad  sorpriib 
Th'  impartial  justice  of  Cleora's  eyei. 
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Ti8  hard  io  wy,  what  mysteries  of  hie, 
What  turns  of  fortune  on  good  wiitera  wait. 
The  party-slnve  will  wound  'em  as  hecau, 
Aod  daniUH  the  merit,  if  he  hates  the  man. 
Kay,  ev*n  the  bardrwitb  wit  and  laurels  crown'd, 
B1es9*d  in  each  strain,  in  ev'ry  art  reoown'd, 
Bfisled  by  pride,  and  taught  to  sin  by  powV, 
Still  search  around  for  those  tbey  may  devour;    - 
Like  savage  monarchs  on  a  guilty  throne, 
Who  crush  all  might  that  can  invade  their  own* 
Others  nho  bate,  yet  want  the  soul  to  dare. 
So  ruin  bards — a&  beans  deceive  the  fair: 
On  the  plras'd  ear  their  soft  deceits  employ ; 
Smiling  thty  wound,  and  praise  but  to  destroy. 
Thc^se  are  th'  unhappy  crimes  of  modem  days, 
Jiud  can  the  best  of  poets  hope  for  praise  ? 

How  small  a  part  of  human  blessings  share 
The  wihe,  the  good,  the  noble,  or  the  fiiir ! 
Short  is  the  date  unhappy  wit  can  boast, 
A  blaze  of  glory  in  a  moment  lost, 
Fortune,  still  envious  of  the  great  man's  praise. 
Curses  the  coxctimb  with  a  length  of  days. 
So  (Hector  dead)  amid  the  female  quire. 
Unmanly  Paris  tun'd  the  silver  lyre. 

Attend  ye  Hritons!  in  so  just  a  cause 
lis  sure  a  scandal,  to  withhold  applause  ; 
Kor  let  posterity  reviling  say, 
Thus  unregarded  Fenton  pass'd  away  ! 
Yet  if  the  Muse  may  faith  or  merit  claim, 
(A  Muse  too  just  to  bribe  with  venal  fame) 
Soon  shaltthou  shine  "  in  majesty  avowed  { 
As  ihy  own  goddess  breaking  thro'  a  cloud."  ' 
Fame,  like  a  Mition^ebt,  tho*  long  delayed. 
With  mighty  interest  must  at  last  be  paid. 

Like  Vinci's  strokes,  thy  verses  we  behold; 
Correctly  graceful,  and  with  labour  bold. 
At  Sappho's  woes  we  breathe  a  tender  sigh. 
And  the  soft  sorrow  steals  from  ev'ry  eye. 
Here  Spenser's  thoughts  in  solemn  numbers  roll. 
Here  Jotty  Milton  seems  to  lift  the  soul. 
There  sprightly  Chaucer  charms  our  hours  away 
With  stories  quaint,  and  gentle  roundelay. 
Muse !  at  that  name  each  thought  of  pride 
r  call. 
Ah,  think  now  soon  the  wise  and  glorious  fell ! 
What  though  the  sisters  ev'ry  grace  impart, 
To  smooth  thy  verse,  and  captivate  the  heart : 
What  though  your  charms,  my  fair  Cleora !  shine 
Bright  as  your  eyes,  and  as  your  sex  divine : 
Yet  shall  the  verses,  and  the  charms  decay. 
The  boast  of  ycuth,  the  blessing  of  a  day ! 
Kot  Chaueei-'s  beauties  could  survive  the  rage 
Of  wasting  envy,  and  devouring  age : 
One  mingled  heap  of  ruin  now  we  see : 
Thus  Chaucer  is,  and  Fenton  thus  ihaU  be ! 


TO  MR.  POPE. 

To  move  the  springs  of  nature  as  we  please, 
To  think  w  iih  spirit,  but  to  write  with  ease : 


Tis  yoiin«  like  these,  with  carious  toil  to  tnne 
The  pow'rs  of  language,  bannony,  and  grace. 
How  nature's  self  with  living  lustre  shiDes; 
How  judgment  strengthens,  and  bow  art  refines  j 
How  to  grow  bold  with  consrious  sense  of  fisine. 
And  force  a  pleasure  which  we  dare  not  Uanae : 
To  charm  us  more  thro'  negligence  than  pains. 
And  give  ev'n  life  and  action  to  the  strains : 
Led  by  some  law,  whose  powerful  impulse  guides 
Each  happy  stroke,  and  in  the  soul  presides : 
Some  fairer  image  of  perfection,  giv'n 
T*  inspire  mankind,  itself  deriv'd  from  Hemv^n. 

O  ever  worthy,  ever  crown'd  with  praise^ 
Blest  in  thy  life,  and  blest  in  all  thy  lays' 
Add  that  the  sisters  ev»ry  thought  refine ; 
Or  ev'n  thy  life  be  faultless  as  thy  line; 
Yet  envy  still  with  fiercer  rage  pursues. 
Obscures  the  virtue,  and  defames  the  Muse* 
A  soul  like  thine,  in  pains,  in  grief  resigned. 
Views  wiih  vain  scorn  the  malice  of  maokiiid: 
Not  critics,  but  their  planets  prove  utmost : 
And  are  tbey  blam'd  who  sin  because  they  most  ? 

Yet  sure  not  so  must  all  peruse  thy  lays; 
I  cannot  rit'al — and  yet  dare  to  praise. 
A  thousand  charms  at  once  my  thoufrhts  engag e, 
Sappho's  soft  sweetness,  Pindar's  warmer  nge, 
Slaiius'  free  vigour,  Virgil's  studbus  care. 
And  Homer's  force,  and  Ovid's  easier  air. 

So  seems  some  picture,  where  exact  design. 
And  curious  pains,  and  strength  and  sweetness 
join :  [tows, 

^^Hiere  the  free  thought  its  pleasing  grace  be»- 
And  each  warm  stroke  with  living  colour  glows: 
Soft  without  weakness,  without  labour  fisir  ; 
Wrought  up  at  once  with  happiness  and  care ! 

How  hiest  the  man  that  from  the  worid  renMives 
To  joys  that  Mordaunt,  or  his  Pope  approves  ; 
Whose  taste  exact  each  author  can  explore. 
And  live  the  present  apd  past  ages  o'er : 
Who  free  from  pride,  from  penitepce,  or  stiifie, 
Move  calmly  forward  to  the  verge  of  life  • 
Such  be  my  days,  aod  such  my  fortunes  be. 
To  live  by  reason,  and  to  write  by  thee  ! 

Nor  deem  this  verse,tho'  bumble,  thy  dbgracQ 
All  are  not  tx>rn  the  glory  of  their  race : 
Yet  all  are  bom  t'  adore  the  great  man's  nainCy 
And  trace  his  footsteps  in  the  paths  to  fame. 
The  Muse,  who  now  this  early  homage  pays. 
First  learn'd  from  thee  to  animate  her  lays: 
A  Muse  as  yet  unhonoor'd,  but  unsCarn'd, 
Who  prais'd  no  vices,  no  preferment  gain'd  ; 
Unbiass'd  or  to  censure  or  commend. 
Who  knows  no  envy,  and  who  grieves  no  friend; 
Perhaps  too  fopd  to  make  those  virtues  known. 
And  fix  her  hme  iounortal  on  thy  own. 


THE  SIXTH  TBEBMD  OF  ST^TIUS. 

TKAHSLATSn    INTO    XVGUSB;    WrTH  KOTIS. 
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in  bis  mfiuicy  eipos^d  to  wild  beasts  upon  the 
mountains ;  bat  by  some  mtniculoiis  prcser- 
Taftioa  he  escaped  this  danger,  and  afterwards, 
by  mistake,  slew  his  own  &thor,  as  they  con- 
tended fior  the  way.  He  then  married  Jocasta, 
queen  of  Thebes,  whom  he  knew  not  to  be  his 
mother,  and  had  by  her  two  sons,  Etheocies 
and  Polynices ;    who,  after  their  father  had 
put  out  his  eyes,  and  banished  himself  from 
Thebes,  agreed  between  themselves  to  govern 
year  by  year  interchangeably.  But  this  agree- 
mentwas  ill  observed.    Etheocies,  when  bis 
date  of  government  was  expired,  refused  to 
xesign  it  to  Polynices :  who,  in  his  rage,  fled 
to  Adrastus,  king  of  Argos,  ^o  implore  assist- 
ance against  his  brother.    Adrastus  received 
tbe  j^oung  prince  with  all  Imaginable  tender- 
Den,  and  gave  him  in  marriage  to  his  fair 
daughter  Deipyle,  as  the  oracles  had  appoint- 
ed.    He  then,  with  the  assistance  of  his  allies, 
undertakes  to  settle  Polynices  on  the  throne, 
and  to  depose  Etheocies.     Upon  this,  Thebes 
is  besieged,    and   after  several    encounters, 
tbe  difference  is  at  last  decided  by  the  duel 
and  death  of  the  two  brothers.    This  is  the 
main  action  of  the  poem. 
&sidei  this,  by  way  of  an  under-action,  the 
poet  has  interwoven  another  distinct  story. 
Tbe  goddess  Venus  is  resolved  to  revenge  her- 
self upon  tbe  Lemnians,  because  they  neg- 
lected all  sacriflces  to  her.     She  first  disgusts 
the  men  with  their  wives,  and  then  in  return 
spirits  up  the  women  into  a  resolution  of  mur- 
dering their  husbands.    This  horrible  design 
was  executed  by  each  of  them,  except  Hyp- 
sipyle,  who  saved  her  father  Thoas.     Some 
time   afterwards  this   also   was   discovered. 
Hypsipyle,  to  avoid  the  fury  of  the  women 
fled  to  the  sea-shore ;   where  she  was  taken 
by  the  pirates,  and  presented  by  them  to  king 
Lycnrgus,  who  made  her  nurse  to  his  son 
Arcbemocns.  The  dominions  of  this  prince  lay 
directly  in  the  way  from  Argps  to  Thebes. 
As  Adrastus  and  his    allies  were  marching 
tbitber,  the  troops  were  ready  to  perish  for 
want  of  water.    They  chanced  in  a  wood  to 
meet  Hyp«pyle,who  pitying  their  misfortunes, 
lays  down  in  baste  her  young  child,  and  shows 
them  a  spring  that  could  never  be  drained. 
She  receives  the   thanks  of   Adrastus,   and 
having  at  his  request  recited  her  own  adven- 
tures, returns  b^k,  and  finds  the  jroung  in- 
tuit Arebemoros  j ust  kiH*d  by  a  serpent    Her 
oottlusion  and  fears  are  described  in  an  excel- 
lent speech  upon  that  occasion.    The  Grecians 
kill  tbe  serpent,  and  in  honour  of  the  dead 
|mnce  perform  all  the  rites  of  burial ;  which 
n  the  sntrject  of  this  present  book. 


foot-race,  the  discus,  the  fight  with  tiie  esstns, 
the  wrestling,  and  shooting  of  arrows;  whirh 
last  ends  with  a  prodigy,  foreboding  that  none 
of  the  confederate  princes  should  retani  from 
the  war,  except  Adrastus. 


Soon  mournful  fame  through  ev'ry  town  pro* 

claims 
The  rites  of  sepulture,  and  Grecian  games : 
What  mighty  chiefs  should  glory  give  or  gain. 
Prepared  to  combat  on  the  listed  plain. 
Tbe^e  honours  first  the  great  Alcides  paid 
To  please  old  Pelop's  venerable  shade : 
What  time  near  Pisa  he  inhum'd  the  dead. 
And  bound  with  olive-wreaths  his  dusty  head. 
These,  with  new  hopes  glad  Phocis  next  bestowed. 
When  Python  sunk  beneath  her  bowyer  god. 
These  still  religion  to  Palasmon  pays 
(Religion  blinded  with  a  length  of  days) 
When  hanging  o'er  the  deep  in  anguish  ravet 
His  royal  mother  » to  the  Munding  waves ; 
0*er  either  Isthmus  floats  the  mingled  moan,      * 
And  distant  Thebe  answers  groan  for  groan. 
The  pious  games  bet^in,  with  loud  alarms. 
Here  the  young  warriours  first  prelude  in  armit 
Each  blooming  youth  Aonia  semis  to  fame. 
And  each  dear  object  to  the  1'yrian  dame ; 
Who  once  embni'd  in  blood,  shall  heap  around 
High  hilts  of  shin,  and  deluge  all  the  ground. 

The  youthful  sailors  thus  with  early  care 
Their  arms  experience,  and  for  sea  prepare :  . 
On  some  smooth  lake  their  lighter  oars  essay. 
And  learn  the  dangers  of  the  watry  way ; 
But  once  grown  bold,   they  lanch    before  tbe 

wind 
Eager  and  swift,  nor  turn  their  eyes  behind. 

Aurora  now,  fair  daughter  of  the  day, 
WarmM  the  clear  orient  with  a  blushiug  ray; 
Swift  from  mankind  the  pow*r  of  slumbers  flew; 
And  the  pale  Moon  her  glimm'ring  beams  with* 

drew. 
0*er  the  long  woods  the  matin  dirges  nm. 
And  shrieks  of  sorrow  wake  the  rising  Sun, 

Th*  unhappy  father,  father  now  no  more. 
His  bosom  beat,  his  aged  hairs  he  tore : 
Beside  him  lay  each  ornament  of  state. 
To  make  him  wretched,  as  they  made  him  great* 
With  more  than  female  grief  the  mother  cries. 
And  wringing  both  her  hands,  obtests  the  skies; 
Bending  she  weeps  upon  th*  extended  slain. 
Bathes  ev'ry  wound,  returns,  and  weeps  again. 

But  when  the  kings  in  sad  and  solemn  woe^ 
Entered  the  ilome,  majestically  slow : 
(As  if  just  then  the  tVembling  babe  was  found, 
And  life's  last  blood  came  issuing  thro*  the  woond) 
Breast  took  from  breast  the  melancholy  strain. 
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In  f»in  the  charmer  pleads,  unhoiinded  flow 
The  parent's  teare,  in  violence  of  woe. 
He  hears  oo  more  than  storms  that  thund'rtng 
Begpand  the  sailors  vowst,  or  piercing  cries,   [rise. 
And  the  wild  hoi  rour  of  their  stony  eyes. 

Apart,  a  crowd  of  friends  the  bier  bestrow 
With  cypress-boughs :  then  place  the  straw  be- 
low, [spread, 
The  second  rank  with  short-Iiv'd   flow'rs  they 
Which  soon  must  fade,  and  wither  like  the  dead. 
Arabian  odours  from  the  third  diflfuse 
A  grateftil  smoke,  and  weep  in  fragrant  dews. 
Above  from  heaps  of  gold  bright  colours  stream. 
And  deeper  purple  shoots  a  sanguine  gleam. 

Inwoven  on  the  pall,  young  Linus  lay 
lo  lonely  woods,  to  mangling  dogs  a  prey. 
Heart-wounded  at  the  sight,  in  anguish  stands 
Eiirydice,   and  spreads  her  trembling  hands ; 
Then  turns,  her  eyes,  half  dying  with  a  groao, 
For  kindred  miseries  so  like  her  own. 
Arms,  scepters,  jewels,  on  the  dead  they  throw, 
An<l  sacriOce  all  grandeur  to  their  woe. 
As  if  the  hero,  deck'd  with  warlike  spoil. 
Was  borne  in  triumph  to  the  funeral  pyle. 
^et  as  due  rites,  with  kind  affection  paid, 
Can  add  sonn;  honours  to  the  infant-sbade ; 
Hence  rose  magnificence,  and  solemn  tears. 
With  presents  suited  to  maturer  years. 

Long  time  with  early  hopes  Lycurgus  fed 
A  breed  of  coursers  sacred  to  the  dead. 
A  giitt'ring  helm  was  safely  plac'd  apart. 
And  purple  trappings  of  Sidonian  art: 
And  consecrated  spears,  (a  deadly  store) 
Radiant  and  keen,  as  yet  unstain'd  with  gore. 
The  pious  mother  thus,  deceivM  too  late 
Like  her  fond  spouse,  reservM  a  crown  of  state. 
And  royal  robes»,  overwrought  with  rising  flow'rs; 
llie  silent  growth  of  solitary  hours. 
These  and  the  rest  at  once,  the  furious  sire 
Dooms  in  d:straction  to  the  greedy  fire. 

Meanwhile,  assembled  by  the  seer's  commands. 
To  raise  the   pyre,  crowd   thick  the   Grecian 

bands, 
From  Nemee  these,  and  Tempe's  lofty  crown. 
Tumble  whole  heaps  of  crashing  forests  dowD : 
Hieir  airy  brows  the  naked  hills  display. 
And  earth  once  more  beholds  the  face  of  day. 
Deep  groan  the  groves :  on  rufHing  pinions  rise 
Birds  after  birds ;  the  angry  savage  flies. 
Sacred  through  time,  from  age  to  age  it  stood, 
A  wide-spread,  gloomy,  venerable  wood  ; 
Older  than  man,  and  ev*ry  sylvan  maid, 
M'ho  haunts  the  grot,  or  skims  along  the  glade. 
Stretcb'd  o*er  the  ground  the  tow'ring  oaks  were 

■een. 
The  foodful  beech,  and  cypress  ever  green : 
The  nuptial  elm,  and  mountain-holm  entire. 
The  pitchy  tree  that  feeds  the  fun'ral  fire : 
The  resin  soft,  and  solitary  yew, 


Sudden  and  swift  as  kindJniif  flames  arise. 
Float  o'er  the  fields,  and  blaze  uato  the  skies. 
The  sinking  grove  resounds  with  freqoeat  groans; 
Sylvanus  starts,  and  hoary  Pales  moans. 
Trembling  and  sk)W  the  guardiau-nymph&  retire, 
Or  clasp  the  tree,  and  perish  in  the  fire. 
So  when  some  chief    (the  city  storm'd)  oobh 
maods 
Revenge  and  plunder  to  his  furious  hands  : 
Ere  yet  he  speaks  the  domes  in  ruin  lay  ; 
They  strike,  they  level,seize  and  bear  away. 

Sacred  to  Ueav'n  and  Hell,  the  mouraen  rear 
Two  massy  altars,  pointing  in  the  air. 
The  pious  rites  begin,  in  mournful  strains 
The  music  of  the  Phrygian  fife  complains; 
Whose  pow'rful  sounds  th*  unwilling  ghosts  obey. 
And,  pale  and  shiv*ring,  mount  the  realms  of  day. 
First  Pelops  taught  these  mdancholy  strains. 
When  Niobe's  fond  offspring  prest  the  plains : 
Six  blooming  youths,  and  six  fair  virgins  fell. 
Sent  by  fierce  Cynthia  to  the  shades  of  Hell, 
Incence  and  oil  apon  the  pile  they  throw. 
And  mighty  monarchs  mighty  gifU  bestow* 
High-rais'd  in  ais  the  monmfiLl  bier  is  bon. 
Dejected  chiefs  Lycurgus*  train  adorn  ; 
The  female  sex  around  the  mother  crowd. 
And  weep  and  sob,  and  vent  their  griefis  alood  t 
Behind,  Hypsipyle's  soft  sorrows  flow 
Silent,  ^nd  fa^  in  ek)quence  of  woe. 
Each  heaving  bosom  draws  a  deeper  si^. 
And  the  big  passion  bursts  from  ev'ry  eya. 
Thus  while  the  crystal  tears  unbounded  ran. 
In  piercing  shrieks  Eurydice  began. 
"  Ah  !    dearest  child  1    amid  these  moondal 
dames 
I  never  thought  to  give  thee  to  the  fiames ! 
How  could  1  dream  of  sorrows  and  of  death 
In  the  first  moments  of  thy  infimt  breath  } 
How  could  1  dread  these  bloody  wars  to  see  ; 
Or  deem  that  Thebes  should  ever  murder  thee  } 
What  sudden  vengeance  wiog'd  with  wrath  di- 
Piirsues  me  still,  and  curses  all  my  line  ?     [vine 
Yet  Cadmus'  sons  in  ease  and  plenty  lire. 
Blest  with  each  joy  th*  indulging  pow'rs  caogirq 
No  mourning  dames  in  sable  weeds  appear. 
To  bathe  the  last  cold  ashes  with  a  tear. 

«  Wretch  that  1  was,  too  fondly  to  believe 
A  faithless  slave,  a  wand'ring  fugitive  I 
Pious  she  told  the  melancholy  taJe 
With  fair  invention,  pow'iful  to  prevail ; 
Is  this  that  guardian  of  the  Lemnian  state. 
Who  snatch'd  her  father  from  tha  jaws  of  fi^e? 

"  Ah  no !  herself  the  bk)ody  Juries  joined. 
And  vow*d  like  those,  destruction  to  mankind! 
Is  this  her  care;  to  leave  in  woods  alone 
Her  prince,  nay  more,  an  infont  not  her  own  } 
Suppose  through  pity  or  neglect  she  stray'd, 
(While  my  dear  child  lay  trembling  in  the  shade) 
Unknowing  of  the  monsters  wild  and  vast. 
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W1m>  di7?d  thy  cheeks  irith  streams  of  crystal 
drowned,  [sound. 

And  taught  thy  voice  to  frame  the  fault'ring 
Ungrateful  wretch,  may  grief  thy  years  consume, 
And  pains  eternal  bend  thee  to  the  tomb ! 
Tear  her,  ye  warriors,  tear  her  frummyeyes^ 
Deaf  to  her  vows,  her  penitence,  or  cries: 
Deep  in  her  bosom  drive  th' avenging  dart, 
To  drink  the  blood  that  feeds  her  faithless  heart, 
In  the  same  moment  IMl  resign  ray  breath, 
Satiate  with  fury,  andcontent  in  death!'* 

She  ^Mdce,  and  startitig  saw  the  Lemnian  maid. 
As  in  the  silence  of  her  son!  she  pray'd : 
Sodden  her  rage  rekindles  at  the  view. 
And  trickling  down  her  cheeks  descend  the  drops 

of  dew. 
"  Bear,  oh  ye  chiefii,  this  female  curse  away. 
Who  adds  a  horroar  to  the  fan'ral  day. 
Who  with  a  smile  profanes  the  matron's  moan. 
And  triumphs  in  misfortunes  not  her  own." 
She  said,  uid  sinking  drew  a  fiunter  sigh. 
Rage  ttop'd  her  voice,   and  grief  overwhelmed 

her  eye ; 
Theoce  slowly  moving  thro'  the  crowd  she  went 
By  sileot  steps,  in  sullen  discontent 

So  when  the  holy  priest  with  curious  eyes. 
Dooms  some  fair  heifer  to  the  saoriiioe. 
Or  the  gaunt  lion  bears herthro*  the  wood. 
As  down  her  side  distils  the  life-warm  blood : 
The  mother«beast,  directed  and  abne. 
Poors  to  the  winds  her  lamentable  moan. 
With  moomfnl  looks  she  paces  from  the  plain. 
And  ofbeo  gote,  and  oflen  turns  again. 

The  fiithar  now  unbares  his  rev*rend  head  ; 
His  silver  locks  he  scatters  o'er  the  dead : 
Then  with  a  sigh,  the  venerable  man 
Tbos  to  the  parent  of  the  gods  began. 

'<  If  Jove^s  almighty  wisdom  can  deceive 
Curst  Is  the  man  who  fondly  will  believe ! 
Tliesesaered  bain,  longfrom  the  razor  free, 
I  bore,  a  pious  gift  reserv'd  for  thee: 
Whstf  time  Opheltes'  youthful  cheeks  resign 
Their  tender  down,  an  offering  at  thy  shrine. 
In  vain — the  sullen  priest  refiis'd  my  pray'r. 
And  seatt*ring  winds  disperst  it  all  in  air. 
Tear  them  my  fingers,  tear  them  from  my  head. 
The  last  sad  office  to  the  worthy  dead!" 

Mean  while  the  kindling  brand  awakes  the 
TV  unwilling  parents  mlently  retire ;  [fire. 

High-lifted  shields,  that  intercept  the  light 
In  one  dark  circle,  hide  the  mournful  sight. 
The  Aying  em'raMs  crackle  in  the  blaze. 
And  fiery  rubies  stream  with  sanguine  rays. 
In  shining  riUs  the  trembling  silver  flows, 
And  dearer  gold  with  flaming  lustre  glows. 
In  balmy  elMds  Arabia's  odours  rise, 
To  waft  their  grateful  firagrance  to  the  skies. 
lUch  urns  of  milk,  toti'ring,  their  streams  in- 
cline, 
IfingliBg  with  blood,  and  ting'd  with  sable  wine. 

Ser'n  monrnful  cohorts  (as  their  chieftains 


Remote  from  these,  another  fire  they  fbed 
\¥ith  firstling  victims  of  the  woolly  breed. 
Intent  in  thought  the  pious  augur  stands. 
Approves  the  rites,  inspires  the  fainting  bands  > 
Calmly  dissembling  iu  his  anxious  mind 
Each  sad  presage  of  miseries  behind. 

Returning  from  the  right  with  loud  alarms. 
Again  the  warriors  beat  their  clatt'ring  arms; 
Shields,  lances,  helms,  the  siidting  flames  o'er* 

spread, 
A  friend's  last  pledges  to  the  wariike  dead« 
Poll  on  the  winds  the  swelling  music  floats. 
And  Nemee^s  shades  pour  back  the  leng  Ji'ning 
notes. 

So  when  the  trumpeter  wi^h  lab'ring  breath 
Shakes  the  wide  fields,  and  sounds  the  charge  of 

death : 
The  blood  fermenting  feels  a  gentle  heat. 
Quick  roll  the  eyes,  and  fast  the  pulses  beat  s 
E'er  yet  their  rage  the  martial  god  controls. 
Nor  swells  their  nerves,  nor  rusheson  their  souls^ 

Now  careful  Night  in  sober  weeds  array 'd, 
Cer  the  clear  skies  extends  her  dusky  shade. 
They  bend  the  copious  goblet  o'er  the  pjrre. 
And  quench  with  wine  the  yet  -remaining  fire. 

Nine  times  his  course  bright  Lucifer  had  roU'd^ 
And  ev'ning  Vesper  deck'd  his  rays  with  gold : 
Now  o'er  the  urn  the  sacred  earth  they  spreads 
And  raise  a  monument  to  grace  the  dead. 
Here  in  relief  the  Lenmian  rirgin  stands. 
Who  points  the  grateful  spring  to  Grecians bandse 
There  young  Opheltes  breathes  his  dying  moan. 
And  seems  to  shiver,  and  turn  pale  in  stone  ; 
In  waving  spires  the  serpent  floats  along. 
And  rolls  his  eyes  in  death,  and  darts  his  foiky 
tongue. 

By  this,  the  pleas'd  spectators  in  a  row. 
Throng  the  green  Circus,  and  enjoy  the  show. 
Deep  in  the  bosom  of  a  vale  it  stood. 
Sacred  to  sports,  and  overhung  with  wood : 
A  darker  green  its  grassy  surface  crowns. 
And  smoothly  swims  the  car  along  the  downs. 
Long  ere  the  dawn  of  mom  the  mingling  throng 
Spr^s  o'er  the  plain,  and  man  bears  man  along : 
(Not  half  such  numbers  crowd  the  sacred  space* 
Where  yearly  honours  dead  Palssmon  grace ;) 
Confiis'd  delight !  the  fiiir,  the  gay,  the  sage. 
And  boastful  youth,  and  deep-discerning  age^ 

Twice  fifty  steers  along  the  plains  they  drew. 
As  many  mother-cows  of  sable  hue  ; 
As  many  heifers  rahte  their  youthful  horns. 
Whose  front  as  yet,  no  blaze  of  white  adorns. 

High  o'er  the   people>   wrought  with  lively 
grace. 
Shine  the  fair  gkmcs  oftheb  ancient  race: 
Each  speaking  figure  seems  to  touch  the  won\. 
And  life  and  motion  animate  the  whole. 
Here  lab'ring  Hercules  with  anguish  prest 
The  roaring  lion  to  his  manly  breast 
Inspir'd  with  art  th'  historic  figures  rise. 
And  ev'n  in  sculpture  live,  and  meet  the  eye% 
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Still  in  ber  fanes  ttie  sable  Memphian  bows. 
And  eastern  Magi  pay  their  early  vows. 
Here  Tan' alus  am'd  tbepow*r8  divine    ' 
Lifts  tbe  deep  gitblet  crown*d  with  spark  ling  wine: 
Kor  stands  (as  poets  sing)  in  streams  below. 
Still  curst  with  life,  yet  fated  still  to  woe. 
The  wretch  for  ever  pines,  the  streams  for  ever 
flow. 

There  Pelops  lashes  on  with  1oos*ned  reins 
Keptnnc's  fleet  coursers  o'er  tbe  smoking  plains: 
Behind  his  rival  o'er  the  rapid  steed 
Hangs  imminent'— and  drives  with  equal  speed. 
Acrysiift  here  in  thoughtful  posture  stands: 
There  brave  ChorsBbus  lifts  his  bleeding  bands. 
Here  am'itius  Jove  descending  as  of  old, 
Impregnates  Danae  with  a  show*r  of  gold. 
Her  blushes  Amymone  strives  to  hide, 
Comprest  by  Neptune  in  the  silver  tide. 
Alcmena  there  young  Hercules  admires. 
As  her  head  blazes  with  three  lambent  fires. 

Here  Belus*  sons  at  Hymen's  altars  stand, 
And  join  with  hearts  averse  the  friendly  hand : 
A  faithless  smiie  of  ill-dissembled  grace 
Seem'd  moot  to  flatter  in  Cgysthus'  face : 
As  the  calm  villain  with  severe  delight 
Ac  s  in  his  mhid  the  murders  of  the  night. 

Now  ev'ry  bosom  beats  with  hopes,  or  fear. 
The  clamours  thicken, and  the  crowd  draws  near. 
Inspire  the  muse,  to  sing  each  hero's  deeds, 
O  pow'r  of  verse !  and  name,  and  gen'rous  steeds. 

Before,  afar,  Arion  beats  the  plain  ;  [mane  : 
Ijoose  to  the  breeze  high-danc'd  his  floating 
Immortal  steed  !  whom  first  th'  earth-shaker's 

hand 
Tam'd  to  the  lash,  and  drove  along  the  strand : 
ITiough  restless  as  the  wintry  surges  roll. 
And  furious  still,  and  unsubdu'd  of  ^ul. 
Mix'd  with  his  watry  steeds  the  god  he  bore 
To  Lybian Syrtes,  orth'  Ionian  shore: 
Swift  flew  the  rapid  car,  and  left  behind 
The  noise  of  teqi  pests,  and  the  wings  of  wind. 
To  glory  next  great  Hercules  he  drew. 
O'er  hills,  and  vales,  and  craggy  rock«  he  flew: 
Then  to  Adrastus'  government  was  eiv'n 
TV  immortal  courser,  and  the  gift  of  Heav'n. 
The  royal  hand  by  due  degrees  reclaim'd. 
And  length  of  years  bis  stubborn  spirit  tam'd : 
Him  now  with  many  a  wish,  and  many  a  pray'r, 
Adrastus  lends  to  Polynices'  care  ; 
Shows  him  to  urge  his  fiery  soul  along 
With  tim'rous  hand,  and  gentleness  of  tongue: 
The  reins  to  guide,  the  circling  lash  to  wield. 
And  drive  victorious  o'er  the  dusty  field. 

So  sad  Apollo  with  a  boding  sigh 
Told  his  fon^  child  the  danger  of  the  sky : 
Careful  the  parent,  such  advice  to  give ; 
Could  fate   be  chang'd,  or   headstrong  youth 
believe  ! 

Th'  OLbalian  priest   motes  second  o'er  the 

nlain. 


Nor  Strokes  nor  blandishment  (hdr  rage  con* 

trols,  fsoulsy 

They  bound    and  swell  with  more  than  female 
Sprung  from  tbe  cloud-bom  Centaurs,  such  their 

force. 
Their  lustful  heat,  and  fury  in  the  course. 

Then  fiiir  Hypsipile's  bold  oflBqmring  came. 
Two  lovely  twins,  alike  intent  on  fame,     [same. 
Their  steeds,  their  chariots,  and  their  arms  the 
(This  Thoas  call'd,  the  name  his  grandsire  bore  ^ 
And  Euneos  that,  to  sail  from* shore  to  shore) 
Each  wish'd  the  glorious  victory  his  own,- 
If  not-*  his  brother  to  be  blest  alone. 

Last  Chromis  and  Hippodanras  succeed. 
Each  checks  the   reins,  and  each  inapipes  his 

steed : 
Alike  with  martial  eminence  they  Aoae, 
(Enomaus'  this,  and  that  Alcides'  son  ; 
One  drove  the  coursers  erst  at  Pisa  bred. 
And  one  the  savage  steeds  of  Diomed. 

Whence  first  they  start,  a  stony  fragment 
Ofold,  a  limit  to  contiguous  landa  [stands^ 

An  aged  oak  of  leaves  and  branches  bare. 
Presents  a  goal  to  guide  the  circling  car. 
Their  distance  such,  as  the  wing'd  arrow  flies 
Thrice  from  the  bow  sent  hissing  through  the 

skiea. 
Mean  while,  high-thron'd  amid  th'  Aontaa 
Divine  Apollo  strikes  the  silver  lyre ;         [qoira 
He  sung  the  wars  on  Phlegra's  fkta)  pimin. 
And  Python,  o'er  Castalia's  fountain  sbthb 
He  sung  what  order  rules  the  worlds  on  high. 
Who  bids  the  thunder  roar,  and  lightnmg  fly  : 
\^'ho  feeds  the  ^ars,  or  gave  the  winds  to  blow : 
What  springs  eternal  swell  the  seas  bekiw  ; 
Who  spread  the  clouds,  who  nUls  the  lamp  of 

light 
O'er  HeavHi's  bine  arch,  or  wraps  the  world  in 

night 
Here  eeas'd  th'  harmonious  god,  bis  lyre  be 
With  decent  care  beneath  a  laureat  shade ;  [laid 
Then  in  rich  robes  his  beauteous  limbs  be  drest : 
A  starry  zone  hung  blazing  o'er  his  breast. 
Sudden  a  shout  confus'dly  strikes  his  ears-* 
He  bends  his  awfhl  eyes,  the  crowd  appears. 
Each  chief  he  knows,  and  honours  each,  bnt  most 
The  *  priest,  and  ruler  of  Thessalia's  host,  » 
"  What  pow'r,"  (he  cries)  "  hasflr'd  with  thirst  of 
These  two  adorers  of  Apollo's  name  ?  [fiuae 

Equally  dear  and  good,  al&e  renown'd 
For  piety,  alike  with  favours  crown'd. 
When  once  a  swain  the  lowing  herds  I  drove, 
(Such  was  the  doom  of  fate,  and  wrath  of  Jove) 
Still  did  Admetus'  pious  altars  Uaxe, 
And  ev'ry  temple  rung  with  hymns  of  praise; 
While  at  my  shrine  Amphiarius  stands. 
And  lifts  his  eyes,    and  spreads  his 

hands; 
O  dearest,  best  of  men ;  alas  no  i 
Black  fate  impends,  and  all  thy  iovs  are  o'er. 
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Thra  sadden  from  Olyrdpu^  airr  beieht. 
To  Nemee's  shade  precipitates  hisfli^t; 
Swift,  as  a  sadden  flash  of  lifcht*ning  flies, 
Beading  he  shoots  adown  the  shining  skies : 
Ev^n  while  on  Earth  the  god  parsnes  his  way. 
Behind,  aloft,  the  streams  of  glory  play. 
Dance  on  the  winds,  or  in  a  blaze  decay. 

Now  in  his  helm  impartial  ProthSus  thrtyws 
The  flying  lots,  and  as  the  lots  dispose, 
ArouDd  him  rang'd  in  beaateous  order  came 
Eaeh  ardent  youth,  a  candidate  for  fame. 
Here  wild  mistrust,  and  jealoasies  appear, 
And  pale  surprise,  and  self-suspecting  fear: 
Kestless  impatience,  cold  in  ev'ry  patt. 
And  a  sad  dread  that  seems  to  sink  the  heart 
There  shouts  of  triumph  rend  the  vaulted  sky. 
And  fome  and  conquest  brighten  eT*ry  eye. 
Th'  impatient  coursers  pant  in  ev'ry  Tein, 
And  pawing  seem  to  beat  the  distant  plaHi : 
The  burning  foam  descends,  the  bridles  ring. 
And  from  the  barrier-boonds  in  thought  they 

spring; 
The.vales,  the  floods  appear  already  crost. 
And  e'er  they  start,  a  thousand  steps  are  lost. 
T*  exalt  their  pride,  a  crowd  of  servants  deck 
Their  curling  manes,  and  stroke  the  shining 
neck. 
Tnstant,  (the  signal  gtv'n)  the  rival  throng 
Starts  sadden  with  a  bound — and  shouts  along. 
Swift  as  a  vessel  o'er  the  waters  flies. 
Swift  as  an  arrow  hisses  through  the  skies : 
-  Swift  as  a  flaaie  devours  the  crackling  wood. 
Swift  as  the  headlong  torrents  of  a  flood. 

Now  m  one  cloud  they  vanish  from  the  eye, 
Kor  see  nor  know  their  ri^ls  as  they  fly : 
They  turn  the  goal :  again  with  rapid  pace 
The  wfaedi  roU    rooi|d,  and  blot  their  former 

trace; 
Now  on  their  knees  they  steer  a  bending  course. 
Now  hang  impatient  o'er  the  flying  horse. 
From  groaning  earth  the  mingling  clamours  rise, 
Confusion  fills  their  ears,  and  darkness  blinds 
their  eyes. 
Instinct  with  prescience,  or  o'eraw'd  by  f^, 
Arion  feels  an  unknown  charioteer 
Pois'd  on  the  reins ;  to  sudden  thought  restor'd. 
He  dreads  the  fury  of  his  absent  lord: 
Enrag'd  now  runs  at  random,  and  disdains 
To  bear  a  stranger :  wonder  fills  the  plains. 
All  think  the  steed  too  eager  for  the  prize ; 
.   The  steed  breathes  vengeance,  from  the  driver 
flies. 
And  seeks  his  master  round  with  wishful  eyes. 
The  next,  though  mighty  far  the  next,  suc- 
ceeds 
AmphiarHus  with  his  snow-white  steeds: 
Close  by  bis  side  Admetos  whirls  along, 
Buncos  and  Thoas  join  the  flying  throng: 
Next  Chromas  and  Hippodamus  appear. 
Who  wage  a  dreadful  conflict  in  the  rear : 
Skiird  of  themselves,  in  vain  they  urge  the  chase, 
(Their  steeds  too  heavy  for  so  swift  a  race) 
Hippodamus  flew  first,  and  full  behind 
Impatient  Chropis  blows  the  sultry  wind. 

Admetus  now  directs  the  side-long  horse 
To  turn  the  goal,  and  intercept  the  course: 
His  equal  art  the  priest  of  Phcebus  tries. 
The  goal  be  brushes/  as  his  chariot  flies ; 
While  mad  Arion  wanders  o'er  the  plain, 
Kor  jninds  the  race,  nor  hears  the  curbing  rein. 


Unable  to  control,  the  tremblinir  chief 
Sits  sadly  silent,  and  indulges  grief? 
Pleas'd  with  his  liberty  the  sea-born  horse 
Springs  with  a  bound,  and  thunders  o'er  tlM 

course: 
Tx>ad  shouts  the  multitude  :  in  wild  debate 
Of  fears  and  terroafs  Polynices  sate, 
Flinn  up  the  reins,  and  waits  th'  event  of  fkte.    . 

So  spent  with  toils,  and  gasping  after  breath. 
Pants  the  pale  sailor  in  the  arms  of  death ; 
In  sad  despilit  gives  ev'ry  labour  o'er, 
And  marks  the  skies  and  faithless  winds  no  more. 
Now  horse  with  horse,  to  chariot  chariot  clos'd. 
Wheels  dash'd  with  wheels,  and  chief*  to  chief 
oppos'd.  [ways- 

War,  war  it  seem'd !  and  death  ten  thousand 
So  dreadful,  is  the  sacred  lust  of  praise  ! 
Each  chief  by  turns  bis  panting  coursers  fires. 
With  praise  now  pleases,  now  with  rage  inspires. 
By  fisir  address  Admetus  sooths  along 
Iris  the  swift,  and  Pholde  the  strong. 
Amphiar&us  hastens  with  a  blow 
Fierce  Aschetos  to  rush  before  the  fbe. 
And  Cycnus  whiter  than  the  new-fal'n  snow. 
With  vows  and  pray'rs  Hippodamus  excitea 
Sk>w  moving  Calydon,  renown'din  fights: 
Strimon  enconrag'd  by  bold  Cfaromis  flies. 
And  swift  ^hion  starts  at  Euneos'  cries  s 
And  fair  Podarcd  fleck'd  with  purple  stains, 
By  Thoas  summon'd,  beats  the  sounding  plainsu 
In  silence  Polynices  drives  alone, 
Sighs  to  himself,  and  trembles  to  be  known. 

Three  times  the  smoking  car  with  npid  pace 
Had  tum*d  the  goal,  the  fourth  concludes  tho 

race. 
Fast  and  more  fast  the  panting  coursers  Mow, 
And  streams  of  sweat  from  ev'ry  member  flow. 
Now  Fortune  first  the  crown   of  conquest 
brings 
(Suspending  in  mid  air  her  trembling  wings). 
In  act  to  hurl  Admetus  to  the  plain, 
Revengful  Thoas  gives  up  all  the  rein ; 
Hippodamus  survey'd  the  fraud  from  far  : 
Full  in  its  course  he  met  the  driving  car. 
Loud  dash'd  the  wheels ;  Hippodamus  withdrew 
To  turn  the  chariot,  ardent  Chromas  flew 
Instant  before,  in  angry  fight  oppos'd, 
Chief  strove  with  chief,  to  chariot  chaijot  clos'd. 
In  vain  th'  impatient  coursers  urge  along, 
Lock'd  in  th'  embrace,  indissolubly  strong. 

So  when  the  summer  winds  in  silence  sleep. 
And  drowsy  Neptune  stills  the  watry  deep : 
O'er  the  clear  verdant  wave  extended  lies 
Th'  nnmoving  vessel,  till  the  gales  arise. 

Again  the  warriors  strive,  the  fields  resound  i 
Hippodamus,  all  sudden  with  a  bound 
Sbock'd — from  his  chariot  tumbled  to  the  ground. 
The  Thracian  coursers  (but  their  chief  withstood) 
Spring  to  devour  his  limb^,  and  drink  his  blood: 
Instant  the  generous  victor  turn'd  away, 
And  gain'd  more  glory  though  he  lost  the  day. 
Mean  while  the  god  who  gilds  th'  ethereal 
space 
Descends,  himself  a  partner  of  the  race : 
(Just   where  the  steeds  their  stretching  shade 
And  the  long  labours  of  the  Circus  end)  [extend, 
A  Glorgon's  head  aloft  in  air  he  bore. 
Horrid  with  snakes,  and  stain'd  with  human  gore: 
One  ghastly  look  were  able  to  disnuiy  •'■ 

The  steeds  of  Mars,  or  those  that  lead  the  day ; 
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Sv'n  Hcirg  glim  gnardiMi  might  snroeMeto  roar; 
And  furies  fear,  uoknown  to  fear  before. 

Suddee  Anon  ey'd  the  sight  firodi  far» 
And  loudly  snorting  stopp'd  the  driving  car : 
Cold  darts  of  ice  shot  thrilling  through  bis  blood, 
His  fearful  flesh  all  trembled  as  they  stood: 
Abruptly  sbock'd,  and  mindless  of  the  reio^ 
Th*  Aonian  hero  tumbled  to  the  plain  ; 
Again  recovered,  fleeter  than  the  wind 
Arion  flies,  and  leaves  his  chief  behind. 
Beside  the  prostrate  chief,  the  rital  throng 
Obliquely  bending,  swiftly  nish'd  along. 
Slow  from  the  dust  be  ro9e,  and  sadly  went 
Through  the  long  crowd  in  sullen  discontent 
O  happy  hour !  had  fate  but  deign'd  to  close 
Thy  eyes  in  death  ;  the  period  of  our  woes ! 
Thee  Thebes  should  honour,  and  her  tyrant  shed 
Some  teara  in  public  to  bewail  the  dead. 
Larissa^s  groves  should  fall,  to  raise  thy  pyre 
And  Nemee's  woods  augment  the  Amoral  fire. 
All  Greece  a  nobler  monument  should  raise 
Than  this,  now  sacred  to  Opbeltes*  praise. 

Furious  the  pfophet  drove  with  rapid  pace 
Sure  of  the  prize,  yet  second  in  the  race : 
Before,  afar  the -sea-born  courser  drew 
His  empty  chariot  rat'ling  as  he  flew. 
Yet  still  the  prophet  thunders  o*er  the  plain. 
Eager  of  praise,  amaz'd,  enrag*d, — in  vam ; 
The  powV  of  wisdom  more  than  mortal  stiong. 
Swells  ev'ry  nerve  to  lash  the  steeds  along : 
Instinct  with  rage  divine  bis  steeds  renew 
The  rapid  labour  bath'd  in  streams  of  dew. 
The  glowing  axle  kindles  as  they  fly, 
And  drifts  of  rising  dust  involve  the  sky. 
Earth  opening  seems  to  groan,  (a  fatal  sign  !) 
Still  they  rush  on,  advancing  in  a  line : 
Now  with  redoabled  swiftness  Cycnus  flies. 
But  partial  Neptune  the  whole  palm  denies : 
Arion  won  the  race,  the  prophet  bore  the  prize. 

A  masey  bowl  (the  pledge  designed  to  grace 
The  gen'rous  chief  victorious  iu  the  race) 
Two  youths  present  him :  antique  was  the  moukl. 
Blazing  with  gems,  and  rough  with  rising  gold : 
In  this,  Alcides  each  revolving  night 
Was  wont  to  drown  the  labours  of  the  flght : 
Orav'd  on  the  sides  was  seen  the  dreadful  firay 
When  biutal  Centaurs  snatch'd  the  bride  away. 
With  living  terrours  stare  the  chiefs  around. 
These  aim  the  dart,  and  those  receive  the  wound: 
Each  in  distorted  postures  heaves  for  breath. 
And  seems  to  threaten  in  the  pangs  of  death. 

A  cosily  vesture  was  reserved  to  grace 
Admetus,  next  in  merit  as  in  place ; 
Em'broider'd  figures  o'er  the  texture  shine. 
And  Tyrian  purple  heightens  the  design. 
Here  pale  and  trembling  with  the  wintry  air, 
i^aoder  stands,  an  image  of  despair. 


First  cheerful  Idas  in  tbe  lists  tppmn^ 
Idas,  a  lovely  boy  in  blooming  years 
(Idas  who  kite  his  honoured  temples  booad 
With  pahns  that  fleurisb'd  on   th>  Olympic 

ground). 
Loud  shouts  each  ofaief  that  from  high  Elislead* 
His  native  train,  and  Pisa's  wmtry  meads: 
Then  Pbssdimus  modaim'd  in  IsthmiaB  gaoKi^ 
And  Aloon  first  of  Sicyonian  names ; 
Next  aged  Dymas  rose,  whose  yenthfnl  ipeed 
Surpassed  the  swiftnevof  the  flying  steed: 
And  last  iti  infiuBons  disorder  came 
A  clam'rons  muRitode  nnknowB  to  tew. 

But  ev'ry  voice  cheers  Atalanta's  son. 
And  ev'ry  eye  devoors  him  ere  they  run. 
Lives  there  a  warrior  in  the  worid  offkme^ 
Who  never  heard  of  Afcalanta's  name? 
Like  Cynthia's  eelf  she  seem'd,  a  syhsi  gno«i 
Matchless  alike  in  beauty  or  the  race. 
The  mother^  gknies  all  their  thoughts  employt 
.\nd  raise  expectance  from  the  lovely  boy. 
He  too  in  speed  out-stripe  the  wings  of  wind* 
As  thro'  the  laf  ns  he  drives  the  pantng  hind  3 
Or  when  he  catches  sudden  with  a  boond 
The  flying  javMin  e'er  it  tooch  the  ground. 

The  modest  youth  imbinds  witii  decc 
His  damask  vesture  dancing  to  the  air : 
Then  by  degrees  unveils  to  public  view 
His  snowy  Ihnbs  like  maible,  vein'd  with  1 
His  rosy  cheeks  tbat  glow'd  with  warmth  hefote. 
His  tresses  wav'd  in  ringlets  please  ao  more  i 
A  thousand  charms  appear  1  in  stapid  gaae 
The  crowd  devours  him,  silcBt  with  amsoDe. 
Conscious  he  stands,  his  head  dediniiig  down. 
And  blushes  oft ;  and  chides  them  with  a  frown  J 
Decent  confusion  I  mindfol  of  the  toil 
He  bathes  bis  riiining  lim^s  io  streams  of  oil ; 
Alike  the  chiefs-^^Intent,  th'  encircling  host 
Admires  'em  all,  Parthenopssus  most. 

So  when  the  night  in  solonn  silence  reigns. 
And  one  clear  blue  o'erspreads  th'  etherial  plinas 
The  glitt'ring  stars  with  living  ^lendonragloiw. 
And  dance  and  tremble  on  the  seas  below  } 
High  o'er  them  all  exalted  Hesper  roils. 
Itself  a  8UU,  and  gilds  the  distant  poles. 

The  next  in  beauty,  as  in  speed,  appears 
Fair  Idas,  in  the  strength  of  youtl^l  years  i 
A  party-cok)ured  down  bnt  just  bsgan 
To  shade  bis  chin,  the  promise  of  a  num. 

A  signal  sounds.    The  ready  reeers  start. 
Double  then-  speed,  and  summon  all  their  art. 
Low  at  each  step  their  straining  knees  they  ben^ 
Then  springing  with  a  bound,  again  ascend. 
Swifter  than  thought ;  nor  seem  to  km,  but  fly, 
Stretch'd  on  the  winds,  halfTanish'd  firom  the 

eye. 
Now  side  by  side,  or  breast  to  breast  thev  dhte^ 
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Yet  furioas  still,  Parthenopeut  fl»et ; 
Hira  step  by  step  impatient  Idas  plies, 
Aod  pants  aload,  with  vengeance  in  his  eyes; 
Now  hanging  o'er,  his  hov'iing  shade  is  seen, 
That  lengthens  still,  and  floats  along  the  green : 
Attd  sudden  now,  by  unperceiv'd  degrees 
Full  on  his  neck  be  blows  rbc  sultry  breeze. 
Next  Phsedimus  and  aged  Dymes  past 
Along  the  circus,  Akon  came  the  last 

As  the  fair  ofr:<pring  of  the  sylvan  Grace 
With  matchless  swiftness  speeds  along  the  race. 
His  golden  tresses  wavM  in  cnrls,  behind 
Flow  loosely  down,  and  dance  upon  the  wind : 
(These  fixMn  a  child  with  pious  hopes  he  bore, 
Sacred  to  her  who  treads  the  Delian  shore  ^ 
What  time  from  Thebe^s  distant  plahis  he  came 
Kenown'd  for  conquests  of  immortal  fame : 
Too  fondly  pious  I  in  a  Theban  urn 
Skio  must  thou  sleep,  ah,  never  to  return !) 
Thece  vengeful  Idas  saw  with  ardent  eyes : 
Resolv'd  by  force  or  fraud  t'obtain  the  prize; 
Sudden  be  stretch'd  his  impious  arm,  and  drew 
Supine  on  earth  the  striplrng,  as  he  flew : 
Then  starting  reach'd  the  goal,  and  claim'd  the 

prize. 
Arms !  arms '  aloud  th'  Arcadian  nation  cries: 
Vengeance  at  once  they  vow,  or  else  prepare 
.  To  leave  the  Circus  and  renounce  the  war. 
7\imultuau8  murmurs  echo  thro*  the  crowd, 
Those  praise  the  fraud,  and  these  detest  aloud. 

Slow-rising  from  the  plains  the  youth  appears. 
His  eyes  half  angry,  and  half  drown*d  with  tears. 
He  bends  his  head,  the  tears  in  silence  flow  ; 
A  mournful  image,  beautiful  in  woe ! 
Now  beats  his  bosom,  frantic  with  despair  $ 
And  rends  the  ringlets  of  his  golden  hair. 

A  bnsy  murmur  deafens  ev'ry  ear. 
Nor  yet  the  crowd  the  royal  judgment  hear. 
At  last  Adrastus  rose  with  at\f  nl  grace. 
And  thus  bespoke  the  rivah  In  the  race. 

"  Cease,  gen'rous  youths  1   once  more  your 
ibrtunes  try, 
la  sep'rate  paths,  «ach  starting  from  the  e3re.'* 

So  spake  the  king :  and  sudden  from  the  view. 
In  separate  paths  the  ready  racers  flew. 
But  first  th'  Arcadian  youth  with  lifted  eyes 
Thus  sent  his  soul  in  whispers  to  the  skies. 

"Queen  of  the  silver   bow,   and  wood-land 
glades;  [ahadei; 

The  Heav'ns   fair    light,   and  empress  erf  the 
Sacred-to  thee  alone,  with  decent  care 
I  nurs'd  these  curls  of  loug-descending  hair : 
At  thy  desires  I  fell ;  yet  hear  my  pray'r  1 
If  e'er  my  mother  pleas'd  thee  in  the  chase. 
If  e'er  I  pleas'd  •thee— banish  my  disgrace ; 
Nor  let  these  omens  prophesy  my  fall 
( As  surethey  must)  beneath  the  Theban  wall !" 

So  pray'd  the  youth.    The  goddess  heard  his 
pray'r. 
Rapid  he  shot  akmg,  half  pois'd  in  air : 
Fast  and  more  fast  the  flymg  fields  withdrew  ; 
Scarce  rose  the  dust  beneath  him  as  he  flew. 
Shouting,  he  reach 'd  the  goal :  with  transport 

fied. 
Soon  sought  Adrastus,  and  his  right  required. 
Panting  and  pale  he  seiz'd  the  palm.    At  hand 
To- dose  the  game  the  ready  prizes  stand* 
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I  Th'  Arcadian  youth  a  brass-hooTd  eoomr  gain'ds 
A  buckler  fraudfhl  Idas  next  obCain'd: 
But  Lycian  quivers  for  the  rest  remain'd. 

'  Adrastus  next  demands  what  chiefs  prepare 
To  whirl  the  ma«sy  discus  through  the  air. 
A  herald,  bending  with  the  burthen,  threw 
Th*  enormous  circles  down  in  public  view. 
Starts  ev'ry  Grecian  speechless  with  surprise; 
Much  wond'ring  at  the  weight   and  shapelesa 

size. 
First  two  Achaians  round  the  labour  came, 
With  ardent  Phlegyas,  candidates  for  £ame: 
An  Acamanian  next  accepts  the  toil. 
And  three  brave  chieftains  fVom  Ephyre's  soil^ 
With  numbers  more— but  eager  of  renown. 
Sudden  Hippomedon  flings  thundering  down 
A  disk  of  double  weight;  amazM  th^  sUnd; 
The  vast  orb  rings,  and  shakes  the  tremblinf 
land.  [nown'd, 

"  Warriors'*  (he  cries)    "  in  fightmg  fields  re- 
Whose  arms  must  strike  Thebe's  bulwarks  to 

the  ground: 
On  tadcs  like  these  your  mighty  prowess  try  :''— 
Boastful  he  spoke,  and  whirPd  it  up  the  sky. 

Amazed  each  chief  the  wond'rouscast  admires^ 
And  conscious  of  th'  event  betimes  retires. 

Pisaeau  Phlegyasonly  keeps  the  field. 
With  great  Menestheus,  yet  untaught  to  yiel  J  s 
Brave  warriors  each,  too  noble  to  disgrace 
By  one  mean  act  the  glories  of  their  Tace. 
The  rest  inglorious  leave  the  listed  gnnrnd. 
And  tremble  to  survey  th'  enormous  round. 

First  Phlegyas  rose  the  mighty  toil  to  try  : 
Dumb  was  each  voice,  attentive  ev'ry  eye  ^ 
He  rolls  the  quoit  in  dust  with  prudent  care. 
And' poises  oft,  and  marks  its  course  in  air. 
Ev'n  frotn  a  child,  (where  old  Alpheus  leads 
His  mazy  stream  through  Pisa's  lowly  meads) 
Not  only  when  with  mighty  chiefs  he  strove 
At  sacred  games  to  plmse  Olympian  Jove : 
Thus  with  full  force  the  massy  weight  he  threw 
Far  o*er  the  stream,  half  shaded,  as  it  flew. 
At  first  he  marks  the  skies  and  distant  plain. 
Then  summons  all  his  strength  from  ev'ry  vein. 
Couch'd  on  his  knees  the  pond'rous  orb  he  swung 
High  o'er  his  head,  along  the  air  it  sung. 
Now  wasting  by  degrees,  with  holk)w  sound 
Fell  heavily,  and  sunk  beneath  the  ground. 

Fond  of  his  art  and  strength  in  days  of  yore, 
Well-pleas'd  he  stands,  and  waits  th'  event  oooa 

more. 
Loud  shout  the  Qreeks,  and  dwell  on  Phlegyai^ 

praise. 
Hippomedon  with  scorn  the  chief  survesrs. 
Some  nobler  arm  the  pond'rous  orb  must  throw 
With  care,  directly  in  a  line  bek>w. 
But  fortune  soon  his  mighty  hopes  withstood. 
Fortune  still  envious  to  the  brave  or  good ! 
Alas,  can  man  confront  the  pow'rs  on  high } 
While  distant  fields  are  measur>d  in  his  eye. 
Just  when  his  arm  he  stretoh'd  at  full  extent, 
Couch'd  on  one  knee,  his  side  obliquely  bent ; 
Struck  by  some  force  unseed,  th'  enormous  round 
Dropt  fiom  his  hand,  and  idly  prints  the  ground. 
Much  griev'd  the  pitying  host,  yet  griev'd  not  aU; 
Some  inly  smiPd  to  see  the  discus  fall.     • 

Next,  sage  Menestheus  stands  prepared  tq 
fling 
The  disk,  and  rolls  it  b  the  dusty  na^i 
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Intent  of  mind  ho  marVf^  its  airy  way. 
Aoil  much  implores  the  progeny  of  May. 
Well-aim'd  it  flew  half  o'er  the  cirque ;  at  last 
Heavy  it  felt.     An  arrow  mark'd  the  cast. 

Slow  rose  Hipp*>me(lon,  and  e*er  he  rt>se 
Much  weigh'd  the  fate  and  furtane  of  his  foes. 
He  pois'd,  and  rear*d  the  mighty  orb  on  high  ; 
Swung  round  his  arm,  and  whirl'd  it  thro^  the 

sky, 
Forth-springing  with  the  cast    Aloft  it  sung 
Far  o*er  the  mark  where  er'st  Menestlieus  flung: 
And  o'er  those  hilU  with  grassy  verdure  crowned. 
Whose  airy  summits  shade  the  circus  round — 
There  sunk,  and  sinking  shook  the  trembling 
ground. 

So  Pol3rphemu8,  more  than  mortjit  strong, 
Hnrl'd  a  huge  rock  to  crush  th*  Ulyssean  throng : 
Blind  as  he  was,  the  vengeful  weight  he  threw. 
The  vessel  trembled,  apd  the  waters  flew. 

Soon  good  Adrastus  rises,  to  repay 
With  sumptuous  gHU  the  labours  of  the  fray. 
Safe  for  Hippomedon  apart  was  roird 
A  tiger's  skin,  the  paws  overwrought  with  gold. 
His  Onossian  bows  and  darts  Menesthcus  took  i 
*l1ien  thus  to  Pblegyas  with  a  mournful  look 
He    said.      **  This  sword,  unhappy  chief,  re- 
ceive ; 
(A  boon  so  just  Hippomedon  might  give :) 
Thiit  sword  which  once  immortal  honours  gainM, 
Which  sav'd  Pclasgu^and  his  pow'r  maintained*'* 

A  warlike  toil  Adrastus  next  demands. 
In  iron  gloves  to  sheath  their  hardy  hands : 
First  Capaneus  pr^lMur^d  for  combat  stands; 
A  mighty  giant,  large,  and  towhring  high. 
Dreadful  in  fight,  and  hideous  to  the  eye. 
Around  his  wrists  the  hard  bull-hides  be  binds. 
And  vaunts  his  strength,  an4  deals  his  blows  in 
winds :  [there  be, 

<'  Stand  forth  some  chief,*'  he  cries,  *'  (if  snch 
Who  dares  oppose  an  enemy  like  me !) 
Yet  might  some  Theban  smk  beneath  my  bk>« ; 
Glorious  and  sweet  is  vengeance  on  a  foe." 

So  spake  the  chief.  Half-trembling  with  amaze. 
In  speechless  honour  all  the  circle  gaze. 
At  last  Alcidimas,  with  gen'rous  ire 
Sprung  forth,  unask'd.  The  Doric  bands  admire. 
All  but  his  friendn.    They  knew  the  daily  care 
Which  Pollux  us'd,  to  train  him  to  the  war. 
(He  taught  "him  first  to  bind  the  gauntlets  round 
His  nervous  wrists,  and  aim  the  crashing  wound: 
Oppo^'d  in  fight,  he  heavM  him  high,  or  prest 
The  youth  loud-pant.ng on  his  naked  bvast.) 

Him  Capaneus  sun-ey'd  with  scornful  eyes, 
)n5ii!ts  his  years,  and  <:laims  a  nol>ier  prize. 
Provok'd,  he  turns  to  fight.    Each  warrior  stands 
At  full  extent,  and  lifts  his  iron  hands,     [round, 
Well-tempftr'd  casques  their  hardy  brows  sur- 
To  bieak  at  least  the  fury  of  the  wound. 
This  towr'd  like  Tytius  on  the  Stygian  shore. 
When  the  fierce  vultures  cease  to  drink  his  gore: 
So  high  in  air  his  spreading  shoulders  rise, 
So  swell  Itis  muscles,  and  so  flame  his  eyes; 
That  at  his  side  in  blooming  youth  appears, 
Yet  promised  wonders  fiom  maturer  years  : 
The  flavours  of  the  crowd  alike  succeed 
On  either  side:  none  wished  the  chiefs  to  b'eed. 

LowVing  at  ficst  they  met,  nor  silence  broke, 
Bacti  lifts  kis  arm,  and  only  aims  the  stroke. 
Some  moments  thus  they  gazM  in  wild  surprise, 
A  hasty  fury  sparkled  ia  their  eyes; 


Now  conscious  fear  succeeds.    The  chiefs  essay 
Their  arms,  and  slowly  first  provoke  the  fray. 

Th»  on  nice  art  and  diffidence  relies. 
That  on  mere  oourage  and  stupendous  size  ; 
Void  of  all  fear,  and  without  conduct  brave. 
He  wastes  that  strength  himself  has  pow'r  to 

save: 
Still  blindly  drives  where  fury  leads  the  way. 
And  storms,  and  falls  the  victor  and  the  prey. 
With  stedfast  glances  this  surveys  his  foe. 
And  either  shuns,  or  wards  th'  impending  blow: 
Now  lowly  bends  (bis  elbow  o'er  him  sproid) 
The  stroke  impetuous  sings  above  his  bead. 
Kow  nearer  draws,  the  more  he  seems  to  fly  ; 
So  much  his  motion  varies  from  his  eye ! 
Now  with  fiiU  fcirce  he  aims  a  pond'roos  bk>w, 
And  tow*ring  high  o'ershades  his  mighty  foe. 
Thus  in  some  storm  the  broken  billows  rise 
Round  the  vast  rock,  and  thunder  to  the  skies. 
Once   more    with  wary   footsteps   wheeling 

round. 
Full  on  his  front  he  deals  a  naortal  wound: 
Crashing  it  foils-— unfelt  the  trickling  blood 
Spreads  o'er  his  helmet  in  a  crimson  flood. 
A  sndden  whisper  murmurs  round ;  alone 
To  Capanetis  the  cause  remains  unknown. 
At  last  he  lifts  his  band  on  high,  the  gore 
Forth-welling  fast  distains  his  casstus  o'er. 
Grief  swells  his  heart,  and  vengeance  and  dis« 

dain— 
So  foams  the  lion,  monarch  of  the  plam. 
And  loudly  roaring  with  indigtiant  pride. 
Gnaws  the  baih'd  jav'lin  griding  in  his  side : 
Now  springs  with  rage ;  supine  akmg  the  gronnd 
Pants  the  bold  youth  whose  hand  infiz'd  the 

wound. 
Fast  and  more  fost  his  lifted  arms  be  throws 
Around  his  head,  and  doubles  blows  on  blows. 
Part  waste  in  air,  part  on  the  casstus  fall 
With  mighty  force ;  his  foe  returns  'em  all. 
Still  seems  to  fear  him  with  dissembling  ey'es. 
Yet  still  persists,  and  combats,  while  he  flies. 
Panting  they  reel ;  the  youth  retreats  more  sknr. 
The  weary  giant  scarcely  aims  a  blow, 
They  sink  at  once— eo  sailors  on  the  main 
Who  long  have  toil'd  through  adverse  waves  io 

vain,  [more. 

All  drop  their  hands.    The  signal  sounds  ooce 
Again  they  start,  and  stretch  the  laboring  oar. 

Thus  rose  the  chie&,  with  recollected  might 
Rush'd  Capaneus  like  thunder  to  the  fight. 
Low  bends  Alcidimas  with  watchful  eyes: 
Short  of  his  aim  the  giant  o'er  him  flies ; 
Up  starts  the  youth,  and  as  he  staggei  *d  rounds 
Clasp'd  firm  his  neck,  and  bow'd  him  to  the 

ground. 
As  rising  from  th'  inglorious  plain  contends 
Pierce  Capaneus,  a  second  blow  descends 
Pull  on  his  head :.  beneath  the  stroke  he  bent; 
llie  youth  tum'd  pale,    and    trembled  at  th' 

event, 
Jx>ud  shout  the  Greeks :  the  shore  and  forest 

rings. 
Then  thus  in  haste  exclaims  the  king  of  kmgi 
(As  from  the  gMHUMl  the  furious  Ai^gire  rose. 
And  vow'd,  and  aim'd  intolerable  Uows): 
'*  Seize  him,  ye  chiefs,hi8  bloody  hands  restrain. 
Give  all  the  palm,  but  lead  him  from  the  plain. 
Haste,  see,  |ie  raves !  ah,  tear  him  from  my  eyea^ 
He  lives,  he  rises,  the  Laconian  dies  !*' 
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•  tie  said.    HippomedoD,  and  Tydeus  rose  i 
Scarce  both  their  .  hands  restrain  his  mighty 
blows.  [give : 

Then  thus  they  spoke.    *<  The  prize  is  thine,  for- 
TSs  double  fame  to  bid  the  vanquished  live ; 
A  firiend,  and  our  ally" — ^he  storms  the  more, 
R^ects  the  prize,  and  thus  devoutly  swore : 
•'  By  all  this  blood,  at  present  my  disgrace, 
These  liands  shall  crush  that  more  than  female 
fece;  [plain"— 

These  hands  shall  dash  him  headlong  to  the* 
To  Pollux  then  he  weeps,  bat  weeps  in  vain. 
He  said.     By  force  they  tum'd  his  steps  away. 
Stnbbom  he  still  persists,  nor  yields  the  day. 
Far  off  in  secret,  the  Laconian  host 
Smile  at  his  fury,  and  their  hero  boast. 
Mean  while   wkh  conscious  virtue  Tydeos 
bums, 
iKeoown  and  praise  inflame  his  heart  by  turns :  ^ 
Swift  m  the  race  he  still  the  guerdon  bore, 
Now  tos^d  the  discus,  now  the  gauntlets  wore ; 
But  most  for  Pales'  active  arts  renown'd. 
To  hurl  his  foe  supine  along  the  ground. 
fiy  Hermes  tator*d,  onth*  (Etolian  plain. 
He  made  whole  nations  bite  the  dust  in  vain. 
Full  terrible  he  look'd.     For  arms  he  wore 
The  savage  trophies  of  a  mountain-boar. 
Once  Galydonia>s  dread  !  the  bristly  hide  [pride. 
Broad  o^er  his  shoulders  hung,  with  barbarous 
Unbound,    he   flings  it  down,   then  waits  his 

foes. 
Besides  him,  towering,  huge  Agylleus  rose, 
A  monstrous  giant,  dreadful  to  mankind ; 
Yet  weak  he  seem*d,  his  limbs  were  loosely 

join'd. 
Low  Tydeus  was.  What  Nature  there  deny*d. 
Strong  nerves,  and  mighty  courage  well  supply 'd ; 
For  Nature  never  since  the  world  began 
Lodged  such  a  spirit  in  so  small  a  man ! 

Soon  as  their  shining  limbs  are  bath'd  in  oil, 
Dowirrush  the  heroes  to  the  wref^tling  toil. 
Deform'd   with  dust   (their  arms   at  distance 

spread^ 
l^ch  on  his  shoulder  half  reclines  his  head. 

Now  bending  Hill  be  almost  touch'd  the  plain, 
Tydeos  the  giant  heav'd,  but  heavM  in  vam. 

The  mountain-cypress  thus,  that  firmly  stood 
From  age  to  age,  the  empress  of  the  wood* 
By  some  strong  whirlwind's  sudden  blast  declined. 
Bends  archmgdown,  and  nods  before  the  wind: 
The  deep  roou  tremble  till  the  gust  blows  o>r. 
And  then  she  rises,  stately  as  before. 

So  vast  Agylleus  scarcely  movM  below, 
Uangs  Imminent  upon  th'  (Etolian  foe. 
Breast,  shoulders,  thighs,  with  mighty  strokes 

resound. 
And  all  appears  an  undistinguished  wound. 
On  tiptoe  raised,  their  heatis  obKqtifly  bent, 
Each  hangs  on  each,  stretcfa'd  out  at  foil  ex- 
tent. 
Not  half  so  bloody,  or  with  half  «nch  rage. 
Two  furious  monarohs  of  the  herd  engage. 
Apart  the  milk-white  heifer  views  the  fight. 
And  waits  to  crown  the  victor  with  delight. 
Their  chebts  they  gore,  the  mighty  shock  re- 
sounds; [wounds. 
Love  swells  their  hate,   and  heals  the  gaping 

So  shaggy  bears  in  strict  embraces  roll. 
And  from  each  cone  squeeze  forth  th'  unwilling 
soul. 


Thus  Tfdeus  storm'd ;  nor  heats  nor  toUs  a^ 
swage 
His  fiirioos  strength,  or  mitigate  his  rage. 
Agylleus  pants  aloud,  nor  scaroe  conteuds ; 
Black'ned  with  dust  a  stream  of  sweat  descends, 
rydeuspress'd  on,  and  seem'd  to  aim  a  blow 
^U  at  his  neck :   the  force  was  meant  below. 
Where  well-knit  nerves  the  knees  firm  strength 

supply;    ' 
Short  of  their  reach,  his  hands  the  blow  deny. 
He  sinks ;  o'er  him,  like  some  vast  mountain  foU 
Agylleus,  and  half  squaez'd  his  soul  to  HelL 
So  when  th»  Iberian  swain  in  seareh  of  ore 
Descends,  and  views  the  light  of  Heav'n  no  more; 
If  some  strong  earthquake  rocks  the  mould'ring 

ground, 
(High  o»er  him  hung)  down  rush  the  ruins  round. 
Deep  under  earth  his  batter'd  carcase  lies. 
Nor  breathes  its  spirit  to  congenial  skies. 
Full  of  disdain  (Etolian  Tydeus  rose ; 
No  peace,   no   bounds  his   fierce   resen'ment 
a  '^  ^    J^"*^-  [wild. 

Swift  from  th'  inglorions  hold  he  springs  like 
And  droles  round,  then  firmly  fix'd  behind. 
His  hand  embrac'd  his  side,  his  knees  surround 
The  giant's  knees,and  bend 'em  tothegronnd. 

Nought  boots  resistance  now.  Agylleus  makes 
pne  more  essay.  That  moment  Tydeus  takes. 
And  rears  him  high.  TTie  mingling  shouts  arise. 
And  bud  applause  runs  rattling  thro'  the  skies. 

So  Hercules,  who  long  had  toil*d  in  vain, 
Heav'd  huge  Antbeus  from  the  Lybian  plain ; 
Erect  in  air  th'  expiring  savage  hung, 
Nor  touch'd  the  kindred  earth,  from  whence  he 
sprung. 
I/mg  Tydeus  hSId  him  thus.  At  length  he  found 
The   pomt  of   time,    and  hurl'd  him  to   the 

^und 
Side-long—Himself  upon  the  giant  lies, 
And  grasps  bis  neck,  and  firmly  locks  his  thighs. 
Prone  o'er  th'  inglorious  dust,  Agylleus  quakes 
Half-dead :  his  shame  alone  resistance  makes  ^ 
Then  rose  at  last,   and    stagg'ring  thio*  the.  . 

thron;r. 
Slowly  he  trail'd  his  feeble  Jegs  along. 

Whfn  Tydeus  thus.  (His  nobler  hand  sustain'd 
The  pahn,  his  left  the  warlike  gifts  he  gain'd:) 
"  What  Uiongh  my  blood  o'erflow'd  yon  guilty 
ground,  [round; 

WhA  singly  arro'd,  whole  numbers  pressM  me 
(So  provM  all  contracts  with  the  Theban  name. 
Their  honour  such)  yet  Tydeus  lives  the  same." 
He  spoke,  and  spring  sent  the  prize  away  ; 
Aside,  a  breast-plate  for  the  vanquish'd  lay. 

Others  in  arms  their  manly  limbs  enclose; 
To  combat  Epidaurian  Agreus  rose : 
Him  with  his  shining  Made  the  Theban  waits. 
An  exile  still  by  unrelenting  fotes. 

Then  thus  Adrastus.  "Gen'rous  youths  give  o'er; 
Preserve  all  rage:  and  thirst  for  hostile  gore. 
Ye  gods !  what  slaughter  and  what  combats  call ! 
Then  waste  your  fury,  Thebes  demands  it  all. 
But  you,  O  prince !  a  kinsman,  and  our  friend, 
Who^e  cause  such  numbers  with  their  lives  defend;  - 
For  whom,  our  native  towns,  and  countries  lay 
Unpeopled  half,  to  other  foes  a  prey ; 
Trust  not  th'  event  of  fight ;  nor  bleed,  to  please 
Th'  inhuman  hopes  of  base  Etheocles. 
Avert  it  HeavHi !"  The  ready  chiefs  obey'dj 
Their  brave  attempt  a  glitt'rit>g  helm  repaid.. 
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Howe'cr  in  sign  of  conquest  and  rciKiwn, 
He  bids  the  warriors  Polyniccs  crown 
With  wreaths,  and  baii  him  victor — ^no  portent, 
(So  will'd  the  Sisters)  prophesy'd  th'  event. 

Him  loo  the  chiefs  with  kind  persuasiotti  pray 
To  rise,  and  close  the  honours  of  the  day : 
(And  lest  one  victory  be  lost)  to  throw 
The  missile  lance,  or  bend  the  Lycian  bow. 
Well-pleas'd  Adrastiis  to  the  plain  detcends 
In  pomp,  his  steps  a  yputhftil  crowd  attend*, 
liebindy  a  squire  the  i-oyal  quiver  borfc, 
Deep  fiUM  with  shafts,  a  formidable  store. 
'  'Tia  plain    (Shall  man  deny  ?)  each  human 

cause 
Proceed^,  unseen^  from  Heav»ii»8  eternal  laws. 
^  All  fate  appear'd :  the  chiefs  perversely  blind 
Neglect  the  sign,  nor  see  th'  event  behind. 
We  deem  from  chance  unerring  omens  flow; 
While  fate  draws  near,  and  aims  a  surer  blow. 

By  this  the  monarch  stra'm'd  the  bending  yew: 
Full  on  its  ipark  the  feather'd  weapon  flew, 
Wor  entered  there.    Th'  impassive  ash  resounds : 
A^in  with  doublefbrce  the  shaft  rebounds. 
In  the  same  line  wing'd  back  its  airy  way, 
Thf  n  prone  on  earth  befi>re  Adrastus  lay. 

Each  reasons,  as  his  wa3rward  thoughts  decree; 
These  think  the  shaft  rebounded  from  the  tree  ; 
And  those,  that  winds  with  unresisted  force 
Drove  clouds  on  clouds,  to  intercept  its  couracL 
Mean  while  th'  event  and  dreadful  omen  lies 
Deep  wrapt  in  night,  nor  seen  by  human  eyes. 
Cne  chief  in  safety  must  retiu-n  alone. 
Through  woes^  and  blood,   and  dangers  yet  un- 
known. 


NOTES 


SIXTH  THEBjilD  OF  STATIUS. 

Note  1. 

Mr.  Dryden,  in  his  excellent  preface  to  the 
Eneid,  takes  occasion  to  quarrel  with  Statius,  and 
calls  the  present,  bool^  an  ilUtiroed,  and  iiyndj- 
cious  episode.  I  wonder  so  severe  a  reaiark 
could  pass  from  that  gentleman,  who  was  an  ad- 
i^irerofour  author  even  to  superstition*  Toyn 
I  can  scarce  forgive  myself,  to  contradict  so  great 
1^  poet,  and  so  good  a  critic  ;  talium  enim  vifwnt^ 
ut  admiratio  maxima,  ita  censura  diiBcilis.  How- 
orer  the  present  case  may  admit  of  very  allevi- 
ating circumstances.  It  may  he  replied  in  gepe- 
ral,  that  the  design  of  this  book  was  to  give  a 
respite  to  the  main  action,  introducing  a  mourn- 
ful, biit  pleasing  variation  from  tejrrpur  to  pity. 
It  is  also  highly  probable,  tfiat  Statins  had  an  eye 
to  the  funeral  obsequies  of  Pojydore,  and  Anchi- 
aes,  mentioned  in  tne  3d  and  5th  books  of  Virgil. 
We  may  also  look  upon  then^  as  a  prelude,  open- 

inflr  tii«  minH  hv  rIpoTPtf>«  tn  r(>cpiv(>  thp  mi«f>ri«»a 


It  must  certainly  be  an  infinite  pleasure  te 
peruse  the  most  ancient  piece  of  history  "m**^" 
tant,  excepting  that  in  holy  scripture.  Thia 
remarlfL  must  be  understood  of  the  acUoB  of  the 
Thebaid  only/  which  Statius,  without  question, 
faithfully  recited  from  the  most  authentic  chco- 
uicl^  in  his  ofwn  age.  The  action  of  the  Iliad 
and  Odyssey  happened  several  years  after.  This 
is  evident  finom  Homer's  own  words.  Agamem- 
non, in  the  4ith  Iliad,  recites  with  great  tran^rt 
the  expedition  of  Tydeus:  and  Ulysses  «n«n*Jo» 
the  story  of  JocasU  (or  Epicaste,  as  he  calls  her) 
in  a  very  particular  manner.  It  is  mhis  descent 
to  Hell,  Odyssey  the  eleventh : 

' Ajjl^  a  Auv  we^  «eX»^  &Jm  wiiKPir 
*H  Z  «3ti  usMia»  wfhi^M  nftikfOn 

9. 
The  antiquity  of  tl^e  Thebaid  maf  be  coo* 
sidered  also  in  another  view.  As  the  poet  was 
obliged  to  con^np  the  i^Baaners  of  his  heroes  to 
the  time  of  action,  we  in  justice  ought  not  to 
be  so  much  shocked,  with  those  insults  over  tbe 
dead  which  run  through  all  the  battles.  This 
softens  a  little  the  barbarity  of  Tydeoa,  ^rtio 
expired  gnawing  the  head  of  his  enemy ;  and  the 
'impiety  of  Capaneus,  who  was thnndentivck 
while  he  blasphemed  Jupiter.  Whoever  reads 
the  books  of  Joshua  and  Judges  wUl  find  about 
those  times  the  same  nvage  spirit  of  inaoieoco 
and/^r/^. 

4. 


The  Nemesan  games.  ▼,  4. 
I  I  beg  to  be  excused  from  giving  along  I 
of  the  Nemesean  games.  What  the  worid  eaUs 
learning,  differs  very  little  from  pedantry ;  and 
1  am  sensible  many  an  honest  num  may  deserve 
that  imputation  when  he  means  no  mamer  of 
harm:  so  much  harder 'tis  to  conceal  knowledge^ 
than  first  get  it.  The  best  and  most  ancient 
inrcinnation  now  extant  is  to  be  collected  from 
Pindar's  odes  in  general.  However  I  must  just 
!  take  notice  of  a  ftmeraloratian  spoken  ui  honour 
,of  Aichenoorus,  as  it  is  ntfntioned  by  Ckmeas 
I  Alexandrian^  mhis  admonit  ad  Gentes. 

5. 
The  youthful  sailon  thus  w^  early  caie 
Their  a^^m^  expedeooe'^        t.  23. 
*Tis  worth  while  here  to  take  notice  of  Stati* 
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tioM  (or  pictorei)  whose  only  beautj  proceeds 
horn  an  exoelleDce  in  the  imagery.  In  these 
cases,  painting  must  always  be  consulted. 
^  Another  OTcrsigbt  in  Statins  is  want  of  pa- 
rity in  the  circumstances :  but  this  is  owing  to 
^e  irregularity  of  his  genius,  which  was  above 
insisting  upon  particulars,  and  gave  only  some 
bold  strokes  of  likeness. 

If  a  translator  can  leave  out  such  similies  (or 
other  passages)  in  Statins  as  are  not  proper,  with- 
out violating  the  conteit :  or  if  he  can  supply 
any  of  their  defects  in  a  very  short  compass,  I 
think  be  ought  Though  these  liberties  are  not 
to  be  taken  with  more  correct  writers. 

6. 
Swift  from  mankind  the  Pow'r  of  slombers 
flew.    V.  31. 

This  placets  not  translated  exactly  to  the  let- 
ter,  nor  indeed  would  our  language  bear  it  The 
original  is  extremely  poetical,  and  correspond- 
ent to  the  best  paintings  in  those  times : 

oorou  fugiebat  somnus  Inani.    > 

For  Somnus  (or  sle^)  was  represented  as  a  deity 
poaringdew^  out  of  a  horn,  over  the  temples  of 
the  sleeping  person.  Statins  alludes  to  this  in 
another  passage,  upon  the  same  occasion  ^ 

comu  perfuderat  omni. 

This  remark  I  owe  to  Lactantius,  who  has  given 
us  tiie  only  tolerable  comment  upon  Statius. 
Care  has  been  taken  to  read  him  entirely  over, 
though  to  little  purpose.  His  notes  are  learned, 
short,  and  dear,  but  seldom  poetical.  Most  of 
tbem  are  like  the  old  Scholia  ujwn  Homer,  ex- 
phining  end  word  by  another.  He  is  full  of 
apostrc^kbes  and  exclamations,  yet  gives  no  rea- 
sons. Snch  asy  exquiaiti  dictum !  pictum  egre- 
gi^!  fcc 

7. 
Mean  while  Adrastus  bears  the  friendly  part. 
And  with  kind  words  consoles,  fcc.  v.  51. 

Chaucer,  who  was  peihaps  the  greatest  poet 
among  the  modems,  has  translated  these  verses 
almost  word  for  word  in  his  Knight's  Tale.  I  shall 
make  this  remaik  once  for  all :  as  nothing  parti- 
cnlanset  the  fine  passiqpes  in  Homer  more  than 
that  Virgil  vouchsafed  to  imitate  them:  so  scarce 
toy  thing  can  exalt  the  reputation  of  Statius 
higher,  than  the  verbal  imitations  of  our  great 
coantryraan«  I  prefer  this  to  a  vofome  of  critl- 
no  man  would  imitate  what  he  could 


Inwoven  on  the  pall,  young  Linus  lay 
In  kmdy  woods  v.  70. 

linos  was  the  son  of  ApoUo,  and  the  nymph 
Paamathe.    No  picture  could  be  introduced  with 


He  mixes  with  the  bleating  lambs  his  cries  ; 
While  ihe  rude  swab  his  rural  music  tries^ 
To  call  soft  slumbers  on  his  infont  eyes. 
Yet  ev'n  in  those  obscure  abodes  to  live, 
Was  more,  alas!  than  cruel  fate  would  give  I 
For  on  the  grassy  verdure  as  he  lay 
And  breath'd  the  freshness  of  the  rising  day; 
Devouting  dogs  the  helpless  infant  tore, 
Fed  on  his  trembling  limbs,  and  lapt  the  gore. 

9. 

The  pious  mother  thus,  deceivM  too  late 
Like  her  fond  spouse v.  90. 

I  scarce  ever  niet  with  a  more  incoherent  pas- 
sage than  this,  in  any  author.  The  sense  is  fine, 
and  easily  apprehended  by  the  context:  the 
trords  are  obscure  to  a  fault,  and  the  transitio9 
too  sudden  and  violent : 

Namque  illi  &  pharetras,  brevioraque  tela 

dicarat 
Festmus  vott  pater,  insontesque  sagittas. 
Jam  tunc  &  not4  stabulis  de  gente  probatoa 
In  nomen  pasccbat  equos,  cinctusque  sonantes, 
Armaque  majorcs  expectatura  lacertos— - 
Spes  av't(UE !  quas  non  in  nomen  credula  vestes 
Urgebat  studio  ?  &c. 

Spes  avidik,  muft  o6rtdiidy  be  spoken  of  the 
mother,  or  else  credula  has  nothing  to  agree  with. 
In  short,  it  must  never  be  defended,  but  by  one 
of  these  two  excuses,  either  that  Statius  left  his 
poem  unfinished,  or  that  the  verse  immediately 
preceding,  is  now  lost     It  might  mean  perhaps 

00  more  than  this,  '*  thus  too  was  the  unhappy 
mother  deceived  !  with  what  care — &c.''  '1  hia 
consideration  clears  the  sense,  and  solves  all  ob- 
jections at  once.  However  'tis  a  mere  ooiyecture, 
and  may  be  truer  to  the  author's  reputation,than 
his  first  meaning. 

All  grave  readers  will  reject  this  as  a  whimsi- 
cal young  man's  notion  ;  nor  do  I  lay  any  stress 
upon  it.    To  show  I  can  be  serious  on  occasion,  - 

1  shall  just  refer  them  to  Virgil's  third  Georgic, 
where  will  be  found  a  transition  from  honks  to 
cows,  as  obscure  almost  as  this  in  Statius. 

Gronovius  (without  any  authority)  thinks  We 
should  read  spes  avidi,  instead  of  avida,  still 
preserving  the  context,  and  referring  credula  to 
spes.  I  cannot  approve  of  this  emendation  for 
many  reasons ;  we  at  once  lose  half  the  beaaty. 
Besides,  the  repetition  of  in  nomen  would  be  tan* 
tok>gy>  if  it  did  not  refer  to  another  person :  nor 
can  urgere  vestes  be  so  properly  appfied  to  th» 
father.  « 

Whoever  reads  this  positive  DutchmaQ's  prew 
foceto  Ammianus  Marcellinus,  will  never  tEuiU^ 
him  to  be  a  man  of  sease,  or  candour. 

10. 
Stretched  o'er  the  grroond  the  tow'ring  o&lu 
en,  &c.    V.  108. 
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Non  ChaoDis  absuit  arboe, 
Kon  nemus  Heliadum,  non  frondibns  esculus 

altis: 
Kon  tjliffi  molles,  non  fagus,  k  tnnuba  laarusi 
£t  coryli  fragiles,  &  fraxinus  uttlii  hastis, 
Enodinqae  abies  cnrrataque  glandibus  il^, 
£t  plataous  geoialis,  acerque  coloribus  impar, 
Amnicolaeque  simal  salices,  &  aqoatica  lotos. 

As  also  Claudian,  in  tbe  Rape  of  Proserpina, 
Lib.  tbe  Sid,  Cbaucer  se«ms  to  have  a  partica- 
lar  eye  to  this  passage  throughout  all  his  poems. 
See  his  Knight's  Tale,  the  Assembly  of  Fowls,  and 
Complaint  of  the  Black  Knight.  I  am  also  much 
pleased  to  find  this  passage  finely  imitated  by  two 
other  of  our  ancient  English  poets.  I  shall  first 
cite  Fairfax,  who  understood  the  harmony  of 
numbers  better  than  any  person  then  living,  ex- 
cept Spenser.  All  the  world  knows  his  excellent 
rersion  {or  paraphrase  rather)  of  Tasso^s  Gieru- 
salem  liberata.  The  other,  whom  (  mean,  is 
M.  Drayton,  whose  Fairy-tale  is  a  master-piece 
in  those  grotesque  writings : 

Down  fall  the  sacred  palms,  and  ashes  wild — 
TTie  fun*ral  cypress,  holly  ever  green ; 
The  weeping  fir,  thick  beech,  and  sailing 
pine; 
The  married  elm  fell  with  his  fruitful  vine ; 
The  shooter-yew,  the  broad-leav'd  sj'camore, 
Tbe  barren  platine,  and  the  wallnut  sound ; 
The  myrrh  that  her  foul  sin  doth  still  deplore; 
The  alder,  owner  of  all  watrish  ground  ; 
Sweet  juniper,  whose  shadow  hnrtetb  fore; 
Proud  cedar;  oak,  tbe  king  of  forests  crown'd. 

Fairfax. 

The  tufted  cedar,  and  the  branching  pine. .  •  • 

Under  whose  covert,  (thus  divinely  made) 
Phoebus'  green  laurel  fluurish'd  in  the  shade : 
Fair  Venus'  m3rrt]e.  Mars  his  warlike  fir^ 
Minerva's  olive,  and  the  weeping  myrrh  ; 
The  patient  palm  that  strives  in  spite  of  hate, 
The  poplar  to  Alcides  consecrate,  &c. 

Drayton. 

I  ask  pardon  for  the  tediousness  of  this  note, 
and  the  reader  injustice  ought  to  acknowledge  I 
writ  it  to  gratify  my  pleasure,  rather  than  my 
vanity ;  and  surely  no  person  who  has  the  least 
taste  can  be'  displeased  with  so  much  variety.  I 
insist  ouly  to  produce  one  description  more  out 
ofSutius.  The  verses  are  extremely  natural, 
and  carry  something  with  them  as  awful  and 
venerable  as  the  subject : 

Sylva  capax  aevi,  validaque  Incvrva  senect&, 

JEtemum  intonsje  frondis,  stat  pervia  nuUis 

Solibus. 

Subter  opaca  quies,  vacuusque  silentia  servat 

Horror,  &  excluss  pallet  mala  lucis  imago, 

Mec  caret  umbra  Deo. 

Thebaid4. 


for  tbe  latter,  it  must  be  remembered,  that  tho«e 
creatures  were  almost  always  esteemed  by  the 
aocientK,  as  sacred  to  some  deity.  But  Statins 
mentions  this  in  particular.  See  the  death  of 
Archemorus,  in  the  5th  l*hebaid : 

— -Nemoris  aacer  horror  Achaei 
Erigitiu"  Serpens. 

And  a  little  aiXerwards, 

— — Inachio  sanctum  dix^re  Tonanli 
Agricolse 

So  Virgil,  speaking  of  the  two  sefpeots  that 
strangled  Laocoon,  Eneid  the  2d  : 

Their  task  perform'd  the  serpents  quit  their 

prey» 
And  to  the  tow*r  of  Pallas  make  their  way: 
Couch'd  at  her  feet  they  lie  protected  there 
By  her  large  buckler,  and  protended  spear. 
Dryden, 

12. 

In  mournful  strains 

The  music  of  the  Tbrvgiau  fife  complains,   v. 
137. 

The  Phrygian  measure  in  music  was  made  use 
of,  to  call  the  spirits  of  the  deceased  firom  Hades. 
Pelope  was  the  first  person  who  invented,  and  set 
it  to  the  lyre,  and  from  him  it  came  to  tbe  Gre- 
cians. 

Lactantius. 

13. 

Behind  Ilypsypil^s  soft  sorrows  flow 
Silent,  and  fest v.  147. 

Nothing  can  be  more  finely  Imaged  than  this 
character  of  Hypsypile ;  it  seems  a  perfect  pic- 
ture of  beauty  in  distress.  Her  very  silence  is 
eloquent :  she  knows  her  innocence,  but  mi|st 
not  speak  one  word  to  defend  it  She  moves 
along  by  herself  the  very  last  of  them  all,  while 
every  eye  seems  to  threaten  and  accuse  ht  r. 
And  e\en  after  all  this,  there  is  still  a  dejected 
sweet uc8t>,  a  teudenu  ss,  a  confusion  that  cannot 
be  expressed.  1  know  not  how  to  make  tbe 
readtr  any  ways  sensible  of  my  own  imagt  s, 
except  1  refer  him  to  the  character  of  Briseu  in 
Homer^s  first  Iliad,  and  the  picture  uf  SisigambU 
inDarius's  tent. 

lliis  puts  me  in  mind  of  some  fine  strokes  in 
Spenser,  though  upon  a  diiierent occasion.  What 
1  mean,  is  the  silence  and  confusion  of  Britomait, 
when  the  Red-cross  kniglit  discovers  her  to  be  a 
lady,  and  inquires  after  her  adventures : 

Thereat  she  sighing  softly,  had  do  pow'r 
To  speak  awhile,  ne  ready  answer  make. 
But  with    heart-thrilling    throbs,  and  bitter 
As  if  she  had  a  f^ever-fit,  did  quake,     [stow^r. 
And  ev*ry  dainty  limb  with  horror  shake ; 
And  ever  and  anon  the  rosie  red 
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speech  of  Eorydice.    She  is  injured,  and  indeed 
deserves  a  liberty  to  resent  it    She  condoles, 
fhe  repents,  she  heightens  her  misfortunes,  and 
then  seems  to  wonder  why  Providence  should  in- 
flict them.    This  slie  aggravates  by  considering 
the  prosperity  of  her  neighbours,  which  certainly 
gives   the  deepest  remorse  in   all   afflictions. 
Nothing  can  be  finer  than  these  two  last  particu-^ 
lars.  They  arise  immediately  from  human  nature, 
and  give  a  lively  picture  of  self-respect,  and  in- 
dulgency  to  our  own  frailties.    What  follows  is, 
more  abrupt  and  violent;  she  draws  the  author 
of  her  misery  in  the  most  disagreeable  colours, 
makes  her  treacherous,  negligent,  and  even  in- 
lensible  of  gratitude  or  pity. 

15. 

Whose  hands  sustained  thee,  and  whose  music 

charm'd. 
Whose  eye  o'ersM^  thee— V.  185. 

I  am  hir  from  being  disgusted  with  these  little 
particularities  that  attend  the  most  serious  and 
noble  passions.  Nothing  has  a  better  effect  in 
poetry,  or  painting.  An  incident  may  be  small, 
and  at  the  same  time  not  trifling.  Hiis  puts  roe 
.  in  n^ind  of  an  observation  in  Longinus :  it  is  made 
upon  Sappho's  love-ode,  translated  afterwards  by 
Catullus.  "  The  poetess"  (says  he)  "  has  assem- 
bled with  admirable  skill  all  the  little  accidents 
to  that  passion.  Her  heart  beats  fast,  her  tongue 
trembles,  her  sight  seems  to  swim,  and  her  colour 
vanishes  all  in  one  moment'* 

Tliis  confusion  suits  admirably  well  with  the 
wandering  irresolutions  of  the  soul  upon  such 
occasions* 

Longinus,  Chap.  8. 

16. 


So  when  the  holy  priest  with  curious  eyes 
Dooms  some  fair  heifer,     v.  209. 

I  must  not  forget  that  Statins  has  copied  this 
Bimile  from  Lucretius.  'Tis  hard  to  say  which 
is  the  more  excellent  Lucretius  bis  lines  are 
these,  alter  he  has  described  the  young  heifer 
slain  in  sacrifice  : . 

At  mater  virideis  saltus  orbata  peragrans. 
Omnia  convisens  oculis  loca,  si  queat  usquam 
Conspicere  amissum  foetum,  completque  que- 

relki 
Frondiferum  nemusadsistens,  k  crebra  revisit 
Ad  stabulum,  desiderio  perfiza  juvenci, 
Non  tenersB  salices,  atque  herbee  rore  vigentes 
Fluminave  uUa  queunt  summis  labentia  rtpis 
Oblectare  animum,subitamque  avertere  curam: 
Nee  vitutornm  ali»  species  per  pabula  laeta 
Berivare  queunt  ali6,cur&veievare.     Lib.  18. 

17. 

The  father  now,  unbares  his  rev'rend  head  ; 

Uis  silver  locks  he  scatters  o'er  the  dead.  v. 
217. 

The  practice  of  cutting  off  the  hair,  and  strew- 
ing it  over  the  deceased,  was  so  common  with  the 
ancients,  that  all  testimonies  are  needless.  It 
prevails  among  the  Sclavonians  to  this  day,  who, 
(at  lord  Busbeqne  observes  in  his  Epistles)  neque 
modo  capiUos,  sed  etiam  supercilia  si^i  (in  luctuj 
^^unt. 


18. 

If  Jove's  almighty  wisdom  can  deceive, 
Curs'd  is  the  man  who  fondly  will   believe  ! 

V.  221. 

This  apostrophe  contams  a  fine  picture  of  hu- 
man nature  in  distress.  Heaven  itself  cannot 
escape  our  censure :  its  unerring  justice  is  called 
into  question, and  we  fiincy  more  to  be  inflicted  on 
us,  than  we  ought  to  suffer. 

Much  of  this  kind  is  the  speech  of  Asius  in 
Homer's  12th  Iliad.  Eustathins  makes  a  very 
mordl  reniark  upon  it,  which  I  shall  iranscribe, 
as  I  find  it  admirably  translated  to  my  hands. 
"  The  speech  of  Asius  is  very  extravagant :  he 
exclaims  against  Jupiter  for  a  breach  of  promise^ 
not  because  he  had  broken  his  word,  but  because 
he  had  not  fulfilled  his  own  vain  imaginations. 
This  conduct,  though  very  blameable  in  Asius, 
is  very  natural  to  persons  under  disappointments, 
who  are  ever  ready  to  blame  Heaven,  and  turn 
their  misfortunes  into  a  crime."  Thus  far  Eusta- 
thins. 

i£neas  (whose  chief  character  is  piety)  could 
not  help  accusing  men  and  gods  when  he  lost 
Creusa.  Though  in  justice  to  Virgil  it  ought  to 
be  observed,  that  he  softens,  or  rather  disap- 
proves of  the  impiety  at  the  «ame  time ;  for  so 
the  word  omens  must  be  understood. 

Quem  non^incusavi,  amens,  bominumque  deo* 
rumque  ? 


As  this  note  is  capable  of  very  serious  reflec- 
tions, it  may  not  perhaps  be  amiss  to  look  a 
little  into  the  holy  Vcriptures.  Tlie  impatience 
of  Job's  wife,  as  also  the  diffidence  and  irresolu- 
tion of  David  in  the  7 Jd  Psalm,  arc  extraoi-di- 
nary  instances  of  this  sort.  But  Jeremiah  car- 
ries it  yet  farther :  he  proceeds  to  an  expostu- 
lation with  his  Maker.  "  Let  me  talk  with  thee, 
OLord,  of  thy  judgments.  .  Thou  hast  planted 
(the  wicked)  yea,  they  have  taken  root :  they 
grow,  yea,  they  bring  forth  fruit  But  thou,  6 
Lord,  koowest  me,  thou  hast  seen  me,  and  tried 
my  heart  towards  thee.  1  have  forsaken  my 
bouse,  &C."    Chap.  12.  v.  1,  2,  3,  &  8. 

Lactantius  solves  the  extravagance  of  this 
speech  of  Lycurgus  very  oddly,  by  a  reflection 
on  his  priesthood,  tiis  words  are  these,  **  priests 
may  be  as  angry  as  they  wi  1 1,"  for  so  must  he  be  un- 
derstood according  to  t;he  purport  of  the  original. 
1  much  question  whether  his  name-sake  would 
have  allowed  this  concession  to  the  c'ergy:  and 
if  the  translator  may  have  leave  to  give  his  opi- 
nion, he  thinks  them  to  have  less  need  of  it,  than 
any  other  part  of  the  nation. 

19. 

Nine  times  his  course  bright  Lucifer  had  rolFd 
And  ev'niiig  Vesper  deck'd  hjs  rays  with  gold. 

V.  271, 

This  particularity  is  so  far  from  being  orna- 
mental, that  it  preserves  a  valuable  piece  of  an- 
tiquity ;  namely  the  closing  of  the  funeral  gamea 
aftei  nine  days  end:  which  ceremony  the  old 
Romans  called  Novemdialia. 

Bemartiu»r 
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20. 


SO. 


High  oVr  the  people  wrought  with  lively  grace, 
Sbioe  the  fair  glories  of  their  ancient  race. 

V.  297. 

I  don't  remember  any  thing  more  noble,  or 
judicioos  than  this  historical  pictui^  The  des- 
cription of  a  shield  was  already  worn  out :  'twas 
in^possil^  to  add  any  tiling  of  moment  after  Ho- 
mer and  Virgil.  Nor  is  it  introduced  merely  for 
ornament ;  it  contains,  no  less  than  the  story  of 
their  ancestors,  magnanimiim  series  antiqua  pa- 
rentnm.  Its  effects  are  visible :  to  inspire  them 
with  courage  in  the  funeral  games.  Brides,  it 
happily  avoids  most  of  the  objections  that  have 
been  made  against  the  shields  of  Achilles  and 
JEoeas.  Its  size  answers  all  multiplicity  of 
figures  i  and  eren  every  figure  bears  a  plain  re- 
ference to  the  subject  of  action.  The  rules  of 
painting  are  exactly  preserved :  we  have  not  only 
a  contrast  of  passions  in  different  persons,  but 
variety  of  place  in  each  distinct  compartiment. 
'Tis  reasonable  to  thmk  our  author  deungoed 
this  as  a  compliment  to  a  common  ceremony 
then  among  the  Romans :  who  used  at  all  solemn 
funerals  to  carry  before  the  corps  of  the  deceased 
the  pictures  of  their  ancestork  Thus  Horace, 
£podethe8ths 

^Funusatqne  imaginei 

Ducunt  triumphales  tnum. 

See  also  Cicero's  oration  for  Milo,  and  the 
S5th  book  of  Pliny.  Perhaps  Statrus  owed  the 
first  hint  of  his  historical  picture  to  the  custom 
we  now  mention. 

21. 

——Brave  Chorsbus  lifts  his  bleeding  hands — 

V.  3-24. 

Lactantius  gives  two  meanings  to  this  bemy- 
stic ;  the  venerable  or  undaunted  figure  of  Cho- 
raebus.  I  have  chosen  the  latter,  because  it 
agrees  best  with  his  character  in  tlic  first  The- 
baid.    The  story  is  too  long  to  be  transcribed. 

22. 

Here  Belus'  sons  at  Hymen's  altars  stand. 
And  join  with  hearts  averse  the  friendly  hand. 

V.  351. 

The  contract  of  Uanans  and  Egyptus  is  too 
well  known  to  be  repeated.  However  for  the 
sake  of  the  curious  I  shall  not  pass  by  tiie 
epistle  of 'Hypennnestra  to  Linus,  and  some  re- 
markable passages  hi  Pindar's  ninth  Pythian 
Ode.  Statins  seems  pleased  with  this  story,  and 
has  chosen  it  in  another  place  to  ornament  the 
shield  of  Hippomedon.  There  is  something  very 
masterly  in  the  expression,  and  the  tout-ensem- 
ble makes  a  fine  piece  of  night-painting: 
— humeros,  &  pectora  latft 

IHiinntnpna  rtvK;«  kttkA* .:»:*  Iir.  .....^ 


Swift  flew  the  rapid  car,  and  left  behind 
The  noiM3  of  tempests,  and  the  wings  of  wind. 

▼.  549. 

These  verses  are  somewhat  too  bold  in  the 
original: 

stupudre  relicta 
Nubila,  certantes  Eurique  Notiquesequuntor. 

Whoever  translates  Statius  must  have  liberty 
to  soften  some  uf  these  hyperboles.  Yet  Lac- 
tantius was  of  another  opinion,  who  admires 
this  place  in  the  true  spirit  of  criticism.  Diving 
dictum  !  dedit  ilfis  victoris  votum,  sed  ademit 
effectum.    His  remark  is  not  worth  translating. 

24. 
So  sad  Apollo  with  a  boding  sigh 
Told  his  fond  chihi v.  363. 

We  may  peroeive  aomething  very  remarkable 
in  this  simile,  not  without  a  fine  oommiseratioo 
for  unhappy  Polynices.  Instead  of  acouang  the 
rashness,  or  folly  of  Phaeton,  all  is  attribnted  to 
fatal  destiny.  As  mu<*.h  as  to  say,  Polynices  Ion 
not  the  race  through  hiso«n  imprudenee,  bat 
by  the  interpositiou  of  a  deity. 

25. 

Admetus*  life,  hx,    v.  431. 

This  alludes  chiefly  to  the  story  of  Alcestf, 
Ad  ipetus  h  is  wife,  who  was  so  honourable  ( it  seems) 
as  to  lay  down  her  life  to  atone  for  her  husband's. 
Juvenal  makes  an  agreeable  use  of  this  female 
gallantry : 

spectantsubeuntem  fista  mariti 

Alcesten. 

Lactantius. 

Euripides  has  written  a  tragedy  upon  this  oc- 
casion. I  am  afraid  few  modem  ladies  would 
give  such  an  example,  but  indeed  husbands  arp 
much  alter'd  bince  the  days  of  Admetus.  1  may 
add,  that  Statius  takes  notice  of  the  death  of 
Alceste  in  his  Sylva,enlituledtheTearsof  Etms- 
cus,  Lib.3.  I  the  rather  cite  this  poem  because 
it  contains  some  fiiiC  strokes  of  humanity,  and 
filial  affection.  Of  the  same  nature  ishisEpi- 
cedioo  in  Pat  rem.  I  wonder  that  these  two  ad- 
mhrable  copies  have  never  yet  beeea  tnmslaied. 

26. 

'<  Th' impatient  coursers  pant  in  eT*ry  vesn. 
And  pawing  seem  to  beat  the  distant  plain. 
The  vales,  the  floods  appear  already  crost. 
And  e'er  they  start,  a  tiiouaand  stefw  are  lost." 

V.  454. 

The  Latin  of  these  verses  is  wonderfuOy  fine, 
as  Mr.  Dryden  acknowledges  in  his  prefKe  to 
Du  Fresnoy.    He  cites  them  as  a  true  image  of 
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Sioce  that,Mr.  Pope  has  imitated  these  verses  al- 
most Terbatim  in  his  Wiudsor  Forest:  and  I 
thought  fit  to  transfer  them  hither,  rather  than 
expose  my  own  weaknesi.  I  never  was  heartily 
mortified  before ;  I  just  know  bow  to  admire  him 
and  to  despise  myself!  the  reader  may  be  as- 
sured, I  durst  not  presume  to  do  this  without 
that  gentleman's  consent ;  who  not  only  gave  me 
leave  to  use  his  translatioo,  but  also  to  alter  any 
circumstances  that  might  not  oonrespond  with 
the  originaL  I  remember  a  paper  in  the  Guar- 
dian that  consists  chiefly  of  parallel  descriptions 
upon  this  occasion;  and  thither  I  refer  the  cu« 
rious. 

Balde  the  Jesuit  has  some  bold  strokes  in  an 
ode  whose  title  1  forgot,  though  'tis  writteu  partly 
in  imitation  of  the  war-horse  in  Job.  I  mention 
this,  purely  to  do  justice  to  that  poet's  memory, 
who  (notwithstanding  some  extravagances)  came 
nearer  to  the  spirit  and  abruptness  of  Pindar, 
than  any  of  his  ootemporaries. 

27. 

Earth  opening  seem'd  to  groan  ^a  fatal  sigu ! ) 

V.  600. 

Because  Amphiarauf  was  afterwards  to  be 
swallowed  under  ground.  See  the  latter  end  of 
the  seventh  Thebaid: 

Ilium  ingens  haunt  specus,  &  transire  panintes 
Merget  equos  i  non  arma  manu,  noo  frsena 

remisit 
Sicut  erat,  rectos  defert  in  Tartara  currus : 
Bespexitque  cadens  cesium,  campumque  ooire 

Ingemuit 

1  take  this  to  be  one  of  the  most  noUe  det« 
criptions  I  ever  met  with  in  any  language. 

88. 
Loud  shouts  each  chief  that  from  high  Elif 

leads 
His  native  train,  &a    v.  639. 
I  have  opei^d  this  passage  a  little,  but  with 
due  respect  to  geography.     See  the  fourth  Theb. 
Eesupina  Elif,  demissaPisa. 
S9. 
Lives  there  a  warrior  in  the  world  of  fame. 
Who  never  heard  of  Atalanta's  name  ?  v.  649. 


In  deference  to  the  above-mentioned  criticism, 
I  thought  fit  to  leave  out,  vestigia  cunctismde- 
prensapiocis;  for  there  lies  all  the  ooofiision. 

30. 

Foot-race.    v.  766. 

I  must  own,  I  thmk  this  ibot-race  an  inhai- 
table  pieoe  of  poetry.  The  design  itself  is  equal* 
ly  as  just ;  the  circumstances  perhaps  are  more 
beautiful  than  those  upon  the  same  subject 
in  the  Greek  or  Roman  poet.  Had  Statius  given 
the  prize  to  Idas,  (than  which  notbmg  was  more 
easy)  I  cannot  but  think  the  moral  would  have 
been  highly  defective.  Yei  Euryalusin  Virgil 
wins  the  race  by  downright  fraudulcnce.  In  the 
descriptive  parts  our  author  borrows  nothing 
considerable  from  either  of  the  above  cited 
poets.  I  wish  he  had  taken  one  circumstance 
from  Homer,  which  pleases  me  much.  It  is  the 
j^ssage  where  Ulysses  follows  Ajax : 

His  fbe  he  plies, 
And  treads  each  footstep,  e'er  the  dust  can  ritfBu 

31. 

Thus  in  aone  stonn  the  broken  biUows  riae 
Rouad  the  vast  rock v.  909.* 

'Tb  with  great  judgment  the  poet  introduces 
this  simile,  which  admirably  paints  the  size  and 
unmoveableness  of  Capaneus.  I  have  endea- 
voured to  give  it  this  turn,  adding  the  epithet 
vasty  to  strengthen  the  idea.  A  translator  cat 
seldom  do  his  author  this  justice,  and  1  see  no 
reasons  against  it,  if  the  deviation  exceeds  not 
one  word.  However,  it  is  manifest  the  original 
alludes  only  to  the  noise,  and  sudden  overflow* 
ing  of  the  waters.  Tis  impossible  to  give  a  more 
lively  image  of  Alcidamas.  Statius  has  com* 
prized  himself  also  into  a  shorter  pass  than  usual, 
that  the  mind  might  not  be  too  much  suspended 
in  the  midst  of  so  important  an  action.  Beside^ 
there  is  a  particular  beauty  in  the  versification  : 
it  teems  to  run  by  starts,  short  and  violent : 

Asstlit,  ut  pr«ceps  oumulo  salir  unda,  minacet 
Inscopulos,  &firactaredit— 


The  commentators  are  all  mighty  merry  upon 
ibete  venet.  It  teemi  Statius  has  confounded 
the  history  of  AtalanU  (there  being  two  of  that 
.  name)  and  takes  the  wife  of  Hippomenes  for  that 
ufPeiope;  the  famous  racer  in  days  of  yore. 
This  (say  they)  is  a  remarkable  oversight,  and 
very  few  of  them  can  heartily  forgive  it.    The 


thought  mfollible. 
discourse  upon  the  Iliad,  will  find  many  errours 
even  in  Homers  though  not  so  many  as  La 
Motte  fancied.  Aristotle,  Cicero,  and  Dkmy- 
sius  of  Halicamassus  were  seldom  right  in  their 
quotations.  Macrobius  tells  us,  that  Virgil  ran 
into  many  palpable  mistakes,  purely  to  disengage 
himielf  from  too  much  exactness,  and  to  imitate 
Homer.  Blons.  la  Mothe  le  Vayer  has  written 
an  entnre  treatise  upon  this  subject :  and  I  think 
it  worth  reading,  merely  at  a  nortification  for 
kimaa  vanity. 


as. 

The  fight  of  the  ctastus.  ▼.  966w 

I  have  taken  notice  in  the  foot-race,    that 

Statius  has  varied  firom  Virgil,  with  admirable 

judgment.    The  same  may  be  advanced  here  in 

respect  to  Homer,  who  in  his  fight  of  the  cses- 

pride,    instead  of 


punishing  them.  There  is  an  exact  parity  of 
character  between  Capaneus  and  Epeus :  but 
not  the  same  success.  The  boaster  in  this  place 
meets  with  the  mostmanifost  disadvantage:  a 
great  improvement  of  the  moral. 

Upon  the  whole :  it  may  be  required  I  should 
attempt  something  like  a  comparison  between 
the  descriptions  of  this  game  in  Homer,  Virgil, 
and  Statius.  To  speak  my  own  sentimentsy  I 
cannot  bui  preler  the  latter,  not  only  for  its 
greater  variety  of  inddents,  but  for  the  cba- 
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racter  of  arrogance,  which  it  wrought  up  to 
mach  more  petfection :  it  was  this  they  all  la- 
boured at.  Capaneus  is  so  far  bliikled  with  his 
own  admiratioo,  that  he  still  fancies  himself  the 
conqoeror:  though  the  odds  appeared  visibly 
against  him :  so  apt  is  pride  to  magnify.  This 
is  superadded  to  the  characters  in  Homer  and 
Virgil :  and  I  think  it  a  most  natural  improve- 
Hteot. 

33. 

The  mountam-C3rpress  thus,  that  finnly  stood 
From  age  to  age  ▼.  994. 

Originally ; 


55. 


IHe  aotem  Alplni  Teluti  regina  cupressus 
Verticii 

I  have  read  in  one  of  oar  modem  critics,  or  in 
some  book  of  travels,  that  no  cypresses  grow 
npon  the  Alps.  The  author  upon  this  takes  oc- 
casion to  fall  foul  upon  an  eminent  Roman  poet, 
and  wonders  at  his  ignorauce.  It  is  no  matter 
wher^'  I  met  with  this  remark,  it  not  being  of 
much  consequence :  yet  I  thought  lit  to  leave 
out  Alpinusj  and  added  a  more  indefinite 
epithet. 

SSnce  my  writing  this  note,  I  chancM  to  read 
Bemartius's  comment  npon  Statins.  He  is 
much  chagrined  at  this  oversight  As  a  spe- 
cimen of  his  humanity  and  taste  for  criticism, 
I  shall  transcribe  his  own  words  at  length :  **  At- 
tigit  ut  videtur  Papinius  hie  guttam  h  flumine 
Lethes.  Nam  in  Alpibus  nusquam  cupressi : 
nisi  forte  speciem  pro  genere  posuit,  quod  non 
ioepte  affirmare  possumus. 

34. 

Not  half  so  bloody :  or  with  half  such  rage 
Two  mighty  monarchs  of  the  herd  engage. 

V.  1006. 

Statins  seems  to  have  copied  this  simile  ftom 
Che  combat  of  Hercules  and  Achelous  in  the 
ninth  book  of  Ovid's  Metamorphoses.  1  shall 
pleasure  the  reader  with  them  both.  And  first 
Ovid; 

Non  aliter  vidi  fortes  concurrere  tauros, 
Cnm  pretiuui  pugnss,  toto  nitidissima  saltu 
Fxpctitur  conjux :  spectant  armenta,paventque 
Kcscia  qucm  tanti  maneat  victoria  regnL 

Non  sic  ductores  gemini  f^regis,horridatauri 
Bella  movent :  medio  conjux  statcandidaprato 
Victorem  expectans;  rumpunt  obniza  surentes 
Pectora 

The  latter  in  my  opinion  is  far  more  natural 
than  the  former.  There  is  a  beautiful  contrast, 
<*r  variation  of  numbers,  very  tender  and  flowing, 
in 


——medio  coijux- 


-&C. 


Which  is  somewhat  faintly  preserved  m  the 
ti-anslation. 

Spenser  hns  a  simile  something  of  this  nature 
in  thf  combat  between  the  Red-cross  knight  and 
Sansfoy,  Lib.  1.  Canto  2. 


Nor  breath*d  its  spirit  to  oongenial  skies. 

V.  102f- 

Or  to  congenial  stars  more  literally,  accord- 
ing to  the  philosophy  of  Pythagoras.  The  wi<*- 
ed,  says  Lactantius,  were  punished  by  their 
stars  (ab  ipsis  astris,  stellisqne  are  his  words)  ; 
the  good  enjoyed  their  light  for  ever.  For  a 
farther  explication  of  this  ancient  doctrine,  I 
refer  the  reader  to  Servhis  and  Ruseus^  notes 
upon  the  227th  line  of  VirgiPs  4th  Georgic,  Sy- 
deris  in  numerum,  &c  See  also  Pbto  ia 
Timaea 

36. 

So  Hercules,  who  long  had  toiPd  in  vain, 
Heav*d  huge  Anthe  us.     v.  1040. 

I  cannot  but  admire  thi«  noble  simile ;  besides 
the  parity  of  circa  mstances,  the  savage  charac- 
ter of  Antheus  suits  admirably  well  with  the 
bruUl  fury  of  Agylleus :  nor  is  it  a  small  com- 
pliment to  little  Tydeus,  to  compare  him  with 
Hercules  for  strength.  I  fancy  Spenser  drew 
the  story  of  Maleger  at  large  from  this  picture. 
I  am  the  more  inclined  to  think  so,  because  ui 
the  combat  of  prince  Arthur,  and  Pyrrhodes, 
he  translates  aknost  literally  from  Statins  those 
verses  that  describe  Agylleus  after  his  f5UI: 
though  it  must  be  owned,  he  has  interwoven  a 
simile  that  much  improves  them  : 

Nought  booted  it  the  Paynim  then  to  strive* 
But  as  a  bittour  in  an  eagle's  claw. 
That  may  not  hope  by  flight  to  'scape  alive. 
Still  hopes  fbr  death,  with  dread  and  trembling 
So  he  now  subject  to  the  victor's  law,     [awe  : 
Did  not  once  move,  nor  upwards  cast  his  eye* 

37. 

Here  end  the  funeral  games,  which  are  pnt 
off  (as  in  Virgil)  by  a  prodigy,  foreboding  that 
none  of  the  seven  captains  should  return,  except 
Adrastus :  as  that  iu  Virgil  foretold  the  burn- 
ing of  the  ships  by  the  Trojan  matrons. 

To  conclude,  whosoever  will  read  the  original 
impartially,  will  find  Statius  to  be  a  much  better 
poet  than  die  worid  imagines.  What  the  trans- 
lation is,  1  know  not :  nor  can  the  notes  be  ex- 
traordinary, when  no  body  has  written  any  ^ 
thing  tolerable  before  me.  The  reader  may  be- 
lieve, or  disbelieve  them  as  he  pleases;  I  deliver 
conjectures,  not  doctrines.  If  my  present  ver- 
sion has  the  fortune  to  please,  I  may  perhaps 
proceed  farther:  if  not,  I  cannot  but  think  my- 
self happy  in  reviving  at  least  so  fine  a  piece  of 
poetry.  I  have  but  just  given  the  sketch  of  a 
picture,  it  remains  fbr  others  to  deepen  the 
strokes,  and  finish  the  whole.  Whoever  can 
take  such  pains,  will  oblige  me«  as  much  as  the 
worid. 
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To  the  reverend    Mr.     Hildrop,   maMer  of 
Klarleborough-School,  (under  whom  I  had  the 
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honour  of  recdviug  my  eilacation)  these  DiFine 
Poems  are  huiably  dedicated  by  his 
'  most  obliged,    . 

and  obedient  servant, 
W.  Hartx. 


KALM  THE  Cirth^ 

PABAPHRASED, 

AwAKS  my  soul !  in  hallow'd  raptures  praise 
Th*  Almighty  God,  who  in  th'  empyreal  height 
Mtgeslic  shines,  too  glorious  to  behold. 
Methinks  the  broad  expansion  of  the  sky 
Cerspreads   thy  throne:    in  air  thy  chamben 

hang 
Eternal,  and  unmov'd.     Clouds  roli'd  on  clouds 
Thy  chariot  form ;  in  thund'rings  wrapt  and  fires 
Tboa  walk'st,  incumbent  on  the  wings  of  wind. 

Active  as  flames,  all  intellect,  God  forms 
Angels  of  essence4>ure,  whose  finer  parts 
Invisible,  and  half  dissolved  in  light,  [hand 

Should  fleet  through  worlds  of  air.  Th'  Almighty 
Fixt  earth's  eternal  basis,  and  prescribed 
Jts  utmost  limits  to  the  raging  main. 

Forth  from  their  deeps  a  world  of  waters  rose 
And  deluged  earth.    He  spoke,  the  waves  obeyed 
In  peace,  subsiding  to  their  ancient  springs. 
Part  murmur  headlong  down  the  mountahi's 

sides: 
Part  through  the  vales  in  slow  mieaDders  play. 
As  pleas*d,  yet  loth  to  leave  the  flow>ry  scene. 

lliither  by  instinct  savage  beasts  repair 
To  slake  their  thirst.    Along  the  maigin  trees 
Wave  in  the  watry  gleam,  amid  whose  boughs 
The  winged  songsters  chant  their  Maker's  powV. 

God  with  prolific  dews,  and  genial  rain 
Impregnates  «;art;h,  then  crowns  the  smiling  fields 
With  lively  green :  the  vegetative  juice 
Flows  briskly  through  the  trees;  the  purple  grape 
Swells  with  nectareous  wines  t' inspire  the  tool 
With  verdant  fruits  the  clust'ring  olive  bends 
Whose  spritely  liquor  smooths  the  shining  face. 

On  Lebanon  the  sacred  cedar  waves. 
And  spiry  fir-tree,  where  the  stork  conceals 
Her  clam'rous  young.  The  rocks  baTe,unadom'd, 
Have  uses  too:  there  goats  in  quest  of  food 
Hai^  pendulous  in  air,  there  rabbits  form 
Their  mazy  cells— in  constant  course  the  Moon 
Noctoraal  sheds  her  kindly  influence  down, 
Marks  out  the  circling   year,  and  rules  the 
tides. 

In  constant  regularity  the  Sun 
Purples  the  rosy  east,  or  leaves  the  skies. 
Then  awful  night  o'er  all  the  globe  extends 
Her  sable  shades :  the  woods  and  deserts  ring 
With  hideous  yeil,  what  time  the  lions  roar 
And  tear  their  prey  ;*  but  when  the  glimm'ring 

mom 
Dawns  o'er  the  hills,  their  depredations  cease 
And  sacred  silence  reignsi    The  painful  man 
Commences  with  the  Sun  his  early  toil, 
Wjth  him  retires  to  rest.    O  Pow*r  suprome  ! 
How  wonderful  thy  woits !  the  bounteous  earth 
Pwnrs  from  its  fruitful  surfiice  plants  and  herbs 
Adapt  for  ev»ry  use:  iU  bowels  hold 
Rich  veins  of  siker,  and  the  golden  ore. 

UiiDiimber*d  wonders  ui  the  de^  appear, 


Incredible  to  thoo^t.    There  (ow'rs  ol  oak 
Float  o'er  the  surges ;  there  enormous  whalas 
In  awkward  gambols  play,  th'  inferior  fry 
Sportive  through  groves  ol  shining  coral  glide. 
These  with  observance  due,  when  hunger  calls 
Ezjpect  their  meat  from  God,   who  sometimes 
A  ju»t  sufficiency,  or  more  prcvfuse  [gives 

Sbow'rs  down  his  bounty  with  a  copious  hand. 
When  God  withholds  his  all-susUiniug  care. 
To  dust,  their  former  principle,  they  fall.    • 
Then  thy  prolific  spirit  forms  anew 
Each  undecaying species.     Mighty  God!       [is. 
How  great,  how  good  thy  pow*r;  that  was,  and 
And  e'er  shall  be  immutably  the  same! 

Earth  at  thy  look  with  reverential  fear 
Ev»n  to  the  centre  shakes:  tlie  mountains  blace 
Beneath  thy  touch.    Hail  awful  pow»r  of  Heav'n, 
Eternal  three  aiid  one!  The  slaves  of  vice 
Thy  vengeance,  like  a  sudden  whiriwind's  rage. 
Sweeps  from  mankind.     My  Muse,  thrice  gl©i 

rious  task ! 
While  my  blest  eyes  behold  the  cheerful  Sun, 
While  life  shall  animate  this  mortal  frame. 
In  Heav'niy  flights  shall  spread  a  bolder  wins^ 
And  sing  to  Him,  who  gave  her  fir»t  to  singl 

PSALM  THE  crnth, 

PARAPHRASED. 

MoRTAM,  rejoice  I  with  raptures  introduce 
Your  grateful  soiigs,  and  tell  what  mercies  Go*. 
Deigns  to  bestow  on  man :  but  chiefly  you 
The  progeny  of  David,  whom  the  Ix)nl 
Selected  from  each  region  of  the  globe 
Beneath  the  arctic  or  antarctic  pole: 
Or  where  the  purple  Sun  with  orient  beams 
Strike* parallel  on  Earth,  or  prone  descends 
T'  illumine  worlds  beyond  th'  Hesperian  main. 
With  weary  feet,   and  mournful  eyes  thev 
pass»d  ^ 

Erroneous  through  the  dreary  waste  of  plain?. 
Immeas*reble :  the  broad  expanse  of  Heav'n 
Their  canopy,  the  ground,  of  damp  malign. 
Their  bed  nocturnal.    Thus  in  wild  despair 
Anxious  they  sought  some  hospiubJetown. 
In  shame  and  bitterness  of  soul  once  more 
Thcyrecognlzed  the  Lord,  and  trembling  cryM 
"Have  mercy  on  us ! "  he,  the  source  of  mercy. 
Kindly  revisited  his  fev'rite  race, 
Ck>nsol'd  their  woes,  and  led  the  weary  tram 
Through  barren  wilds  to  the  long-promis*d  laad» 
Then  plac»d  'em  there  in  peaceful  habitatkofc 

CHORUS. 
"  O  that  the  sons  of  men  m  grateful  soon. 
Wou'd  praise  Ih'  unbounded  goodness  rf  ths 

Lord, 
Declare  his  miracles,  andlaudhis  pow'r!" 

He  cheers  the  sad,  and  bfds  the  fiunlsh»d  soul 
Luxuriant  feast  till  nature  craves  no  more. 
He  often  saves  th»  imprispn'd  wretch  that  lies 
Tortured  in  iron  chains,  no  more  to  see 
The  cheerfiil  light,  or  breathe  the  purer  air. 
(The  due  reward  impertous  mortals  find,     rniaa 
m«jsweird  with  earthly  grandeur,  thcydeL 
The  Fow'r  supreme)  thus  Jesse's  sacred  seed. 
Elated  with  the  nun.'rous  gifU  of  Ueav'Op 
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Sligbted  the  gher:  then  the  wnthftil  Lord 
With-faeld  bis  hand.    Th^,  impotent  to  Mve 
Tbeir  fbifeit  livet,  io  piercing  accents  cry'd, 
<«  Help  Lord,  we  die !"  be  soon  with  aspect  mild 
Commiserates  their  anguish,  and  relieved 
llioee  limbs,  which  sedentary  numbness  e'rst 
Had  crampt,  when  they  in  dolefol  shades  of 

death 
Sate  inconsolable—"  O  then  that  men      [Lord, 
Voa'd  praise  th'  unbounded  goodness  of  the 
Declare  his  miracles,  and  laud  his  pow'r !" 

Man,  thoughtless  of  bis  end,  in  anguish  reaps 
The  fruits  of  folly,  end  voluptuous  life. 
Sated  with  luxury  his  stomach  knths 
Most  palatable  meats :  with  heavy  pain 
His  eyes  roll  slowly ;  if  he  drops  to  rest. 
He  starts  delirious,  and  still  seems  to  see 
Horrible  fiends,  that  tear  him  from  mankind. 
His  flushing  cheeks  now  glow  like  flames  of  fii« : 
Kow  cl^illM,  he  trembles  with  extremes  of  cold 
That  shoot,  like  darts  of  ice,  tlirough  every  vein. 
Ev'n  then,  when  art   was   conquer'd,   pray'rs 

and  vows 
Lenient  of  anger  soon  appeas'd  the  Lord, 
Whose  saving  providence  restored  his  health,   ' 
And  snatch'd  th'  expiring  from  the  jaws  of  death. 

But  mostly  they  who  voyage  o'er  the  deeps 
Observe  the  works  of  God.    Sudden,  from  high 
Down  pours  a  rushing  storm,  more  dreadful 

made 
$y  darkness:  save  what  light  the  flashing  waves 
Disclose.    The  vessel  rides  sublime  in  air 
High  on  the  surging  billows,  or  again 
Precipitous  through  yawning  chasms  descends. 
He&rUthrilling  plaints,  and  hands  up-rear'd  to 

Heav'n, 
Speak  well  their  anguish,  and  desire  to  live. 
Shock'd  by  each  bursting  wave  that  whirls  'em 

round. 
They  stagger  io  amaze,  like  reeling  men 
Intoxicated  with  the  fumes  of  wine. 
Yet  when  they  cry  to  God,  his  saving  pow'r 
Hushes  the  winds,  and  bids  the  main  subside. 
Instead  of  storms  the  whisp'riog  zephyrs  fan 
The  silent  deep,  and  wave  their  pc^ent  sails* 
Then  ev'ry  heart  exults :  joyous  repose 
Dismisses  each  terrific  thought,  when  once 
(At  Heav'n's  coAimaiid)  the  weary  vessel  makes 
Her  long-expected  haven. — "  O  that  men 
Would  praise  th'  unbounded  goodness  of  tiie 

Lord, 
Declare  his  miracles,  and  land  his  powV  1" 

To  him  onee  more  address  your  songs  of  pnun 
In  ev'ry  temple  sacred  to  his  name, 
Or  where  the  reverend  senators  oonven'd 
In  council  sit     He  turns  the  limpid  streams^ 
And  flow'ry  meadows  to  a  dreary  waste. 
Where  com  has  grown,  and  fragrant  roses  flll'd 
The  skies  with  odoriferous  sweets,  he  bids 
The  baleful  aconite  up-lift  its  head 
(The  curse  of  impious  Jiations):  and  again 
In  lonely  deserts  at  his  high  behests 
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Of  arrogated  greatness,  without  law 
Unpeople  reahns,  and  breathe  but  to  destroy; 
Then  God  his  high  prerogative  asserts. 
Resumes  his  pow'r,  and  blasts  their  guilty  heads: 
Then  raises  Iroa  the  dust  the  humble  soul 
Who  meekly  bore  indignities  and  woe. 


TO  Mr  SOUL. 


FXOU  CHAUCSn. 


Fxt  from  mankind,  my  weary  sool,  retire^ 
Still  follow  truth,  coutentment  still  desire. 
Who  climbs  on  high,  at  best  his  weakness  showSy 
Who  rolls  in  riches,  all  to  fortune  owes. 
Read  well  thy  self,  and  mark  thy  early  ways. 
Vain  is  ibe  Muse,  and  envy  waits  on  praise. 

WavVing  as  winds  the  breath  of  fbrbmehkms. 
No  pow*r  can  torn  it,  and  no  pray'rs  compose. 
Deep  in  some  hermit's  solitary  cell 
Repose  and  ease  and  contemplation  dw^. 
I^t  conscience  guide  thee  in  the  days  uf  need ; 
Judge  well  thy  own,  and  then  thy  neighbooiH 
deed. 

What  Heavhi  bestows  with  thankful  eyes  reodve ; 
First  ask  thy  heart,  and  then  through  faith  be- 
Slowly  we  wander  o'er  a  toilsome  way,      [Beve; 
Shadows  of  Kfe,  and  pilgrims  of  a  day. 
"  Who  wrestles  in  this  w^rld,  receives  a  fell; 
Loekuponhigfa,  and  thank  thy  God  for  aH  I" 


JN  ESSAY  ON  SATIRE: 

PARTICULARLY  ON  THE  DUNCIAIlt 

raiNTED  1730. 


CONTENTS. 

I.  The  origin  and  use  of  satire.  The  excd- 
lency  of  epic  satire  above  others,  as  addiug  ex- 
ample to  precept,  and  animating  by  iableaad 
sensible  images.  Epic  satire  compared  with 
cfpic  poem,  and  wherein  they  differ :  of  their 
extent,  action,  unities,  episodes,  and  the  nature 
of  their  morals.  Of  parody:  ofthestyle,  figures 
and  wit,  proper  to  this  sort  of  poem,  and  tha 
superior  talents  requisite  to  excel  in  it. 

II.  The  characters  of  the  several  authors  of 
satire.  1.  The  ancients;  Homer,  Simonidts, 
Archilochus,  Aristophanes,  Menippus»  y>iH"f| 
Lucilius,  Varro,  Horace,  Persius,  Petronin^ 
Juvenal,  Lucian,  the  emperor  Jidian.  2.  Tha 
modeitis:  Tassone,  Co(X»iu8,  Rabelaia,  R^> 
nier,  Boileau,  Dryden,  Oartb,  Pope. 

IIL  Fixmi  the  practice  6f  all  the  best  writen 
and  men  in  every  age  and  natkm,  the  moral  jn^ 
tice  of  satire  in  general,  and  of  this  sort  in  pnw 
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loollers  at  rdtgioQ,  writen  for  deign,  dethkal 
and  Arian  dergymen. 

ApplicatioD  of  the  whole  disoourra  to  the  Dnn- 
ciad,  coQCludiDif  vith  an  address  to  the  aotbor 
of  it. 


T'  EXALT  the  iou]«  or  make  the  heart  sincera. 
To  arm  our  lives  with  buoetty  severe. 
To  shake  the  wretch  beyond  the  reach  of  law, 
Deter  the  young,  and  tooch  the  bold  with  awe. 
To  raifle  the  (alien,  to  bear  the  suflSsrer'f  ories , 
And  sanctify  the  virtues  of  the  wise, 
Old  Satire  rose  from  probity  of  mind. 
The  noblest  ethics,  to  reform  mankind. 

As  Cynthia's  orb  excels  the  gems  of  nigb^ 
So  epic  satire  shines,  distinctly  bright. 
Here  genius  lives,  and  strei^^  in  ev'ry  part, 
And  lights  and  shadeji,  and  fancy  Ax'd  by  art 
A  second  beauty  invits  nature  liee, 
It  gives  not  things,  but  beings  to  our  eyes, 
life,  substance,  spirit  animate  the  whole : 
Fiction  and  foble  are  the  sense  and  souL 
The  common  dulnessof  mankind  array'd 
In  pomp,  here  lives  and  breathes,  a  wond*roas 

maid: 
The  poetdedtf  her  witii  eadi  unknown  graoe, 
Qeais  her  dull  brain,  and  bri^tans  herdaik 

face. 
See!  father  Chaos  o'er  his  first-born  nods. 
And  mother  Night,  in  m^esty  of  gods. 
See  QuemCs  throne,  by  hands  pontiflc  rise, 
And  a  fools'  pandswnonium  strike  our  eyes. 
Ev'n  what  on  Carl  the  public  bomiteons  pours' 
Is  sublimated  here  to  golden  show'rs. 
A  Dunciad  or  a  Lutrin  is  oompleat. 
And  one  in  action ;  ludicrously  great. 
£ach  wheel  rolls  round  in  doe  degrees  of  foroe; 
Ev'n  episodes  are  needful,  and  of  courses 
Of  course  when  things  are  virtually  begun 
E'er  the  first  ends,  the  father  and  the  son  1 
Or  else  so  needful,  and  exactly  grac'd. 
That  nothing  is  ill-suited}  or  ill-plac'd. 

True  epic's  a  vast  world,  and  this  a  8aial1> 
One  has  its  proper  beauties,  and  one  all* 
Like  Cynthia,  one  in  thirty  dajrs  appears; 
like  Saturn,  oneroUs  round  in  thir^  yeaiff. 
There  openaa  wide  tract,  a  length  of.  floods, 
A  heigbt  of  mountains,  and  a  waste  of  woods: 
Here  but  one  spot:  nor  leaf  nor  green  depart 
Prom  rules ;  e'en  Nature  seems  the  child  of  Art. 
As  unities  in  epic  works  appear. 
So  must  they  shine  in  fiiU  distinction  here, 
Ev'n  the  warm  Iliad  moves  with  slower  pow^  i 
That  forty  days  demands,  thisfbrty  hours. 

JBach  other  satire  humbler  arts  has  known, 
Content  with  meaner  beauties,  though  its  own: 
Enough  for  that,  if  rugged  inits  course 
The  versa  but  rolls  with  vehemence  and  foroe; 
Or  nicely  pointed  in  th'  Hdraftia»  way. 
Wounds  keen,  like  Sirens  misehievoiuly  ga^  ] 
Here  all  has  wit,  yet  must  that  wit  be  stmi^i 
Beyond  the  turns  ol  epigram  or  song. 
The  thought  must  rise,  exactly  from  the  viea, 
Sudden,  yet  finish'd ;  dean,  and  yet  ofiaeiaa. 
One  harmony  must  first  with  last  unite : 
As  all  true  paintiogs  have  their  place  and  light. 
Transitions  must  be  quick,  and  yet  dengn'd, 
Qot  mide  to  fill»  bat  jmt  xttain  iht  mM : 


And  similies,  like  meteora  of  the  mght, 
Just  give  one  flash  of  moanemary  light 

As  thinking  makes  the  soul,  low  things  exprest 
In  higb-rais'd  terms,  define  a  Dunciad  best 
Books  and  the  man,  demand  as  much,  or  more. 
Than  he  who  wandevM  on  the  Latian  shore : 
For  here  (eternal  grief  to  D»w*s  soul, 

^^  ^ 'sthia  ghost)  the  part  contains  the 

whole: 
Since  in  mock-epic  none  sncoeedg,  but  he, 
Whotastes  the  whole  of  epic  poesy. 

The  moral  nuistbe  clear  and  UBdeiatood : 
But  finer  still,  if  negatively  good : 
Blaspheniing  Capaneos  obHquely  shows 
P  adore  those  gods  Eneas  fbars  and  knows, 
A  fool's  the  hero:  but  the  poets  end 
Is  to  be  candid,  modest,  and  afriemK 

Let  classic  learning  sanctify  each  part. 
Not  only  show  your  reading,  but  your  art. 

The  diarms  of  parody,  like  those  of  wit» 
If  well  contrasted,  never ikil  to  hit; 
One  half  in  light,  and  one  in  darkness  drest, 
(For  contraries  oppos'd  still  shine  the  best.) 
When  a  cold  pause  half  breaks  the  writer's  heart. 
By  this,  it  warms,  and  brightens  into  art. 
When  rhefric  glitftrs  with  too  pompous  pride. 
By  this,  like  Circe,  'tis  undeify'd. 
So  Bereojmthia,  while  her  offspring  vie 
In  homage  to  the  mother  of  the  sky,        [fiow'rs, 
(Deck'd  in  rich  robes  of  trees,  and  plants,  and 
And  crown'd  illustrious  with  a  hundred  tow'rs) 
Cer  all  Panassus  casts  her  eyes  at  once. 
And  sees  an  hundred  sons-— and  each  a  dunce. 
Hie  language  n«it:  from  hence  new  pleasure 
springs: 
For  styles  are  ^gnified  as  well  as  things. 
Tho*  sense  subsisU,  distinct  firom  phrase  or  sound. 
Yet  gravity  conveys  a  surer  wound. 
Thechymic  secret  whidi  your  pains  woukl  find. 
Breaks  out,  unsought  for,  in  Cervantes'  mind: 
And  Quixote's  wildness,  like  that  kfng*s  of  old. 
Turns  all  he  touches  into  pomp  and  gold. 
Yet  in  this  pomp  discretion  must  be  had : 
Though  grave,  not  stiff;  though  whimsical,  not 

mad: 
In  works  like  these  if  fustain  might  appear, 
Mock-^pics,  Blaokmore,   would  not  cost  thee 
dear. 
We  grant,  that  Butler  ravishes  the  heart, 
As  Shakespeare  soar'd  beyond  the  roach  of  art  ; 
(For  Naturo  formed  those  poets  without  rules 
To  fill  the  worid  with  imitating  fbols.) 
What  buiiesque  could,  was  by  that  genius  done; 
Yet  faults  it  has,  impossible  to  shtm: 
Th'  unchanging  strain  fbr  wantof  grandeur  doys. 
And  gives  too  oft  the  horse-laugh  mirth  of  boys : 
The  short-legg'd  verse,and  double-giogliogsoum^ 
So  quick  surprise  us,  that  our  heads  run  round  i 
Yet  in  this  work  peculiar  life  presides, 
And  wit,  for  all  the  world  to  glean  bMides. 
Itore  pause,  my  Muse,  too  daring  and  tor 
young. 
Nor  rashly  aim  at  precepts  3ret  unsung.  * 
Can  man  the  master  of  the  Dundad  teaph  ? 
And  these  new  bays  what  other  hopes  to  reach? 
Twere  better  judg'd,  to  study  and  explam 
Each  andent  grace  he  copies  not  in  vain : 
To  trace  thee.  Satire,  to  thy  utmoft  spring, 
I  Thyfomii  tYiyQUanget,  and  tbyaqtbori  sing. 
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Al'l  nations  with  this  liberty  dipense, 
And  bid  us  shock  the  man  that  shocks  good  sense. 

GVeat  Hooker  first  the  mimic  sketch  design 'd : 
What  grasped  not  Homer's  comprehensive  mind? 
By  him  who  virtue  prais'd,  was  folly  curst, 
And  who  Achilles  sung,  drew  Dur.ce  the  first ». 

Next  him  Simonides,  with  lighter  air 
In  beasts,  and  apes,  and  vermm,  paiiiis  the  fiUr : 
The  good  ScriUerus  in  like  forms  displays 
The  reptile  rbymsters  of  these  later  days. 

More  fiercct  Archilocbas,  thy  vengeful  flame : 
Toolf  read,  and  died :  for  blockheads  then  had 
shame. 

The  comic  satirist  *  attacked  his  age. 
And  found  low  arts,  and  pride»  among  the  sage : 
See  learned  Athens  stand  attentive  by, 
And  stoics  learn  their  foibles  firom  the  eye. 

Latium's  fifth  Homer  <   held  the  Greeks,  in 
view: 
Solid,  though  tough,  yet  incorrect  as  new. 
Lucilius,  wami'd  with  more  than  mortal  flame. 
Rose  next,  and  held  a  torch  to  ev^ry  shame. 
See  stem  Menippus,  cynical,  unclean ; 
And  Grecian  centos,  mannerly  obscene. 
Add  the  last  efforts  of  Pacuvius*  rage. 
And  the  chaste  decency  of  V  ♦-ro*s  page. 

See  Horace  next,  in  each  reflection  nice, 
I^amM,  but  not  vain :  the  foe  of  fbols»  not  vice. 
Each  page  instructs,  each  sentiment  prevails. 
All  shines  alike,  he  rallies,  but  ne'er  rails: 
With  courtly  ease  concenls  a  master's  art,  * 
And  least  expected  steals  upon  the  heart. 
YetCassius  *  felt  the  fury  oif  his  rage, 
(Cassius,  the  Welsted  of  a  former  age) ; 
And  sad  Alpinus  ignorantly  read, 
Vlio  murder'd  Memnoo,  tho*  for  ages  dead. 

Then -Persius  came:  whoee  line  tho*  roughly 
wrought. 
His  sense  overpaid  the  stricture  of  his  thought. 
Here  in  clear  light  the  stoic- doctrine  shines. 
Truth  all  subdues,  or  patience  all  resigns. 
A  mind  supreme:  impartial,  yet  severe : 
Pure  in  each  act,  in  each  recess  sincere  ! 
Yet  rich  ill  poets  urg'd  the  stoic's  frown, 
ilnd  bade  him  strike  at  dulness  and  a  crown  K 

The  vice  and  luxury  Petronius  drew 
XhNero  meet :  th*  iQiperial point  of  view  t 
The  Roman  Wilmot,  that  could  vice  oiiastise. 
Pleased  the  mad  king  be  serv'd  to  satirise. 

The  next  in  satire  ^  felt  a  nobler  rage, 
Wliat  honest  heart  could  bear  Dow iiian's  age  } 
See  his  strong  sense,  and  numbers  masculine ! 
Uisioul  is  kindled,  and  be  kindles  mine: 
Scornful  of  vice,  and  fearless  cff  offence, 
He  flows  a  torrent  of  impetuous  sense. 

So  nvage  tyrants  who  blasphem  'd  their  god. 
Turn  suppliants  now,  and  gaze  at  Julian's  rod'. 

Luciao,  severe,  but  in  »  gay  disguise, 
Attacks  old  faith,  or  sports  in  learned  lyes  <; 
Sets  heroes  and  philosophers  at  odds ; 
And  scourges  mortals,  and  dethrones  the  gods. 

Then  all  was  right—But  Satire  rose  once  more 
Where  Medici  and  Leo  arts  restore. 

»  Margitcs.  •  Aristophanei. 

>  Ennius.  4£p«>d.  6. 

s  See  his  first  satire  of  Neio's  verses,  &C. 

*  Juvenal. 

V  The  Csesars  of  the  emperor  Jolian* 

*  tQciaif s  True  fiistosy. 


T&sfond  shone  fantastic,  butntlblime: 
And  he,  who  fonn'd  the  Macaronic-rhyme. 

Then  westward  too  by  slow  degrees  confest, 
Where  boundless  Rabelais  made  the  world  his 

jest: 
Marot  had  nature,  Regnier  force  and  flame. 
But  swallow'd  all  in  Boileau's  matchless  fJEune  f 
Extensive  soul !  who  rang'd  all  learning  o'er. 
Present  and  past — and  yet  found  room  for  more. 
Full  of  new  sense,  exact  in  ev'ry  page. 
Unbounded,  and  yet  sober  in  thy  rage. 
Strange  fiite  !  Thy  solid  sterling  of  two  lines, 
Drawn  to  our  tinsel,  thro*  whole  pages  shines  9, 

In  Albion  then,  with  equal  lustre  bright. 
Great  Dryden  rose,  and  steered  by  Nature's  light. 
Two  glirom'ring  orbs  he  just  observ'd  from  far. 
The  ocean  wide,  and  dubious  either  star. 
Donne  teem'd  with  wit,  but  all  was  maiih'daixl 

bruised. 
The  periods  endless,  and  the  sense  confus'd : 
Oldham  rush'd  on,  impetuous  and  sublime. 
But  lame  in  language,  harmony  and  rhyme : 
These  (with  new  graces)  vig»rous  Nature  joinM 
In  one,  and  oenter'd  them  in  Dryden's  mind. 
How  full  thy  verse  I  Thy  meaning  how  severe ! 
How  dark  thy  theme  !  Yet  made  exactly  clear. 
Not  mortal  is  thy  accent,  nor  thy  rage. 
Yet  mercy  softens,  or  contracts  each  page. 
Dread  bard  !  instruct  us  to  revere  thy  roles. 
And  hate  like  thee,  all  rebels,  and  all  fools. 

His  spirit  ceas'd  not  (in  strict  truth)  to  be : 
For  dying  Dryden  breath'd,'  O  Garth,  on  thee. 
Bade  thee  to  keep  alive  his  genuine  rage, 
Halfsnnk  in  want,  oppression  and  old  age : 
Then,  when  thy  pious  hands  **  repos'd  his  head. 
When  vain  yoang  lords  and  ev'n  the  flamen  fledk 
For  well  thou  knewst  his  merit  and  his  art. 
His  upright  mind,  clear  bead,  and  fHendly  heart. 
Ev'n  Pope  himself  (who  sees  no  virtue  bleed 
But  bears  th*  affliction)  envies  thee  the  deed, 

O  Pope  !  instructor  of  my  studious  days. 
Who  fix'd  my  steps  m  virtue's  early  ways ; 
On  whom  our  labours,  and  our  hopes  depend. 
Thou  more  than  patron,   ai^d  ev'n  more  Uian 
Above  all  flattery,  all  thirst  of  gain,        [friend ! 
And  mortal  but  in  sickness,  and  in  pain ! 
lliou  taught'st  old  Sathre  nobler  firoits  to  bear. 
And  check'd  her  licence  with  a  moral  care. 
Thou  gav'st  the  thought  new  beauties  not  its  own. 
And  touch'd  the  verse  with  graces  yet  unknown ; 
Eaoh  lawless  branch  thy  level  eye  survey'd. 
And  still  corrected  Nature  as  she  stray 'd : 
Waim'd  Boileau's  sense  with  Britain's  genuine 

fire. 
And  added  softness  to  Tasson^s  lyre. 

Yet  mark  the  hideous  nonseuse  of  the  age. 
And  thou  t  h3rsetf  the  subject  of  its  rage. 
So  in  old  times,  round  godlike  Scasva  ran 
Kome^t  dastard  sons,  a  million,  and  a  man. 

Th'  exalted  merits  of  the  wise  and  good 
Are  seen,  far  off,  and  rarely  understood. 
11ie  world's  a  father  to  a  dunce  unknown. 
And  much  he  thrives,  for,  Dulness!  he's  thy  own. 
No  hackney  brethren  e'er  condemn'd  him  twice  t 
He  fears  no  enemies,  but  duAt  and  mice. 

•  Roacomroon,  reversed. 

>^  Dr.  Garth  took  caie  of  Mr.  Dryden's  fune- 
ral, which  some  noblemeni  who  undertocA  it,  had 
neglected. 
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If  Pbpe  hut  trritcs,  the  devil,  Lefrion  nres, 
And  meacte  critics  mntter  in  their  caves : 
(Such  critics  of  necessity  consume 
All  wit,  as  hangmen  ranshM  maids  at  Rome.) 
Names  he  a  scribbler?  all  the  world's  in  arras; 
Aag^usta,  Granta,  Rhedccyna  swarms : 
The  guilty  reader  fancies  what  he  feam, 
And  every  Midas  trembles  for  his  ears. 

See  all  such  malice,  obloquy  and  spite. 
Expire  e'er  mom,  the  mushroom  of  a  night 
Transient  as  vapours  glimm'ring  thro'  the  glades, 
Half-form'd  and  i<lle,  as  the  dreams  of  maids. 
Vain  as  the  sick  man^  vow,  or  young  man's  sigh. 
Third -nights  of  bards,  or  Henley's  *'  sophistry. 

These  ever  hate  the  poet's  sacred  line : 
These  hate  whate'eris  glorious  or  divine. 
From  one  eternal  fountain  beauty  springs, 
The  energy  of  wit  and  truth  of  things. 
That  source  is  Qod  :  from  him  they  downwards 

tend, 
now  round — yet  in  their  native  centre  end  • 
Hence  rules,  and  truth,  and  order,  dunces  strike; 
Of  arts,  and  virtues,  enemies  alike. 

Some  urge,  that  poets  of  supreme  renown 
Judge  ill  to  scourge  the  refuse  of  the  town ; 
Howe'er  their  casuists  hope  to  turn  the  scale, 
Hiese  men  must  smart,  or  scandal  will  prevail. 
By  these  the  weaker  sex  still  sufier  most ; 
And  such  are  prais'd  who  rose  at  honour's  cofft : 
The  leam'd  they  wound,  the  virtuous,  and  the 

havi 
Ko  fauH  they  cancel,  no  reproach  they  spare : 
The  random  shaft,  impetuous  in  the  dark. 
Sings  on  unseen,  and  quivers  in  the  mark. 
Tis  justice,  and  not  anger,  makes  us  write. 
Such  sons  of  darkness  must  be  dragg'd  to  light : 
long-suiTring  nature  must  not  always  hold : 
In  virtue's  cause  'tis  gen'rous  to  be  bold. 
To  scourge  the  bad,  th'  unwary  to  reclaim. 
And  make  light  flash  upon  the  face  of  shame. 

Others  have  urg'd  (but  weigh  it,  and  you'll 
find 
Tis  light  as  featben  bkmn  before  the  wind) 
That  poverty,  the  curse  of  Providence, 
Atones  for  a  dull  writer's  want  of  sense: 
Alas  I  his  dulness  'twas  which  made  him  poor  : 
Not  vice  vena:  we  infer  no  more. 
Of  vice  and  folly  poverty's  the  curse, 
Heav'n  oiay  be  rigid,  but  the  man  was  worse. 
By  good  made  bad,  by  fovoun  more  disgrac'd. 
So  dire  th'  effects  of  ignorance  misplac'd  ! 
Of  idle  youth,  unwatch'd  by  parents'  eyes ! 
Of  zeal  for  pence,  and  dedication  lies ! . 
Of  conscience  modeli'd  by  a  great  man's  k>oks, 
And  arguings  in  religion — from  no  books  I 

No  light  the  darkness  of  that  mind  invades, 
Where  Chaos  rules,  ensbrin'd  in  genuine  shades : 
Where  in  the  dungeon  of  the  soul  endoa'd, 
Tnie  Dolness  nods,  reclining  and  repos'd. 
Sense,  grace,  orharmooy,  ne'er  enter  there. 
Nor  human  fiuth,  nor  ^ety  sincere : 
A  midnight  of  the  spirits,  soul  and  head, 
(Soqpendedall)  aa  thought  itsdf  lay  dead. 
Yet  ofl  a  mimic  gleam  of  transient  light 
Breaks  tbio'  this  gloooiy  and  then  they  think 
they  write; 

'>Id  the  original  H««-;   probably  oi«tor 
JicBley.    a 


From  streets  to  streets  th'  onnmnbcr'd  pam- 
phlets fly ; 
Then  tremble  Warner,  Brown  and  BillinsJy  •'. 

O  thou  most  gentle  deity  appear. 
Thou  who  still  hear'st,  and  yet  art  prone  to  hear: 
Whose  eye  ne'er  closes,  and  whose  brains  ne'er 

rest, 
(Thy  own  dear  Dolness  bawling  at  thy  breast) ' 
Attrad,  O  Patience,  on  thy  arm  reclin'd. 
And  ^ee  wit's  endless  enemies  behind ! 

And  ye,  our  Muses,  with  a  hundred  tongrues; 
And  thou,  O  Henley  !  ble^t  with  brazen  lungs : 
Fanatic  Withers !  fim'd  for  rhymes  9nd  sighs, 
And  Jacob  Behmen !  most  obscucely  wise : 
From  darkness  palpable,  on  dusky  wings 
Ascend  1    and  shroud  him  who  your  offspring 
shigs. 

The  flrst  with  Egypt's  darkness  in  his  head. 
Thinks  wit  the  devil,  and  curses  books  unread. 
For  twice  ten  winters  he  has  blunder'd  on, 
Thro'  heavy  comments,  yet  ne'er  lost  nor  wooe 
Much  may  be  done  in  twenty  winters  more, 
And  let  him  then  learn  English  at  threescore. 
No  sacred  Maro  (rlitters  on  his  shelf. 
He  wants  the  mighty  Stagyrite  himself. 
See  vast  Coimbrias'  i^  comments  pil'd  on  high  ; 
In  heaps  Soncinas'4,  Sotus,  Sanchez  lie ; 
For  idle  hours,  Sa's'»  idle  casuistry. 

Yet  ^orse  is  he,  who  in  one  language  read. 
Has  one  eternal  jingling  in  his  head. 
At  night,  or  mom,  in  bed,  andonthe^irs — 
Talks  flights  to  grooms,  and  makes  lewd  songs 

at  pray'rs; 
His  pride,  a  pun,  a  guinea  his  reward. 
His  critic  Gildon,  Jemmy  Moere  his  bard. 

What  artfiil  hand  the  wretch's  form  can  hit. 
Begot  by  Satan  on  a  Manley's  wit: 
In  parties  furious  at  the  great  man's  nod. 
And  hating  none  for  nothing,  but  his  God  r 
Foe  to  the  leam'd,  the  virtuous,  and  the  sage, 
A  pimp  in  jrouth,  an  atheist  in  old  age ; 
Now  plnng'd  in  bawdry  and  substantial  lies. 
Now  dabbling  in  ungodly  theories : 
But  so,  as  swallows  skim  the  pleasing  flood. 
Grows  giddy,  but  nCer  drinks  to  do  him  good : 
Alike  resolv'd  to  flatter,  or  to  cheat. 
Nay  worship  onions,  if  they  cry,  "  come  eat :" 
A  foe  to  faith,  in  revelation  blind. 
And  impious  much,  as  dunces  are  by  kind. 
.    Ncit  see  the  master-piece  of  flatt'ry  rise, 
Th'  anointed  son  of  dulness  and  of  lie*; 
Whose  soAest  whisper  fills  a  patron's  ear. 
Who  smiles  unpleas'd,   and   mourns  without  a 
Persuasive,  tho'awoful  blockhead  he:      [tear; 
Troth  dies  before  his  shadow's  sophistry ; 
For  well  he  knows  the  vices  of  the  town. 
The  schemes  of  state,  and  int'rest  of  the  gown : 
Immoral  afternoons,  indecent  nights. 
Inflaming  wines,  and  second  appetites. 

But  most  the  theatres  with  dulness  groan  } 
Embrios  half  fbrm'd,  a  progeny  unknown: 

**  Three  booksellers. 

>*The  society  of  Guimbria  in  Spain,  whick 
pablisbed  commentaries  on  Aristotle. 

**  Soncinas,  a  schoolman. 

'*  Eman.  de  Sa.  bee  Patchal's  Mystery  of 
Jetoitism. 
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Fine  things  for  nothing,  traoiport»out  of  seaioD, 
Effects  uncaused,  and  murders  without  reason. 
Here  worlds  run  round,  And  years  are  taught  to* 
Each  scene  an  elegy,  each  act  a  play.        ( sUy, 
Can  the  saoie  pow'r  such  various  passions  move  ? 
Bejoice  or  weep,  'tis  ev*ry  thing  for  love. 
The  self-same  cause  produces  Heav'n  and  Hell : 
Things  coatrary,  as  buckets  in  a  well : 
One  up,  one  down,  one  empty  and  one  full : 
Half  high,  half  low,  half  witty,  and  lialf  dulL 
So  on  the  borders  of  an  ancient  wood. 
Or  where  some  poplar  trembles  o'er  the  flood, 
Arachne  travels  on  her  fllony  thread. 
Now  high,  now  low,  or  on  her  ieet  or  bead. 

Yet  these  \o^  rent,    as  croaking  oomfocts 
frogs. 
And  m'tre  and  ordure  are  the  heav'n  of  bogs. 
As  weU  mii^  nothing  bind  Mamensity, 
Or  passive  matter  imraataiiala  see, 
As  these  should  write  by  reason,  rfasrme  and  rale. 
Or  he  turn  wit,  whoa  Nature  doomed  a  fbok 
If  Dryden  ered,  twas  human  frailty  ooc^ 
But  blundering  is  the  esaenoe  of  a  dunce. 

Some  write  for  glory,  but  the  phantom  fades: 
Some  write  as  party,  or  as  spleen  invades : 
A  third  because  his  lather  was  well  read, 
And,  murderer  like,  calls  bhishes  from  the  dead. 
Yet  all  for  morals  and  for  arts  contend — 
Tbey  want  them  both,  who  never  prais'd  a  friend. 
More  ill,  than  dull:  for  pure  stupidity 
Was  ne'er  a  crime  in  honest  Banks,  or  me. 

See  next  a  crowd  in  damaskb,  silki;,  and  crapes, 
Equivocal  in  dress,  half  belles,  half-trapes: 
A  length  of  night-  gewn  rich  Phantasia  trails, 
Olinda  wears  <wm  sbiftv  uxi  P^res  no  nails : 
Some  in  CurlVa  cabinet  each  act  display. 
When  Nature  in  a  transport  dies  away : 
Some  more  reAn*d  transcribe  their  Opera-lores 
On  iv'ry  tablets,  or  in  dean  white  gloves: 
Some  of  Platonic,  rome  of  carnal  taste, 
HoopM  or  unhoop'd,  ungarter'd  op  unUc'd. 
Thus  thick  in  air  the  wing*d  creation  play. 
When  vernal  Pbcsbus  rolls  the  light  awny, 
A  motley  race,  haU  inseet%  and  half  fowls, 
Loose^uird  and  diity,  may-flies,  baU  and  owls. 

Gods  I  that  thia  native  nonsense  wasroor  worst ! 
With  crimes  more  deep,    O  Albion,  art  thou 

cprst 
No  judgment  open  prophanation  fears, 
For  who  dreads  God,  that  can  preserve  his  fears  ? 
O  save  me,  Providenoe,  from  vicereftn'd. 
That  worst  ot  ills,  a  speeulative  i^ind  1 
Not  that  I  blame  divine  phUesophy 
(Yet  much  we  riskv  for  pride  and  learning  lye) : 
Heavhi's  paths  are  found  hy  nature  more  than 

art, 
Tbft  sehoolmaa'a  head  misleads,  the  layman^ 
heart. 

What  unrepented  deeda  has  Albion  dqne  ? 
Yet  spave  us,  Hea(v*n !    return,  and  s|0ve  thy 
Keligioa  vani#b^  to  types  and  shade,         [own. 
By  wits,  by  fouls,  by  her  own  sons  bttray'd. 


From  wayward  natnre,  or  lewd  paels^  ihyu? 
From  praying,  canting,  or  king-killing  times? 
From  all  the  dregs  which  Gallia  oonld  pour  forth, 
(These  sous  of  schism)  landed  in  the  north  ?^ 
From  whence  it  came,  they  and  the  d^  best 

know. 
Yet  thus  much.  Pope,  each  atheist  is  thy  foe; 
O  Deceucy,  forgive  these  friendly  rhymes. 
For  raking  in  the  dung-hill  of  their  crimes. 
To  name  each  monster  would  make  printing 

dear. 
Or  tiro  Ned  Ward,  who  writes  six  books  a  year. 
Such  vicious  nonsense,  impudence,  and  spile^ 
Would  make  a  hermit^  or  a  fiither  write. 
Though  JuUan  rulM  the  world,  and  held  no  more 
Than  deist  Gildon  taught,  or  Tohmd  sworo. 
Good  Gregory  l*  prov*d  him  execrably  bad. 
And  scourged  his  soul,  with  drunken  reason  mad* 
Moeh  longer  Pope  restrain'd  his  awful  band. 
Wept  o*er  poor  Nineveh,  and  her  dull  band, 
Till  foole  like  weeds 'rose  up,  and  diok'd  tiie 


Long,  long  he  slmnber^d  e'er  th'  avenging  how : 
For  dubtoss  meroy  half  o*er-ruPd  his  pow'r : 
Till  the  winged  bolt,  red-hissing  from  above, 
Piero'd  millions  thro* — for  sooh  the  wrath  sf 

Jove. 
Hell,  Chaos,  Darkneas,  tremble  at  the  sound* 
And  prostrate  fools  be^row  the  vast  profound; 
No  Charon  wal^s  them  from  the  forther  sbore^ 
Silent  they  sleep,  alas !  to  rise  no  morer 

O  Pope,  and  sacred  Criticism,  foi^ve  pivet 
A  youth,  who  dares  approach  jonr  shrine,  aid 
Far  as  he  wandered  in  an  unknown  ni^t. 
No  guide  to  lead  him,  but  his  own  dim  light. 
For  him  moro  fit  in  vulgar  paths  to  tread. 
To  show  th'  unlearned  what  they  never  read. 
Youth  to  improve,  or  rising  genius  teod. 
To  science  nwoh,  to  virtue  mote^  a  friea^ 


Ccelestisrationisopasdedticeie  mundo  aggrediar* 

MA2UL.Iib.  i« 

From  Time's  vast  Itoogth,  eternal  and  unkM>im» 
Essence  of  God,  coeval  Reason  shone : 
Mark'd  each  recess  of  providence  and^fiite, 
Weighiti«:  the  present,  past,  and -fiiture slate : 
'Ere  Earth  to  startfrom  nothing  was  decreed, 
'Ere  man  had  foll'n,  or  God  vouchsafd  to  Ueed; 

Part  of  herself  in  Eden's  pair  die  saw, 
"^J^TIcreThiuc  waa  bat  practice,  natures lanT} 
Where  tnith  was  almost  felt  as  well  aa  seen, 
(Pereeption  half)  and'scaree  a  mist  between; 
Wiere  homage    ^rove  in  praise   and  pray'r 

t^adore. 
By  one  to  houour,  and  by  one  implore:  [hemU 
White  tenip*rance  cropt  the  herb,  and  nixt  the 
And  health  warned  sense,  and  sense  tobte'd  the 

soul. 
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Ha  earOi'bom  pride  had  siMitch'd  tb*  Almighty's 

rod, 
O'eitnrn'd  the  balance,  or  blaspbemM  the  God  : 
No  vice  (for  vice  is  only  truth  deny'd) 
Van'd  ignoianoe,  or  natare's  voice  bely'd. 

Hail,  blissful   pair  I  whose  sense   if  fbither 
wrought. 
Had  weaken'd,stretch*d,andagoniz*d  the  thought, 
Oeated  both  tolmow  and  to  possess 
What  we,  unhappy,  can  but  barely  guess : 
Truth  to  survey  in  clearest  lights  arranged, 
Ere  frauds  were  formM  to  rules,  or  words  were 
Ere  every  act  a  double  aspect  bore,      [changed, 
Or  doubts  intending  well,  perplext  us  more  i  • 

You  saw  the  source-of  actions  and  the  end ; 
Why  thhigs  are  opposite,  and  why  they  blend; 
How  from  eternal  causes  good  and  ill 
ftibsist:  how  mingle,  yet  are  different  still : 
How  modes  unnumber'd  soften  and  unite ;. 
How  strength  of  falsehood  glares,  and  strength  of 
light: 

Half  of  the  God  came  open  to  your  view ; 
Yon  haiPd  his  presence,  and  his  voice  you  knew; 
That  God,  whose  light  is  truth,  whose  vast  extent 
Of  pleasure,  good--6elf-form*d  and  self-conftent ! 
Unhurt  by  years,  unlimited  by  place, 
At  oooe  overflowing  time  and  thought  and  space. 

By  knowing  him,  you  knew  him  to  be  b^ 
(For  the  arst  attribute  infers  the  rest). 
Knew  from  his  mind  why  boundless  virtues  rose. 
Why  his  unerring  will  that  virtue  chose. 
Not  something  sep'rate  (as  the  deist'dreams) 
To  circumscribe  his  pow>r,  oootract  his  schemes : 
Forreason  though  it  binds  th'  immortal  will. 
It  bat  a  portion  of  the  Godhead  still : 
This  learn,  ye  wits,  by  sacred  myst'ry  aw'd. 
And  know  that  God  is  only  guide  to  God. 

Tliis  the  first  knew,  their  heart,  their  knowledge 
clear; 
Th&T  reason  perfect,  as  their  frame  could  bear: 
Till  lust  of  change  and  more  than  mortal  pride 
Infringed  the  law,  the  penalty  defyM : 
Curst  by  themselves  in  Eden's  Uest  abodes, 
Posaening  all,  yet  raging  to  be  gods : 
Thence  sin  unuerr'd  the  sense,  obscur'd  the  soul. 
And  still  increasM,  like  rivers  as  they  roll : 
For  nature  once  deprav'd,  like  motion  crost. 
Ne'er  of  herself  can  gain  the  pow'rs  she  lost. 

But  here  the  modems  eagerly  dispute,-— 
.  •«  Why  hi  a  state  of  knowledge  absolute, 
(Where  unmn'd  truth  came  naked  to  the  view. 
And  the  first  glance  could  pierce  all  nature  thro*,) 
God  should  an  edict  positive  decree 
And  gnard  so  strict  th*  inviolable  tree  } 
This  were  for  trifles  sagely  to  contend. 
To  barter  truth  for  show,  for  means  the  end." 
Agreed :   but   first  our  mighty  sect  should 
prove  Ti 

God  has  no  title  to  our  faith  or  love  : 
To  a^e  submissive,  reverential  fear. 
To  hope,  to  homage,  to  the  grateful  tear: 
That  truth  omniscient  may  sometimes  deceive. 


How,  the  fim  morning  life  inibrm'd  his  frame. 
Durst  be  profiine  his  Maker's  sacred  name  ? 
How  without  parents  could  intemperate  rage 
Spurn  the  hoar  head,  or  mock  the  tears  of  age  ? 
Why  should  he  covet  ?  when  supremely  blest-* 
Or  why  defraud  ?  when  all  things  be  posscst^ 
The  bridal  bed  for  whom  should  he  deceive  ? 
Or  whom  assassin,  but  bis  much-lov*d  Eve  ?-* 
Hence  'twas  that  man  by  positives  was  try*d : 
And  hence  beheld  the  Godhead  justified. 

Add,  that  the  reasoning  faculty  of  man 
Serv'd  not  as  now,  when  Adam  first  began  : 
Much  though  be  saw,  yet  little  had  he  try'd. 
Nor  known  experience,  nature's  sorest  guide : 
See  then  a  previoos  cause  and  reason  giv'n  . 
Why  a  reveal'd  instinct  should  come  fromHeav'n, 
Which  op'd  at  once  the  natures  aud  the  powers 
Of  earth,  air,  sea,  beasts,  reptiles,  fruits,  and 
.  flow'rs. 
Effects,  as  yet  uncaus'd,  thence  Adam  knew,  , 
The  rage  of  poisons,  and  the  balms  of  dew : 
Smird   when   the  gen'rous  conr&er  paw'd  the 

plains. 
Yet  shun'd  the  tygrcssand  her  beauteous  stains  : 
Nurs'd  the  soft  dove  that  slumbered  on  his  breast^  . 
Nor  touch'd  the  dipsas*  poison-flaming  crest. 

How  had  he  trembled  in  that  bless'd  abode. 
Had  not  his  sovereignty  been  taught  by  God  i 
Or  how,  unlicens'd,  durst  he  wanton  tread 
Ev'n  the  green  insect  in  its  herbal  bed  ? 
For  life,  like  property,  is  no  man's  slave. 
And  only  be  can  reassume  that  gave. 
(This  by  the  way :)  the  hist'ry  of  the  fall. 
And  how  the  first-fbrm'd  loins  contain'd  us  all. 
Dread  points  1  which  none  explain,  and  few  con« 

ceive. 
We  wave  forever,  doctors,  by  your  leave. 
Ethnics  and  Christians  a  corruption  grant. 
The  manner  how,  still  wicked  wiu  may  want. 
So,  if  they  doubt  what  sound,  or  vision  be. 
Thence  let  them  prove  we  cannot  hear,  or  see. 

'Spite  of  their  mock'ry  also,  plain  is  this. 
That  no  man  bad  a  plea  to  Adam's  bliss. 
Grant  that  the  parent  wastes  a  vast  estate-% 
Is  he  for  that,  just  object  of  our  bate. 
Provided  all  remains  that  use  requires. 
Or  need  can  crave,  for  ends  and  foe  desires. 
To  point  out  evil,  virtoe*8  heights  to  reach. 
This  life  to  soften,  or  the  next  to  teach  ? 

Shall  man,  because  he  wants  a  seraph's  flame^ 
Not  taste  the  joys  proportion'd  to  his  frame  ? 
Knowledge  enough  for  use,  for  pride  is  giv'n  ; 
Strong,  but  not  sensitive  as  truth  in  Heav'n : 
Clear  yet  adapted  to  the  mental  sight : 
For  too  much  truth  o'erpow'rs,  as  too  much  light. 
Reason,  like  virtue,  in  a  medium  lies :     [wise, 
A  hair's-breadih  more  might  make  us  mad,  not 
Out-know  ev*n  knowledge,  and  out-polish  art. 
Till  Newton  drops  down  giddy — a  Descartes  !    . 
For  reason,  like  a  king  who  thirsts  for  pow'r. 
Leaves  realms  unpeopled,while  it  conquers  mores 
Admit  our  eye-sight  as  the  lynx's  clear : 
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No  wiser*  if  iU  paiu  proceed,  than  end. 
And  all  its  journey  only  to  descend. 

The  question  is  not  therefore,  how  much  light 
God^s  wisdom  gives  us,  but  t 'exert  it  right: 
Enough  remains  for  ev'ry  social  end. 
For  practice,  theory,  self,  neighbour,  friend : 
Then  call  not  knowiet^gc  narrow,  Heaven  unkind; 
One  curse  there  is,  tis  wantonness  of  mind. — 
flo  human  plummets  can  abysses  sound  : 
Agreed :  yet   rocks  they    reach   and    shelving 

ground: 
Thus  reason,  where  His  dang'rous,8teer8  us  right. 
And  then  dissolves  amidst  th'  abyss  of  light. 
'Tis  reason  finds  th'  horizon's  glimm'ring  line 
Where  realms  of  truth, and  realmsof  errour  join: 
Views  its  own  hemisphere  with  thankful  eyes. 
Thinks  nature  good  iu  that  which  she  denies : 
While  pride  ami<lst  the  vast  abrupt  must  soar- 
Alas  !  to  fathom  God  Is  to  be  more  1 

Tlien  Clare  be  wise,  into  thyself  descend, 
Sige  to  some  purpose,  studious  to  some  end : 
Search  thy  own  heart,  the  well  where  knowledge 

lies  :  [skies : 

Thence  (not  from  higher  earth)  we  catch   the 
Le^ve  myst'ry  to  the  seraph's  purer  thought 
Which  takes  in  truth,  as  forms  by  streams  are 

caught : 
Leaves  lust  to  brutea  whose  unhurt  sense  is  such, 
T^at  tenfold  transport  thrills  at  ev'ry  touch: 
Holding  the  middle  sphere  where  reason  lies. 
Than  these  more  temperate,  as  than  those  less 

wiso. 
Each  pow'r  of  animals  in  each  degree, 
Ev'n  second  instinct,  knowledge  is  to  thee : 
Th'  effect  as  ceitain,  tho'  the  birth  more  slow. 
For  like  the  rosf.  it  must  expand  and  blow : 
Time  must  call  forth  the  manhood  of  the  mind, 
By  study  strengthen'd,  and  by  taste  refin'd  : 
Its  action  open,  as  its  purpose  true, 
Slow  to  resolve,  but  constant  to  pursue : 
Weeded  from  passion,  prejudice  and  pride. 
Mod' rate  to  all,  yet  steady  to  one  side. 
Suchunce  was  Knight :   in  word,  in  action  clear, 
£v'n  in  the  last  recess  of  thought  sincere: 
Great  without  titles,  virtuous  without  show, 
licam'd  without  pride,  and  just  without  a  foe : 
Alike  humane,  to  pity,  or  impart: 
7*he  coolest  head,  and  yet  the  warmest  heart. 
O  early  lost !  With  ev'ry  grace  adom'd  ! 
By  me  (so  Heav'n  ordain'd  it)  always  moum'd ; 
In  life's  full  joy,  and  virtues'  fairest  bloom 
Untimely  check'd,  and  hurry'd  to  the  tomb: 
Tom  ev'n  from  her  whom  all  the  world  approved, 
More  blest  than  man,  and  more  than  man  be- 

lov'd. 
How  few,  like  thee,  truth's  arduous  paths  can 

tread,  [head  ? 

Trace  her  slow  streams,  and  ta<;te  them  at  their 
Sec  how  scarft  sages,  and  pale  schoolmen  roam 
Prom  art  to  art?  their  mind  a  void  at  home. 
For  oft  our  understanding  opes  our  eyes. 
Forgets  itself,  tho'  all  things  it  descries. 
Minds  like  fine  pictures  are  by  distance  provM, 


Sach  were  the  patlu,  the  nibric  andenta  trod. 
The  friends  of  virtue  and  the  friends  of  God. 

Science  like  this,  imponant  and  divine. 
The  good  pian  ofiers.  Reason,  at  thy  shrine: 
Sees  thee,  God,  Nature  (well  explain'd)  the  sames 
Not  chang'd  when  thought  on,  varying  but  in 

name; 
Sees  whence  each  aptitude,each  diff*rencetpriiigs. 
How  thouubt  ev'n  acts,  and  meaning  lives  in 

things: 
Or  else  examines  at  less  studious  hours 
The  thinking  fiiculty,  its  source,  its  pow'rs : 
flow  stretch'd  like  Kneller's  canvas  first  it  Iie% 
'Ere  the  soft  tints  awake,  or  outlines  rise : 
How  till  the  finishing  of  thrice  sev'n  years. 
The  master  figure  Reason  scarce  appears : 
Sighs  to  survey  a  realm  by  right  its  own. 
While  passion,  fierce  co-heir,  usurps  the  throng 
A  second  Nero,  turbulent  in  sway. 
His  pleasure,  noise,  his  life  one  stormy  day  : 
Headstrong  in  love,  and  headstrong  too  in  bate^ 
Resolv'd  t'  enslave  the  mob,  or  sink  the  stale: 
Sad  farce  of  pow'r,  sad  aqarchy  of  things. 
Where  brutes  are  subjects,  and  where  tyrants 
kings ! 

Yet  in  this  infant  state,  bv  stealth,  by  cbmnce, 
Th'' increasing  mind  still  feels  a  slow  advance. 
Thro'  the  dark  void  ev'n  gleams  of  truth  oan 
And  love  of  liberty  upheave  at  root :         [sboot, 
No  more  the  tender  seeds  unquickcn'd  lie, 
But  stretch  their  form  and  wait  for  wings  to  fljr. 
Sensation     rst,  the  ground-work  of  the  whole. 
Deals  ray  by  ray  each  image  to  the  soul: 
Perception  true  to  every  nerve,  receives 
The  various  impulse,  now  exults,  now  grieves: 
Thought  works  and  ends,  and  dares  afresh  be- 
gin: [inj 
So  whirlpools  pour  out  streams,  and  suck  tben 
That  thought  romantic  Memory  detains 
In  unknown  cells,  and  in  aerial  diains  : 
Imagination  thence  her  flow'rs  translates  ; 
And  Fancy,  emulous  of  God,  creates  : 
Experience  slowly  moving  next  appears. 
Wise  but  by  habit,  judging  but  from  years : 
Till  Knowledge  comes,  a  wise  and  gen'rous  heu« 
And  opes  the  reservoir,  averse  to  spare : 
And  Reason  rises,  the  Newtonian  sun. 
Moves  all,  guidesall,  and  all  sustains  in  one. 

Bright  emanation  of  the  Godhead,  hail  1 
Fountain  of  living  lustre,  ne'er  to  £aiil  : 
As  none  deceiving,  so  of  none  deceiv'd  : 
Beheld,  and  in  the  act  of  sight  believ'd; 
In  truth,  in  strength,  in  majesty  array'd. 
No  change  to  turn  thee,  and  no  cloud  to  shade. 

Such  in  herself  is  Reason-— deist,  say. 
What  hast  thou  here  t'  object,  t'  explain  away  } 
Thinkst  thou  iky  reason  this  unerrii^  rule  ? 
Then  live  a  madman — and  yet  die  a  fool ! 
God  gave  us.  reason  as  the  stars  were  giv'n. 
Not  to  discard  the  Sun,  but  mark  out  Heav'n^ 
At  once  a  rule  of  faith,  if  well  employed, 
A  source  of  pleasure,  if  aright  eryoy'd, 
A  point,  round  which  th'  eternal  errour  lies 
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If  tli!s  be  hardship,  let  the  dying  heir 
Spurn  back  his  father's  aid^  and  curse  his  care : 
If  this  be  cruel,  partial  and  unwise. 
Then  peris^h  infidel,  and  God  despise. ' 

Nor  flows  it  hence,  that  revelation's  force 
Chains  reason  down,  or  thwarts  it  in  its  course : 
Since  obligation,  first  of  moral  ties, 
Binds  thas,  and  yet  no  tyranny  implies : 
tVe  grant  that  men  th*  eternal  motive  see. 
Vet  motive,  where  there's  choice,  still  leares 

them  free : 
True  liberty  was  ne*er  by  licence  gain'd. 
Nor  are  liege-subjects  slaves  because  restrainM; 
Restriction  shows  the  check,  but  none  creates : 
So  prescience  finds,  but  not  necessitates. 

Yet  still  the  wits  with  partial  voice  exclaim, 
*<  What  art  thou  truth  ?  What  knowledge,  but  a 

name? 
In  short,^  are  mortals  free,  or  they  are  bound  ? 
Tell  OS,  is  reason  something,  or  a  sound  ?»• 

Aiends,  tis  agreed :  behold  the  gen'rous  part, 
My  soul  at  once  unfolded,  and  my  heart; 
Too  brave  to  be  by  superstition  aw'd, ' 
And  yet  too  modest  to  confront  the  God : 
Chain'd  to  no  int'rest,  bigot  to  no  cause,  ^ 
flare  of  iio  hope,  preferment,  or  applause : 
For  those  who  cleave  to  truth  for  virtue's  sake. 
Enjoy  an  party-good,  yet  nothing  stake. 

ThoQ  then,  O  source  of  uncreated  light. 
Hallow  my  lips,  and  guard  me  while  I  write. 

Fint  in  that  Pow»r  (to  whose  eternal  thought 
No  outward  image  e'er,  one  image  brought. 
The  part,  the  whole,  the  seer  and  the  seen. 
No  distance,  inference,  or  act  between), 
KeaaoQ  presides,  diffusing  thence  abroad 
Thio'  truth,  thro'  things— the  test,  the  point  of 
God. 
As  perfect  reason  from  the  Godhead  springs, 
(And  still  uncbang'd  if  perfect):  so  from  things, 
TViiths,  actions — in  their  kind  and  their  degree, 
Starts  real  meaning,  difference,  harmony. 
These  all  imply  a  reason,  reason  still 
A  duty  ;  good,  if  sought  j  if  sought  not,  ill  i 
Hence  in  the  chain  of  causes,  virtue,  vice. 
And  hence  religion,  take  their  gen'ral  me, 

God  first  creates;  the  ref 'rence,  nature,  force 
Of  things  created  must  result  of  course : 
As  well  might  sense  its  evidence  disclaim. 
Or  dumce  sketch  out  Earth's,  Heav'n's  stopen. 

dons  frame; 
As  wen  might  motion  to  be  rest  consent* 
As  well  might  matter  fill  without  extent. 
As  things  (instead  of  being  what  they  ought) 
Sink  into  hazard,  whim,  caprice,  or  nought. 

Hence  in  each  art,  the  great,  the  glorious 
For  science  only  copies  moral  charms,    [warms'. 
Mysterious  excellence  !  the  dome,  the  draught, 
Itie  lay,  the  concert  swell  upon  the  thought 
^^  The  mind  to  nobler  beauty  thence  proceeds. 


BlooiQ  or  on  Albion's,  or  on  India's  coast* 
Midst  Abyssinia's  flames,  or  Zembla's  frost. 

Yet  still  the  wits  and  moralists  exclaim, 
**  That  virtue's  casual  oft,  and  oft  a  name: 
At  Esperanza's  cape  (or  Jesuits  lie) 
Their  baptism's  urine,  and  their  god  a  fly : 
Old  Cato,  sagely  Ters'd  in  stoic  laws, 
Still  hackney'd  out  his  wife  to  serve  the  cause: 
And  incest,  forth'  advantage  of  a  nation 
Was  sacred  made  by  Spartan  toleration : 
Midst  Tart'ry's  deserts,  and  Cathaya's  sands. 
In  their  horse-soup   their  natives  wash  their 

hands: 
One  drop  of  wine  but  in  their  chamber  spilt. 
Is  certain  death,  mexpiable  guilt  > ! 
For  a  huge  whore,  see  heroes,  kings,  at  strife. 
But  never  virgin  there  was  made  a  wife  ^.'* 
Of  all  assertions,  these  indeed  are  chief 
T*  excite  compassion,  tho'  not  shake  belief: 
Since  from  an  agent's  want  of  taste  and  skill 
It  flows  not  that  the  rule  must  needs  be  ill ; 
For  truth  exists  abstracted  from  the  mind, 
And  Nature's  laws  are  laws,  tho'  man  be  blind^ 

Reason,  at  most,  but  imitates  the  Sun, 
To  each  is  various,  and  to  all  is  one: 
Perfect,  consider'd  in  itself,  'tis  tme. 
And  yet  imperfect  as  exerted  too : 
The  mental  pow'r  eternal,  equal,  fixt. 
The  human  act  unequal,  casual,  mixt; 
And  if  such  dormant  reason  bean  no  fruit. 
Dead  in  the  branch,  tho'  real  at  the  root. 
Defect  and  actual  ignorance  are  one. 
For  useless  talents  are  the  same  as  none : 
All  men  may  catch  the  heights  of  truths,'tis  tme^ 
But  the  great  question  is,  if  all  men  do. 
•*  Oh  but :"  says  one,  *«  if  reason  comes  from 
Heav'n, 
"  Nature,  or  God,  must  deal  the  blessing  ev'n.  • 
Agreed :  and  in  a  prior  sense  they  do ; 
But  still  t'  improve  the  gift  devolves  on  you : 
Reason  in  this  respect,  I  boldly  say; —     [lay)-* 
,  (And  so  do  thousands,  schoolmen,    churchmen. 
No  more  is  natural,  and  inly  born 
Than  love,  or  lust,  or  pride,  or  hate,  or  scorn: 
'Tis  man's  t'  exert,  exalt,  subject,  impart : 
Here  lies  the  honesty  and  here  the  art. 

Tis  his,t'  improve  good  sense,  but  none  create, 
Ty'd  down  to  spend  no  more  than  his  estate : 
To  strike  no  notion  out,  no  truth  deduce. 
But  just  as  nature  sow'd  the  seeds  for  use. 
This  instance  urg'd  and  drawn  from  mental 
pow'rs. 
Earth  each  day  testifies  in  trees  and  flowers: 
Culture  with  skill,  and  science  join'd  with  toil. 
Teach  Persia's  peach  to  bloom  in  Albion's  soil  ; 
As  truly  nature's  produce  here,  as  there 
In  its  own  sunshine  and  its  spicy  air. — 
For  truth,  like  earlli  made  barren  by  the  fall,  . 
Just  as  men  labour,  tribute  pays  to'  all : 
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Wbmt*8SbafUbury*s  hain-breadth  morals  at  the 

'change  ? 
Or  Tindal's  fitness  at  Philemon's  Grange? 
Or  solid  reasoning  to  the  headstrong  youth. 
His  tutor,  pain,  experiment  his  truth  ? 

In  short  one  sentence  may  the  whole  discuss — 
As  we  with  truth,  truth  coincides  with  us  :  ♦ 
This  boults  the  matter  fturiy  to  the  bran. 
And  nothing  more  wits^  bards,  deans,  doctors 
can. 

Nature,  like  God,  ne'er  felt  the  least  decay : 
Bat  human  nature  has,  and  oft  she  may : 
Full  in  the  child  th'  unsinew'd  sire  appears. 
More  weak  hy  growth,  more  inftuitiue  by  years ; 
And  ductile  Tice  each  new  impresdun  takes. 
Passive  as  air,  with  ev'ry  motion  shakes. 

like,  some  true  Roman  dome  mankind  appears, 
The  pile  impaied,  but  not  o'erwhelm'd  by  years: 
Ev'n  the  remains,  strength,  beauty,  use,  impart, 
And  fiiint,  or  rough,  are  equal  proofs  of  art : 
Yet  nothing  but  the  first  creating  hand 
Shall  fill  the  shadowy  lines,  or  new  command. 
Bid  the  stretch'd  roof  to  swell,  the  arch  to  bend. 
The  wings  to  widen,  and  the  front  extend. 
Yet  as  true  madmen  most  their  friends  suspect. 
So  wits  for  this,  shall  ev'n  their  God  reject. 

Kot  that  iny  verse  right  reason  would  control. 
True  freedom  limit,  or  contract  the  soul : 
Th*  exchange  were  one  to  bigotry  from  pride, 
Ahair's-breadth  serves  to  join  them,  or  divide : 
Yet  proper  decencies  must  still  be  had. 
Not  meanly  pious  we,  nor  vainly  mad : 
Keason,.  like  Israel,  Horeb's  place  descries. 
But  if  she  gazes  wantonly,  she  dies : 
If  well-attemi»er'd,  her etheriallight 
Will  fix  our  slippery  steps,  and  gild  our  night : 
Or  else  at  roost  we  run  a  rash  career. 
Or  fare  like  pibts,  who  by  meteors  steer. 
For  like  a  mark  she's  fiaiithful  to  the  view, 
But  just  as  distance,  force,  and  aim  are  true : 
Then  guide  and  judge,  and  guardian  of  our  ways, 
Test  of  our  deeds,  and  umpire  of  our  praise. 
Source  of  our  joy,  and  bound'ry  of  our  grief. 
Anchor  of  hope,  and  pilot  of  belief. 
True  to  the  clear,  unbiassed,  humble  soul, 
*  Which  trembling  seeks  her,  as  the  steel  its  pole. 
Yet  ah !  how  few  ev'n  ancient  times  beheld, 
{When  Greece  and  Rome  in  arms  and  aits  ex- 

cell'd) 
V(ho  thro'  life's  maze  the  steps  of  Nature  trod, 
Keason  their  guide,  and  tj*uth  their  unknown  god. 

The  Stagyriie,  who  bold  to  HcaVn  would  soar. 
Trembled  at  last  lo  die  and  be  no  more : 

Gods,  angels,  glories  op'd  on  Plato^s  view. 

Yet  judgment  quenchM  the  flames  which  rapture 
blew : 

^lidst  myriads,  who  but  Socrates  appears 

Tlie  birth,  pride,  effort,  of  three  thousand  years ! 
Nothing  the  rest,  or  worse  than  nothing  meant: 

God  was  but  chance,  and  virtue  but  content : 


He  tberefbre  best  infers  who  steers  by  fiKl>    - 
And  weighs  not  reason's  pow'r,  but  folly's  mdi 
Which  of  these  godlike  ancients  even  drew^ 
The  whole  of  ethics  justly  round  and  true  ? 
Had  mission  or  to  prophecy  or  preach. 
Sanction  t'  excite,  authority  to  teach  ? 
Nay  ev'n  their  rule  of  morals  and  of  life 
Was  often  wrong,  oft  various,  oft  at  strife. 
'Gainst  state  or  priest  they  little  durst  impart. 
Their  lips  scarce  breath'd  the  truths  that  scord^d 

their  heart. 
Hence  Samos'  sage  the  current  hith  advis'd. 
Hence  Plato  trimm'd  his  creeds,  and  teraporizMf 
And  Greece  for  one  man's  *  head,  in  holy  rage, 
(A  strange  example  in  that  mod'rate  age!) 
More  art  emptoy'd,  more  premiums  issu'd  forth. 
Than  all  our  modem  deisu'  beads  are  worth. 

Nay  half  the  source  of  most  the  ancients  knew^ 
From  Noah  they,  as  be  from  Eden  drew: 
Whence  truth  in  secret  pipes  to  Memphis  pass^ 
Thenee  strain'd  thro*  Jewry,  water'd  Asia  last. 
So  Nilus  wanden  mystic  jn  its  flow. 
And  columns  tost  from  Tempe  feed  the  Pd. 

Now  too,  wit's  Titans,  spite  of  all  their  boastg 
But  combat  God  with  hbown  arms  at  most: 
The  truths  they  boast  of,  and  the  rules  they 

know, 
Seen  not,  or  own'd  not,  first  finom  Scripture  flow. 
So  painters,  us'd  to  copy,  seem  t'  invent. 
Of  aid  unconscious,  and  in  theft  ooDteqt. 
Faith  strikes  the  light,  but  piide  assumes  the 

feme. 
Sure,  like  th'  oblig'd,  VeSS&ct  her  patron^  none; 
For  as  when  vig'rous  breezes  drive  a  fleet. 
Earth  seems  to  stretch,  and  labVing  floats  to 

meet, 
(Solid  herself  and  fix) :  so  here  'tis  thus : 
Nor  we  to  God,  but  God  accedes  to  as. 

For,  ah  !  ev'n  here,  where  life  a  journey  ramy 
Blest  with  new  day-light  and  with  nearer  subs. 
Virtue's  dim  lights  by  God's  own  hand  supplied. 
With   sanction  strengthen'd,   bonour'd  with  a 

guide. 
How  few  (except  instructed  first  and  led} 
Can  thread  the  maze,  or  touch  the  fbuntain'i 
Observe  a  mean  twixt bigotry  and  pride,  [head! 
Hit  the  strait  way,  or  err  not  in  the  wide  I 
If  reason  then  scarce  finishes  the  best, 
Th'  unbias'd  few,  how  feres  it  with  the  rest? 
Vdiere  errour  holds  at  least  a  dubious  sway, 
A  war  of  thoughts,  and  twilight  of  .a  day : 
Where  prepossession  warps  the  ductile  mind» 
Where  blindfold  education  leads  the  blind: 
Where  interest  biasses,  ill  customs  guides 
And  strong  desires  pour  on  us  like  a  tide : 
Where  insolence  is  never  at  a  loss. 
But  saunters  on  to  Heav'n,  a  saint  in  gross: 
Where  wit  must,  miiice  a  gnat  (its  throat  n 

small) : 
Where  ignorance,  an  ostrich,  gorg^  all: 
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\i(Ads  cv'n  th*  Almighty  in  her  airy  chain,  . 
Gives  back  his  laws,  well  meant,  but  meant  in 
Its  bravery  at  best  a  blandering  hit,  [vain  j 

Its  freedom  treason,  obloquy  its  wit : 
Its  vast  request  just  porely  to  declaim. 
And  the  dear  little  licence— to  blaspheme  :•» 
Say,  can  cool  virtue  here  dissuade  from  ill } 
Or  exii'd  reason — pander  to  the  will  > 
At  most  a  voice  or  miracle  may  save. 
And  only  terroars  snatch  ns  fT6ra  the  grave. 
Suppose  (thouj^h  we  disown  it  oft  to  be) 
Man  from  these  errours  and  these  passions  free : 
Well  taught  by  art,  by  nature  well  inclined. 
Steady  of  judgment,  tractable  of  mind. 
The  first  step  is^  the  giving  ibily  o'er  ; 
The  last,  to  practice  truth,  is  ten  times  more. 
Ah  me  !  what  lengths  of  valley  ret  remain. 
What  hills  to  climb,  ere  reason's  height  he  gaia? 
What  strength  to  toil,  what  labour  to  pursue. 
Still  out  of  reach,  and  often  out  of  view. 

Then,  gracious  God,  how  well  dost  thou  provide 
For  erring  reason  an  unerring  guide  I 
Tosileooe  explanation  (myst'ry's  ibe). 
To  lead  the  tim'rous,  and  exalt  the  low  : 
Ev'n  to  the  best  (as  all  are  oft  perplext) 
Instroctive,  as  true  comments  on  a  tesct. 
Then  let  each  hour's  new  whim  the  witlings 
swell,  ^ 
Heav*!!  let  them  tutor,  and  extinguish  HeH : 
Befuse  to  trust  Omniscience  on  its  troth, 
Yet  take  a  lawyer's  word,  or  harlot's  oath : 
Then  bigots,  when  'gainst  bigots  they  complain ; 
And  only  singular,  because  they're  vain. 
Qtaot  none  but  they  the  narrow  path  can  hit-* 
When  will  two  wits  allow  each  other  wit  ? 
Far  other  views  the  solid  mind  employ, 
A  boooded  prospect,  but  a  surer  joy  : — 
Troe  knowledge  when  she  conquers  or  abstains, 
like  the  true  hero,  equal  glory  gains. 
This,  this  is  science,  sacred  in  its  end, 
Tirue  to  the  views  of  Heav'n,one's  self,  and  friend, 
The  earliest  study,  as  the  latest  care. 
The  surest  refuge,  and  the  only  pray'r. 

Othoo,  the  God,  who  high  in   Heav'n  pre- 
sides, [guides. 
Whose  eye  o'ersees  me,    and  whose    wisdom 
Deal  me  that  portion  of  content  and  rest,  [best 
That  unknown  health,  and  peace,  which  suit  me 
Save  me  from  all  the  guilt  aind  all  the  pain. 
That  Inst  of  pleasure  brings,  and  lust  of  gain : 
In  trial  fix  me,  and  in  peril  shade, 
'Gainst  foes  protect  me,  'gainst  my  passions  aid : 
In  wealth  my  guardian,  and  in  want  my  guide, 
Twist  a  mean  flattery,  atid  drunken  pride : 
With  life's  more  dear  sensations  warm  my  heart, 
Transp<Mrt  to  C^l,  benevolence  t'  impart, 
£ach  homefelt  joy,  each  public  duty  send^ 
Jtfake  me,  and  give  me,  all  things  in  the  friend. 


And  oh,  when  interest  every  virtue  hides, 
When  errour  blinds,  and  prejudice  misguides. 
Alike  thy  grace,  alike  thy  truth  impart, 
Beam  on  my  soul,  and  triumph  o'er  my  heart. 

Thus  let  me  live  unheard  of,  or  forgot. 
My  wealth  content,  praise,  silence,  truth  my  lot: 
Thy  word,  O  God  !  my  science  and  delight. 
Task  of  my  day  and  transport  of  my  night : 
There  taught  that  he  who  suffers  is  but  tried. 
And  he  who  wonders  still  may  find  a  guide; 
Sanction  with  truth,  reward  with  virtue  join'd. 
Life  without  end,and  laws  that  reach  the  mind  I 
Happy  the  man  that  SHich  a  guide  can  take. 
Whose  character  is,  never  to  forsake. 


TO  THE  PRINCE  OF  ORANGE^ 

ON   UI8  PASSINO   THROUGH    OXFORD  IN  HIS  lETUI^ 
I-fiOM  BATH  '• 

At  length,  in  pity  to  a  nation's  prayer, 
Thou  liv»st,  O  Nassau,  Providence's  care ! 
Life's  sun,  which  lately  with  a  dubious  ray 
Gave  the  last  gleams  of  a  &hurt  glorious  day. 
Again  with  more  than  noon  tide  lustre  bums  ; 
The  dial  brightens,  and  the  line  returns. 

Some  guardian  power,  who  o'er  thy  fate  pre* 
sides. 
Whose  eyes  unerring  Albion's  wclftire  guides, 
Taught  yonder  streams  with  new-felt  force  toflow„ 
And  bade  th'  exalted  minerals  doubly  glow. 
Thus  cold  and  motionless  Betbesda  stood. 
Till  heavenly  Influence  brooded  o'er  the  flood. 

Lo !  while  our  isle  with  one  loud  paean  rings. 
Equal,  though  silent,  homage  Isis  brings ; 
Isis,  whose  erring  on  the  inodest  side 
Th'  unkind  and  ignorant  mistake  for  pride. 
Here's  the  task  of  reason,  not  of  art, 
Words  of  the  mind,  and  actions  of  the  heart! 
And  sure  that  unbought  praise  which  learning 
brings 
Outweighs  the  vast  acclaim  that  deafenji  Jungs  ; 
For  souk,  supremely  sensible  and  great. 
See  through  the  force  of  noise,and  pomp  of  state; 
Mark  when  the  fools  huzza,  or  wise  rejoice,- 
And  judge  exactly  between  sound  and  voice. 

Hail,  and  proceed  I  be  arts  like  ours  thy  care. 
Nor  slight  those  laurels  thou  wert  bora  to  wear  : 
Adorn  and  emulate  thy  glorious  line. 
Take  thy  forefother's  worth,  and  give  them  thine. 
Blest  with  each  gift  that  human  hearts  can  move. 
In  spience  blest,  but  doubly  blest  in  love. 

I*ower,  beauty,  virtue,  dignify  thy  choice. 
Each  public  suffrage,  and  each  private  voice. 


*  From   the  Epithalamia   Ozonicoiisji 
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THE  AMARANTH, 

OR,  RELIGIOUS  POEMS t 

CONSISTING  OF  FABLES,  VISIONS,  EMBLEMS,  &c. 

—  ■       Dcm  ora  movet :  Seqaar  ora  moreoteoi 
Rite  Deum  !■ 


TBC  AMAtAKTMIVE  CEOWH  DESCIIIBBO  BY  MILTOll, 

A  ctowM  inwoTe  witli  araurant  and  gold  ; 

Immortal  Amarant  I  a  flow'r  which  oooe 

la  Paradbe  fast  by  the  tree  of  life 

Pegan  to  bloom ;  but  soon  for  man's  offence 

To  Heav*n  remov*d,  where  first  it  grew ;  there 

grows, 
And  flow'rs  ak>ft,  shading  the  fount  of  life. 

Par.Lort,LIII,y.359. 

PREFACE, 

I  SHALL  not  trouble  the  public  with  excuses  for 
-venturing  to  send  tbe«e  Religions  Poems  into  the 
world  ;  having  long  since  ohierved,  that  all  apo- 
logies made  by  authors,  far  from  gaining  the  end 
proposed,  serve  only  to  supply  an  ill-natured 
critic  with  weapons  to  attack  them.  This  being 
the  case,  it  shall  suffice  me  to  say,  that  I  drew 
up  the  present  writings  for  my  own  private  con- 
tolation  under  a  lingering  and  dangerous  state  of 
health,  which  it  has  pleased  God  to  make  my 
portion:  nor  had  I  any  better  opportunity  or 
power  of  discharging  the  duties  of  my  profession 
to  mankind.  The  goodness  of  my  canse  may 
perhaps  supply  the  defects  of  my  poetry ;  since, 
in  this  sense,  *<the  very  gleanings  of  the  grapes  of 
Ephraim  will  be  better  than  the  vintage  of  Abie- 
cer.**  I  pi:omise  my  readers  no  extraordinary  art 
m  composition  or  style;  but  flatter  myself  they 
will  find  some  nature,  some  flame,  and  some 
tYuth. 

Parables,  fables,  emblematic  visioos,  &c.  are 
the  most  ancient  method  of  conveying  truth  to 
mankind.  Upwards  of  forty  of  the  fiuest  and 
most  poetical  parts  of  the  Old  and  New  Testa- 
ment are  of  this  cast,  and  force  their  way  upon 
the  mind  and  heart  irresistibly^  though  they  are 
written  in  prose. 

From  a  just  sense  of  this  humble  simplicity,  I 
have  here  translated  the  plainest  and  least  figu- 
rative parable  that  our'  Blessed  Saviour  has  deli- 
vered to  us,  relating  only  to  a  few  un-omament* 
ed  circumstances  in  agriculnire.  • 

Toexpiesssuch  humble  allusions  with  clear- 
ness, propriety,  and  dignity,  was,  it  must  be  con- 
fessed, one  of  the  hardest  pieces  of  poetry  I  ever 
yet  imdertook;  nevertheless,  I  flattered  myself 
that  I  was  in  some  degree  master  of  one  part  of 
the  subject  (namely,  the  culture  of  land)  upon 
Which  the  parable  is  founded. 

Yet  the  great  and  real  diflicutty  still  recurred ; 

Difficile  est  propria  communia  dicere.-iMi» 

How  far  I  have  succeeded  in  this,  or  any  other 
particular,  if  more  than  I  shall  tidus  upoo  me 


to  conjecture.  Nor  shall  it  be  dlsKmUed,  but 
that  I  had  a  great  inclination  to  give  a  para- 
phrase (or  metaphrase  rather)  of  the  ixviiith 
chapter  of  Deuteronomy ;  which,  I  believe,  hat<^ 
never  yet  boen  turned  into  English  verse.  It  is 
doubtless  one  of  the  jioblest  pieces  of  poetry  in 
Holy  Scripture ;  being  at  the  same  time  subUme, 
and  yet  plain ;  seemingly  familiar,  and  yet 
richly  divernfied. 

In  this  chapter,  the  change  of  ideas  and  events 
from  a  state  of  obedience  to  a  state  of  disobedi- 
ence, exhibits  a  power  of  language,  imagery,  and 
just  thinking,  which  no  un-inspired  writings  ever 
have  laid  claim  to  with  justice,  or  ever  shall. 
But,  when  I  came  to  take  a  closer  view  of  the  pre- 
cipice and  iu  dangers,  *<  my  heart  trembled,*'  as 
Job  says,  "  and  was  moved  out  of  its  place  ;*'  I 
threw  down  the  pencil  in  despair,  and  left  the 
underukhig  to  some  abler  hand ;  namely,  to 
some  future  Milton,  Dryden,  or  Pc^ 

Upon  the  whole,  I  may  perhaps  ventors  to 
persuade  myself,  that  the  intention  of  the  pre- 
sent work  is  oommendable,  and  that  the  work 
when  perused,  may  prove  useful  (more  or  less) 
to  my  fellow-christians. 

Conscious  of  my  own  inabilities,  and  being  de^ 
sirous  that  the  reader  may  receive  some  ad- 
vantage by  casting  his  eyes  over  these  poems,  I 
have  added  in  a  few  notes,  the  most  remarkable 
passages  1  had  an  eye  to  in  the  Holy  Scriptnres» 
and  in  the  writings  of  the  primitive  fbtbers  ; 
they  being  the  only  compass  and  charts  which  I 
have  made  use  of  in  my  navigation. 

A  mixture  of  pleasing  and  instructive  poetry 
cannot  fail  to  engage  the  attention  of  all  ratioaal 
and  serious  readers :  <*For,  as  it  is  hurtful  to  drink 
wine,  or  water,  alone ;  and  as  wine  mingled 
wth  water  is  pleasant,  and  dellghleth  the  taste  ; 
even  so  speech,  finely  framed,  deligbtetb  the 
ears  of  them  that  read  the  story." 

S  Maccad.  Ch.  ulL  V.  ult. 


CHRISrS  PARABLE  OF  THE 
SOfFER. 

I  will  incline  mine  ear  to  a  parable :  I  will  open 
my  dark  saying  upon  the  harp.  Psalm  xlix, 
V.4. 

All  these  things  spake  Jesus  unto  the  multitude 
in  parables.  Without  a  parable  spake  he  not 
unto  them.    Mattb.  c,  xiii.  v.  34. 

A  wise  man  will  hear,  and  increase  learnings 
and  a  man  of  understandii^  shall  attahi  unto 
wise  counsels:  to  understi^id  a  proveib  (a 
parable)  and  the  interpretation;  the  words  of 
the  wise,  and  their  dark  sayings*  Paov,  c  i. 
v.  5,6. 
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INTRODUCTION. 


LoNO  e'er  th'  Asci^an  bard  >   had  leant  to 

Or  Homer's  fingers  touch'd  the  gpeaking  string ; 
loDge'er  the  supplemental  arts  bad  found 
Th'  embroid'ry  of  auidliaiy  sound; 
The  HeaT'D-bom  Muse  the  paths  of  nature  chose: 
Emblems  and  fables  her  whole  mind  disclose, 
Victorious  o'er  the  soul  with  energy  of  prose  ! 
^     Thie  poetry,  like  Ophir's  gold,  endures 
All  trials,  yet  its  purity  secures; 
Invert,  disjoint  it,  change  its  very  name, 
The  essence  of  the  thoughts  remains  the  same. 
Something  there  is,  which  endless  charms  affords. 
And  stamps  the  majesty  of  tnith  on  words. 

The  son  of  Gideon*,  'midst Cherizim's  snow. 
Unskilled  In  numbers  taught  the  stream  to  flow, 
With  ooQMiOot  pride  disdaia'd  the  aids  of  art. 
And  pour'd  a  full  conviction  on  the  heart : 
HiaC^r,  Fig-tree,  and  the  Bry'r  convey 
The  highest  notions  in  the  humblest  way  *. 

In  Nathan's  fable  strong  and  mild  conspire. 
The  suppliant's  meekness  and  the  poet's  fire: 
Till  waken'd  nature  bade  the  tears  to  flow. 
And  David's  museassum'd  the  voice  of  woe  4. 
The  wise,  alUknowing  Saviour  of  mankind 
Mix'd  ease  with  strength,  and  truth  with  em- 
blem join'd: 
Omniscience,  vested  with  full  pow'r  to  chooee, 
O'erlooks  the  strong,  nor  does  the  weak  refuse^: 
Leaves  pageantry  of  means  to  feebler  man. 
And  buildS'the  nobJest,  on  the  plainest  plan ; 
Divine  sidipllcity  the  work  befriends. 
And  humble  causes  reach  sublimestends. 
,      True  flame  of  verse,  O  sanctifying  fire  e  I 
Warm  not  my  genius,  but  my  heart  inspire  I 
On  my  cleans'd  lips  permit  the  coals  to  dwell 
Which  ftom  thy  altar  on  Isaiah  fell  7 1 
Cancel  the  world's  applause ;  and  give  thy  grace 
To  me,  the  nManestof  the  tuneful  race. 
1'eaoh  me  the  words  of  Jesus  to  impart 
With  enei^gy  of  pow'r,  but  free  from  art. 
Thy  emanations  light  and  heat  dispense ; 
To  sucklinj!:8  speech,  to  chihlren  eloquence  !^. 
Uke  HabakkukS,  I  copy,  no  indite; 
Tim'rous  like  him,  I  tremble  whilst  1  write  I 
But  Jeremiah  with  new  boldness  sung, 
When  inspiratbn  rush'd  upon  his  tongue  9. 
The  pow'rs  of  sacred  poesy  were  giv'n 
By  Him  that  bears  the  signature  of  Heav'n  ** 


PARABLE. 


W^HEN  vernal  show*r8  and  sunshine  had  un- 
The  frozen  bosom  of  the  torpid  ground,     [bound 
When  breezes  from  the  western  world  repair 
To  wake  the  flow'rs  and  vivify  the  air, 
Th'  industrious  peasant  left  his  early  bed. 
And  o*er  the  fields  his  seeds  for  harvest  spreadf 
With  equal  hand,  and  at  a  distance  due, 
(Impartially  to  ev'ry  furrow  true) 
The  life-supporting  grain  he  justly  threw'. 
As  was  the  culture,  such  was  the  return; 
Of  weeds  a  forest,  or  a  grove  of  com  •.  • 
But,  whci-e  he  dealt  the  gift  on  grateful  soils, 
HarvesU  of  industry  o'er-paid  his  toils. 
Some  seeds  by  chance  on  bnuhy  3  grounds  he 
threw. 
And  some  the  winds  to  flinty  head-laods  blew  ; 
Sudden  they  mounted,  pre-mature  of  birth, 
Bui  pin'd  and  sicken'd,  unsupply'd  with  earth  ; 
Whilst  burning  suns  their  vital  juice  exhai'd. 
And,  as  the  roots  decay'd,  the  foliage  fail'd. 

Some  seeds  he  ventur'd  on  ungrateful  lands. 
Tough  chuHish  clays,  and  loose  unthrifty  sands; 
The  step^ame  soil  refiis'd  a  nurse's  care : 
The  plants  were  sickly,  jutceless,  pale,  and  bare» 

On  trodden  paths  a  casual  portion  fell: 
Condemn'd  in  scanty  penury  to  dwell. 
And  half-deny'd  the  matrix  of  a  cell ; 
While  other  seeds,  less  fortunate  than  they. 
Slept,  starv'd  and  naked,  on  the  hard  high-way^ 
From  frost  defenceless,  and  to  birds  a  prey. 
Here  daws  with  riotous  excesses  feed, 
And  choughs,  the  cormorants  of  grain,  succeed  | 
Next  wily  pigeons  take  their  silent  stand, 
And  sparrows  last,  the  gleaners  of  the  land. 

Another  portion  mock'd  the  seedsman's  toil. 
Dispensed  upon  a  rich,  but  weedy  soil : 
Fat  unctuous  juices  gorg'd  the  rank-fed  root; 
And  plethories  of  sap  produc'd  no  fruit. 
Hence,  where  the  life- supplying  grain  was  spread. 
The  rav'uous  dock  uprears  its  miscreant  head ; 
Insatiate  thistles,  tyrants  of  the  plains ; 
And  lurid-hemloc,  ting'd  with  pois'nous  stains. 
What  these  might  spare,  th'  inccoachmg  thorns 

demand; 
Exhaust  earth's  virtue,  and  perplex  the  land  ^t 

At  last,  of  precious  grain  a  cbos<-n  share 
Was  sown  on  pre-dilected  land  with  care; 
(A  cultur'd  spot,  accustom'd  to  receive 
All  previous  aids  that  industry  can  give ;) 


•  Hesiod.  «  Jotham. 

•  Sec  the  whole  parable,  Judg.  c.  ix.  v.  7—21. 
^On  this  occasion  David  composed  the  50th 

psalm. 

»  It  is  the  uniform  doctrine  of  Scripture, 
«« That  flight  shall  perish  from  the  swifl£  and 
the  strong  shall  not  strengthen  his  ftirce,  neither 
•hall  the  mighty  deliver  himself."  Amos,  c.  ii. 
▼.14. 

•  Rom.  c.  XV.  V.16.  gThess.  c  ii.  v.  13. 1  Pet 
c,  i.  V.  f . 

»  Isaiah  c.  vii.  v.  6. 

•  Hab.  c  it.  V.  2. 

»  Jer.  c  i  V.  6,  &c.  8,  9. 
■•Jotei,  cvi.  var.  27. 


*  "  Bless  God,  who  hath  given  thee  two  de- 
narii, namely,  the  law  and  the  gospel,  in  re- 
compence  for  thy  submission  and  labour."      • 

Chrysost  Hom.  in  Luc.  c.  10. 

*  "They  that  fear  the  Lord  are  a  sure  seed.and 
they  thit  love  him  an  honourable  plant :  they 
that  regard  not  the  law,  are  a  dishonourable 
seed :  they  that  transgress  the  commandments, 
are  a  deceitful  seef?**'  £  clus.  c.  x.  v.  19. 

9  Brashy  lands,  in  an  busbandry-senste,  sig- 
nify lands  that  are  dry,  shalbw,  gravelly,  and 
pebbly.  Such  sort  of  grounds  the  old  Romaoi 
called  glareons : 

iFejuna  quidem  clivosi  glarea  ruris. 

Virg.Georg.  IK 

*  SeeHotea, ex,  v.  4 and  8» 


Digitized  by 


Google 


$60 


HART&S  POEMS; 


The  wel1<-tarD*d  soilwithAQbnmbrightiien  shone,  | 
Mellow'd  with  nitrous  ahr  and  genial  sun: 
An  hannony  of  mould,  by  nature  mixt ! 
Not  light  as  air,  nor  as  a  cement  fix'd : 
Just  firm  enough  t'  embrace  the  thriving  root. 
Yet  give  free  expanse  to  the  fibrous  shoot ; 
Dilating,  when  disturbed  by  lab'ring  hands. 
And  smelling  sweet,  when  sbow'rs  refresh  the 
lands.  [tain, 

Scarce  could  the  reapers'  arms  the  sheaves  con- 
And  the  full  gamers  swelled  with  golden  grain ; 
Unlike  the  harvests  of  degenerate  days. 
One  omer  sown,  one  hundred-ft>1d  repays : 
Bich  product,  to  a  bountiful  excess ! — 
Kor  ought  we  more  to  ask,  nor  more  possess. 
The  harvest  overcomes  the  reapers'  toil ; 
So  feeble  is  the  hind,  so  strong  the  soil  V 

Man's  Saviour  thus  his  parable  exprest ; 
He  that  hath  ears  to  hear,  may  feel  the  rest. 

INTERPRETATION. 
The  gift  of  knowing  is  to  all  men  giv'n  ^ ; 
All  know,  but  few  perform,  the  will  of  Heav'n  ; 
They  hear  the  sound,  but  miss  the  sense  convey'd. 
And  lose  the  substance,  whilst  they  view  the 


Whenever  adverse  fortune  cboakfttbe  wsy. 
When  danger  threats,  or  clouds  o'ercast  the  day. 
This  plant  of  casualty,  uniix'd  at  root. 
Shakes  with  the  blast,  and  casU  his unnpe fruit; 
But,  when  the  storms  of  poverty  arise. 
And  persecutioo  ev'ry  Tirtue  trica. 
Mindless  of  God,  and  trusting  to  himself  a. 
He  strands  Heav'n's  fijeightage  on  adaog*! 
Averse  to  learn,  and  more  averse  to  bear,  [s] 


When  specious  doctrines  hover  round  a  mind 
Which  is  not  vitally  with  Heav'n  coqjoin'd. 
The  .visionary  objects  float  and  pass 
Transient  as  figures  gliding  o'er  a  glass : 
Each  but  a  momentary  visit  makes. 
And  each  supplies  the  place  the  last  forsakes.^ 
Satan  for  ever  fond  to  be  employed, 
(And  changing  minds  ev'n  ask  to  be  destroy'd^,) 
Itfarks  wellth'  infirm  of  faith  ;  and  soon  supplies 
Phantoms  of  truth,  and  substances  of  lyes : 
Killing  the  dying,  he  a  conquest  gains ; 
And,  frxmi  a  little,  steals  the  poor  remains. 
Keason,  man's  guardian,  by  neglect,  or  sleep, 
Jioses  that  castle,  he  was  meant  to  keep. 

^The  seeds  upon  a  flinty  surface  cast. 
Denote  the  worldly-wise,  who  think  in  haste : 
Who  change,  for  changing's    sake,  from  right 

to  wrong. 
Constant  to  nothingrand  in  nothing  long; 
To  day  they  bear  the  word  of  God  with  joy. 
To  morrow  they  the  word  of  God  destroy ; 
Indiff'rent,  to  assert  or  to  deny : 
With  zeal  they  flatter,  and  with  zeal  decry. 
Such  is  the  fool  of  wit !  who  strives  with  pains 
To  lose  that  paradise  the  peasant  gains.— 

*  Imbecillior  colonus  qukm  ager.  Columella. 

*  **  To  sin  agahnt  knowledge  is  a  greater  of- 
fence than  an  ignorant  trespass ;  m  proportion 
as  a  fault,  which  is  capable  of  no  excuse,  is 
more  heinous  than  a  fault  which  admits  of  a  to- 
lerable defence*"         J.  Mart  Resp.  ad  Orthod. 

'**  Jgnorapce  will  not  excuse  sin,  when  it  is  a  sin 
in  itself."  Anon.  Vet 

T  **  He  that  is  idle  tempts  Satan  to  set  him  to 
work."  Chrysost.  Horn. 

Pious  Jeremy  Taylor  once  said  to  a  lady, 
••  Madam,  if  you  do  not  employ  your  children, 
the  devil  will."  The  son  of  Sirach  gives  also  the 
following  advice  :  "  Send  thy  son  to  labour,  that 
he  be  not  idle  -,  for  idleness  teacheth  much  evil." 
C.  »puii,  V.  27. 


,  :shelt 
He  sinks,  the  abject  victim  of  despair ! 

The  men  of  pow'r  and  pomp  resemble  seeds 
Sown  on  rich  earth,  but  choak'd  with  thorns  and 

weeds. 
Religion  strikes  tbem,bat  they  shnn  the  tboi^t; 
Behold  the  profit,  and  yet  profit  nought 
Heaven's  high  rewards  they  silently  contemn. 
And  think  the  present  world  sufllces  them. 
Mean-while  ambitioQ  leads  the  soul  astray. 
Far  from  iU  natal  w^k,  th'  ethereal  way ; 
Int'rest  assassins  friendship  ev'ry  hour. 
Truth  warps  to  cu8ioin,coo8cienoe  bends  to  pofw'r. 
Till  all  the  cultivating  band  receives 
Is  empty  hkxsom,  and  death-blasted  lesvei. 
Idiots  in  judgment,  baffled  o^er  and  o'er ; 
Still  the  same  bait,  still  circumvented  more; 
Self-victims  of  the  cunning  they  adore  I 
Wise  without  wisdom,  busy  to  no  end ; 
Man  still  their  foe,  and  Heav^  itself  no  friend  ! 
The  chosen  seed,  on  cultur'd  ground,  are  they 
Who  humbly  tread  the  evangelic  way. 
The  road  to  Heav'n  is  nntform  and  plain  : 
All  other  paths  are  serpentine  and  vain. 
The  true  disciple  takes  the  word  reveal'd. 
Nor  rushes  on  the  sanctu'ry  oonoeal'd. 
Whilst  empty  reas'ners  emptiest  aita  empby; 
Nothing  they  bnild,  and  all  th'mgs  they  destroy  t 
The  provident  of  Heav'n  unlocks  his  store. 
To  clothe  the  naked,  and  to  feed  the  poor : 
To  each  man  generous,  and  to  each  nun  just. 
Conscious  of  a  depositary  trust 
Patient  of  censure,  yet  condemning  none  : 
Placid  to  all,  accountable  to  One. 
Ev'n  in  prosperity  he  fears  no  loss; 
Expects  a  change,  and  starts  not  atthe  crots. 
All  ii\)uries  by  patience  he  surmounts ; 
All  sufferings  God's  own  med'dnes  he  acooonttfi  t 


•  •<  We  are  all  careful  about  unall  matters, 
and  negligent  in  the  greatest ;  of  which  this  Is 
the  reason,  we  know  not  where  true  felicity  is.'* 

StHieron. 

9  The  preacher  writes  beautifuUy  upon  this 
su^ect     Ecclus.  C  ii.    **  My  son,  if  thou  cxxne 
to  serve  the  Lord,  prepare  thy  aonl  for  trial, 
set  thy  heart  aright,  and  constantly  endure,  and 
make  nolluiste  in  time  of  trouble;"  i.  e.  be  not 
impatient  to  get  over  thy  trouble.  **  Cleave  unto 
him,  and  depart  not  away,  that  thou  mayest  be 
increased  at  thy  last  end.  Whatsoever  b  brought 
upon  thee  lake  cheerfully,  and  be  patient  when 
thou  art  changed  to  a  low  estate.    For  gold  \$ 
tried  in  the  fire^  and  acceptable  men  in  the  fur^ 
nace  of  adversity. — Look  at  the  generations  of 
old,  and  see,  did  ever  any. trust  in  the  Lord  and 
was  confounded  ?  or  did  any  alNde.in  his  fear 
and  was  forsaken  ?  or  whom  did  he  ever  despise, 
that  called  upon  him  ?  for  the  Lord  is  fiill  of 
compassion  and  mercy ;  he  forgiveth  sins,  and 
saveth  in  time  of  affliction.— Wo  be  to  the  siuner 
that  go^thtwo  waysj"  i,  e,  that  hath  lecooise 
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St  odious  of  good,  and  peniteot  for  ill. 
Still  short  of  grace,  yet  persevering  still ; 
As  just  and  true  as  erringnaturc  can 
(For  imperfection  sets  its  stamp  on  man). 
Heav*n  marks  the  saint,  her  mansions  to  adorn, 
And,  having  purg'd  the  chaff,  accepts  the  corn. 


THE  ASCETIC  i 
OR,  THOMAS  A  KEMPIS : 

A  VISION. 

tn  omnibus  requiem  qnaBsivi,  et  nusquam 
Inveni,  nisi  in  angulis,  et  libellis. 

Symbol.  Kempisian. 

At  none,  discussa  rerum  caligine,  verum 
Aspicis;  iUo  alii  rursusjactantur  in  alto. 
At  tua  secures  portus,  blandamque  quietem 
Intravit,  non  quassa  ratis. 

Stat  Sylv.  L.  IL 


&c  The  grandeur  of  scriptural  sublimity,  or 
simplicity,  admits  of  few  or  no  embellishments. 
George  Sandys,  in  the  reign  of  Charles  I.  seems 
only  to  have  khown  this  secret. 


ADVERTISEMENr 

TO  THE   READER. 

At  the  end  of  the  12th  stanza  in  this  poem, 
I  bad  several    inducements    for  venturing  to 
change  the  ode  into  heroic  measure.    The  first 
was,  that  1  might  diversify  the  doctrinal  part 
from  the  descriptive.    The  second  was,  that  our 
excellent  and  most  learned  poet,  Cowley^  had 
^ven  me  his  authority  for  making  this  change, 
in  bis  poem  de  Plantis.    But  the  third  and  truer 
reason  was,  that  I  found  it  next  to  impracticable, 
to  deliver  short,  unadorned,  didactical  sentences 
coosisteiitly  with  the  copiousness,  irregularity, 
and  enthusiasm  peculiar  to  ode-writing.-^Let  the 
reader  only  make  the  experiment,  and  I  flatter 
myself  he  will  join  with  me  in  opinion. — ^Nor  have 
I  departed  any  further  than  in  a  metaphor  or 
two  from  that  original  simplicity  which  charac- 
terises my  author,  however  difficult  and  self-de- 
nying such  an  ondeitaking  might  be  in  a  poeti- 
cal composition.    What  gave  me  wammg  was, 
that  Oastalio  and  Stanhope  had  both  spoiled 
Thomas  a  Kempis  by  attempting  to  adorn  him 
with  flowery  language,  false  elegance,  and  glaring 
imagery.    And,  by  the  way,  to  this  cause  may 
be  attributed  tiie  miscarriages  of  many  poets, 
(otherwise  confessedly  eminent)  in  their  para- 
phrases of  the  Psalms  of  David,  the  Book  of  Job, 

to  man  as  well  as  God.  '*  Wo  unto  him  that  is 
feint-hearted;  for  he  believetb  not,  therefore 
shall  he  not  be  defended.  Wo  unto  you  that 
have  lost  patience :  what  will  ye  do  when  the 
Lord  shall  visit  3rou  ? — ^they  that  fear  the  Lord 
will  say,  we  will  fall  into  the  hands  of  the  Lord, 
and  not  into  the  bands  of  men :  for  as  his  ma- 
jesty is,  so  is  his  mercy." 

in  like  manner  St.  Chnrsostom  informs  us. 


And  in  the  morning,  rising  np  a  great  while  be* 
fore  day,  he  went  and  departed  into  a  solitary 
place,  and  there  prayed. 

Mark,  c.  i.  v.  35. 

Derp  in  avale,  where  cloud-bom  Rhyne  ' 
Through  meads  his  Alpine  waters  rolpd. 
Where  pansies  mixt  with  daisies  shine. 
And  asphodels  instarr'd  with  gold  ; 
Two  forests,  skirthig  round  the  feet 
Of  everiasting  mountains,  meet. 
Half  parted  by  an  op'ning  glade ; 
Around  Hercyniati  oaks  are  seen.—* 
Larches  2,  and  cypress  ever  green. 
Unite  their  hospitable  shade. 

ImpearPd  with  dew,  the  rosy  Mora 
Stood  tip-toe*  on  the  mountain's  brow  ; 
Gleams  folkming  gleams  the  Ueav^  adorn. 
And  gild  the  theatre  below : 
Nature  from  needful  slumber  wakes. 
And  from  her  misty  eye-balls  shakes 
The  balmy  dews  of  soft  repose : 
The  pious  lark  with  grateful  lays 
Ascends  the  skies,  and  chants  the  praise 
Which  man  to  his  .Creator  owes  ♦• . 

When  lo !  a  venerable  sire  app^rs. 
With  sprightly  footsteps  hastening  o'ar  the  platni 
His  tresses  bore  the  marks  of  fouisrore  years. 
Yet  free  from  sickness  he,  and  void  of  pain : 
His  eyes  with  half  their  youthful  clearness  shone'. 
Still  on  his  cheeks  health's  tincture  gently  glow'd,' 
His  aged  voice  retann'd  a  manly  tone. 
His  peaceful  blood  in  equal  tenour  flowed. 
At  length,  beneath  a  beechen  shade  reclin*d. 
He  thus  pour'd  forth  to  Heav'n  the  tran^orts  of 
bis  mind. 


<  Tiptoe.  Shakespeare. 
4  «  Before  we  engage  in  worldly  business,  or 
any  common  amusements  of  life,  let  us  be  care- 
fol  to  consecrate  the  first-fruits  of  the  day,  and 
the  very  beginning  of  our  holy  thoughts  unto  the 
service  of  God.»  St.  Basil. 

*  Thomas  It  Kempis  had  no  manifest  infirmi- 
ties of  old-age,  and  retained  bis  eye-sight  per- 
fact  to  the  last. 

All  that  I  have  ever  been  able  to  learn  in  Ger- 
many upon  good  authority,  concerning  him,  it 
asfolfows:  He  was  born  at  Kempis.  orKempen^ 
a  small  walled  town  in  the  dutchy  of  Cleves, 
and  diocese  of  Cologn.  His  femily-name  was 
Hamerlein,  which  signifies  in  the  German 
language  a  little  hammer.  We  find  also  that 
his  parents  were  named  John  and  Gertrude  Ha- 
meriein.  He  lived  chiefly  in  the  monastery  of 
Mount  St.  Agnes  ;  where  his  effigy,  together  with 
a  nrosoect  of  the  monasterv.  was  engraven  on  a 
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•*  Cone  onto  me  (MeMiah  cries) 
All  that  are  laden  and  oppressed : 
To  Thee  1  come  (my  heart  replies) 
O  Patron  of  eternal  rest ! 
Who  walks  with  me   (rejoins  the  Toice) 
lo  purest  day-light  shall  rejoice. 
Incapable  to  err>  or  fall. 
With  thee  I  walk,  my  gracious  God ; 
l/Mg  I've  thy  painful  foot-stpps  trod. 
Redeemer,  Saviour,  Friend  of  all  •? 

**  Heav*n  in  my  youth  bestow'd  each  good 

Of  choicer  sort :  in  fertile  lands 

A  decent  patrimony  stood, 

Sufficient  for  my  jnst  demands. 

My  form  was  pleasing ;  health  refined 

My  blood;  a  deep-discerning  mind 

Crown*d  all  the  rest,— The  &v'rite  child 

Of  un*affected  eloquence. 

Plain  nature,  un-schulastic  sense:—* 

And  once  or  twice  the  Muses  smilM  I 

*'  Bleft  with  each  boon  that  simplerminds  desire. 

Till  Heav'n  grows  weary  of  theirnauseouspray^ 

I  made  the  nobler  option  to  retire  ', 

And  gave  the  world  to  workllings  and  their  behrs ; 

The  warriors  laurels,  and  the  statesman's  fame. 

The  vain  man's  hopes  for  titles  and  employ* 

The  pomp  of  station,  and  the  rich  man's  name, 

I  left  for  fools  to  seek,  and  knaves  t'enjoy*  j 

An  eariy  whisper  did  its  truths  impart. 

And  all  the  God  conceal 'd  irradiated  my  heart. 

**  Happy  the  man  who  turns  to  Heav'n, 
When  on  the  landscape's  verge  of  green 
Old-age  appears,  to  whom  'tis  giv*n 
To  creep  in  sigh^  but  fly,  unseen! 

Iginal  Latin,  and  above  sixty  translations  have 
been  made  from  it  into  modem  lai^piages. 

Our  author  died  August  the  8tb,  1471,  aged 
^years. 

In  the  engraving  on  oopper  above-mentioned, 
and  lying  over  bis  grave,  is  represented  a  ^per- 
son respectfully  presenting  to  him  a  labielon 
vfaich  is  written  a  verse  to  this  effect: 

Oh!  where'is  Peace?  for  Thou  its  paths  hast 

trod, • 

To  which  Kempis  returns  another  strip  of  paper, 
inscribed  as  follows : 

In  poverty,  retirement,  and  with  God. 
He  was  a  canon  regular  of  Angustins,  and  sub- 
prior  of  mount  St.  Agnes'  monastery.  He  com- 
posed his  treatise  On  the  Imitation  of  Christ  in 
th^  sixty-first  year  of  his  age,  as  appears  firum 
a  note  of  his  own  writing  in  the  library  of  his 
coovent* 

*  Imitation  of  Christ,  Lib.  Lei. 

7  «  Solitude  is  the  best  school  wherein  to  leara 
the  way  to  Heaven."  St  Jerom. 


''Worldly  boDouTB  are  a  trying  snare  to  men 
of  an  eicalted  station ^  of  course  their  chief  care 
must  be,  to  put  themselves  out  of  the  reach  of 
cow  bv  humilitr."  Nenotian. 


Stealer  of  marches  subtile  foe, 
sinon  of  stratagem  and  woe  I 
Thy  fatal  blows,  ah  !  who  can  ward^ 
Around  thee  lurks  a  motley  train 
i  )f  wants,  and  fears,  and  chronic 
The  hungry  Croats  of  thy  guard. 

*'  (Thus  on  the  flow'r-enameU'd  lawn« 
LTnconscious  of  the  least  surprize. 
In  thoughtiess  gambols  sports  the  fawn/ 
Whilst  veil'd  in  grass  the  tygreo  lies. 
The  silent  trait*retis  crouches  low. 
Her  very  lungs  surcease  to  blow : 
At  length  she  darts  on  hunger's  wings  | 
Sure  of  her  distance  and  success* 
Where  Newton  could  but  only  guess. 
She  never  misses,  when  she  springs*.) 

"More  truly  wise  the  man,  whose  eariy  jrontb** 
Is  offer'd  a  free  off 'ring  to  the  Lord« 
A  self-addicted  votary  to  truth. 
Servant  thro'  choice,  disciple  by  accord  I 
Heav'n  always  did  th'  unblemishM  turtle  choose, 
Where  health  ooqjoin'd  with  spirit  moat  abounds: 
Heav'n  seeks  the  young,  nor  does  the  old  refuaea 
But  youth  acquits  the  debt,  which  age  com- 
pounds! 
Awkward  in  time,  and  sourM  with  self-disgraee. 
The  spend -thrift   pays  his  all,   and  takes  tb^ 
bankrupt's  place.** 

Thus  spoke  the  venerable  sage 
Who  ne'er  imbib'd  Meonian  fore. 
Who  drew  no  aids  from  Maro'spage^ 
And  yet  to  nobler  flights  could  soar. 
Taught  by  the  Soiym^n  maid; 
With  native  elegance  anay'd. 
He  gave  his  easy  thoughts  to  flow  ; 
The  charms  which  anxious  art  deqy'd 
Truth  and  simplicity  supply'd, 
Melodious  in  religious  woe. 

Poet  in  sentiment!  he  feels 
The  flame;  nor  seeks  from  verse  his  aid ! 
The  veil  which  artful  charms  conceals. 
To  real  beauty  proves  a  shade. 
When  nature's  out-lines  dubious  are. 
Verse  decks  them  with  a  slight  C]rmarr  n  ; 
True  charms  by  art  in  vain  are  drest 
Not  icy  prose  could  <lamp  his  fire: 
Intense  the  flame  and  mounting  highV, 
Brightly  victorious  when  opprest  I 

By  this  time  mom  in  all  its  glory  sboae; 
The  Sun's  chaste  kiss  absorb'd  the  virgin-dew  i 
Th'  impatient  peasant  wish'd  his  labour  done. 
The  cattle  to  th'  umbrageous  streams  witbdrew : 
Beneath  a  cool  impenetrable  shade. 
Quiet,  he  mus'd.    So  Jonas  safely  sate  [playH)} 
(When  the  swift  gourd  her  palmy  leaves  dis- 
To  see  the  tow'rsof  Ninus  bow  to  fate  K 

•  This  parenthesis  was  inserted  by  way  of 
imitating  tbe  famous  parenthesis  in  Horaoe>t 
Ode,  which  begins 
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XV  Ascetic  then  dreir  ibrth  a  parchmeDt-scroll, 
Md  thttn  poar'd  out  to  Heaven  th'  effusioDS  of 
his  soul. 


•m  MBDITATIOM   OP  THOMAS   A  KSMPIS. 

( I .)  *Ti8  Tanity  to  wish  for  length  of  days ; 
The  art  of  living  well  is  wise  men^s  praijte. 
If  death,  not  length  of  life,  engaged  our  view. 
Life  would  be  happier,  and  death  happier  too  ^ . 

Nature  foreshows  our  death :  'tis  God 's  decree; 
The  king,  the  insect  dies;  'and  so  must  we. 
What's  natural,  and  common  to  us  alt. 
What* s  necessary ; — none  should  evil  call. 
Check  thy  food  k>ve  of  life,  and  human  pride ; 
Shall  man  repine  at  death,  when  Christ  has  dy'd? 

{2.)  He  that  can  calmly  view  the  mask  of 
Wi  Q  never  tremble  at  the  face  beneath ;   [death. 
Probationer  of  Heav'n,  he  starts  no  more 
To  see  the  last  sands  ebb,  than  those  before*. 

(3.)  In  vain  we  argue,  boast,  elude,  descaut; — 
Ko  man  is  honest  that's  afraid  of  want. 
No  blood  of  confessors  that  bosom  warms*, 
Which  starts  at  hunger,  as  the  worst  of  harms  4 

(4. )  The  man  with  christian  pre^ervance  fir'd', 
Check'd  but  not  stop'd  ;  retarded  but  not  tir'd ; 
Straiten'd  by  foes,  yet  sure  of  a  retreat. 
In  Heav'n's  protection  rests  securely  great  *  ; 
Sears  ev'ry  sharp  alarm  without  dismay; 
Midst  dangers  dauntless,  and  midst  terrours  gay; 
Indignant  of  obstruction  glows  his  flame, 
And,  struggling,  mount!  to  Heav'n,  from  whence 

it  came : 
Oppressed  it  thrives ;  its  own  destiV>yers  tires. 
And  with  UDoeasing  fortitude  aspires  7. 

1  This  and  the  following  passages  marked  with 
a  note  of  reference  are  extracted  almost  verbatim 
from  Kempis's  Book  of  the  Imitation  of  Christ, 
lib.  I,  c.  1, 2.    See  also  Lib.  1,  a  19.  23. 

»  "  Death,  when  compared  to  life,  seems  to 
be  a  remedy  and  not  a  punishment." 

St  Macar. 

On  the  same  point  another  primitive  Chris- 
tian bath  observed,  **  That  the  Supreme  Being 
made  life  short;  since,  as  the  troubles  of  it 
cannot  be  removed  from  'us,  we  may  the  sooner 
be  refl)oved  from  them."  St.  Bernard. 

**'  Dost  thou  fear  poverty  ?  Christ  calls  the 
poor  man  blessed— 
^  Art  thou  afraid  of  labour  ?  Pains  are  produc- 
tive of  a  crown,  [fears  no  famine : 
««- Art  thou  hungry  ?  A  true  confldence  in  God 
—  for  the  Supreme  Governor  of  the  world  beholds 
thy  warfiue ;  and  prepares  for  thee  a  crown  of 
gfory  and  everlasting  rest."— 

Hieron.  in  Epist 

^  L.  n.  Thorn.  2i  Kempis. 

»  Perseverance  is  an  image  of  eternity.  •» 

St.  Bernard. 
*  "  The  greatest  safety  man  can  have  is  to 
fear  nothing  but  God."  Senec. 

"  Human  fear  depreiKS,  the  fear  of  God  exhi- 
larates." Cassian. 

7  Imitat.  of  Christ,  I«  II|.,  c  5.  Ibid.  c.  19, 
KM. 


When  man  desponds,  Tof  human  hope  bereft) 
Patience  and  Christian  heroism  are  left  *, 
Let  patience  be  thy  first  and  last  concern ; 
The  hardest  task  a  Christian  has  to  learn  9  f 
Dfe's  pendulum  in  th'  other  world  shall  make 
Advances,  ou  the  side  it  now  goes  back. 

By  force,  a  virtue  of  celestial  kind  < 
Was  never  storm'd;  by  art  'tis  undermiu'd^^.   '' 

(5.)  All  seek  for  knowledge.    Knowledge  is  no 
more 
Than  this ;  to  know  ourselves,  and  God  adore. 
Wouldst  thou  with  profit  seek,  and  learn  with: 

gain? — 
Unknown  thyself,  in  solitude  remain  ". 
Virtue  retires,  but  in  retirement  blooms. 
Full  of  good  works,  and  dying  in  perfumes  i<. 
In  thy  own  heart  the  living  waters  rise  '> ; 
Good  conscience  is  the  wi^om  of  the  wise !  >^ 
Man's  only  confidence,  unmixt  with  pride. 
Is  the  firm  trust  that  dod  is  on  his  side  *^t 
Like  Aaron's  rod,  the  faithful  and  the  just, 
Tom  from  their  trCe,  shall  blossom  in  the  dost- 

(6.)  God,  says  the  chief  of  peniterits'<>,  is  One, 
Who  gives  Himself,  his  Spirit,  and  his  Son. 

*'  Is  hunger  irksome? — ^Tbou  by  Him  art  fod 
With  quails  miraculous,  and  Heav'nly  bread. 
Is  thirst  oppressive  ?— >Lift  thy  eyes,  and  see 
Cat'racts  of  water  fall  from  rocks  for  thee. 
Art  thou  in  darkness  ? — Uncreated  light 
Is  all  thy  own,  and  guides  thy  erring  sight. 
Is  nakedness  thy  lot  ? — ^Yet  ne'er  repine  ;— 
The  vestments  of  Eternity  are  thine. 
Art  thou  a  widow  ? — God's  thy  consort  true* 
Art  thou  an  orphan  ?^He*s  thy  father  toa** 

•  Ibid.  c.  35,  N*.  2.   Ibid.  c.  18,  N^.  2. 

•  See  also  Caussin'f  Holy  Court,  Part  I,  U  3. 
Sect  52,  fol.  1650. 

10  «True  christian  piety  was  never  made  a 
real  captive ;  it  may  be  killed,  but  not  conquer- 
ed." St.  Jerom. 

11  « Imitotion  of  Christ,  L.  L  c.  80.  L.  IT, 
a  10. 

18  "  The  retired  Christian,  in  seeking  after  aor 
happylifie,  actually .eijosrs  one;  and  possesses 
that  already  which  he  only  fancies  be  is  pursu* 
ing."  St  Eucher. 

13  «  Drink  waters  out  of  thine  own  cisterns* 
Prov.  c.  ¥,  V.  15.  See  abo  Rev.  c  xxii,  v.  1. 
''  And  he  showed  me  a  pure  river  of  water  of  life< 
clear  as  crystal."  See  John,  c  vii,  v.  38. 

1^  Imitat  of  Jesus  Christ,  L.  I,  c  6. 

1^  Imitat  of  Jesus  Christ,  Lib.  II,  c  10. 

«  The  only  means  of  obtaining  true  seonrity 
is  to  commit  all  our  interests  to  God,  who  con- 
stantly knows  and  is  ever  willing  to  bestow  gQo4 
things  on  them  that  ask  him  as  they  ought" 

Cassian. 

"  Security  is  no  where  but  in  the  love  and 
service  of  God.  It  is  neither  in  Heaven,  nor 
Paradise,  much  less  m  the  present  worid.  In 
Heaven  the  angds  fell  from  the  divine  presence  t 
In  Paradise  Adam  lost  his  abode  of  pleasure :  in 
the  worid  Judas  fdl  from  the  school  of  our  Sa- 
viour."  St  Bernard. 

>^$t  August  The  ten  lines  marked  witit 
inverted  conunas  are  a  literal  translation  from 
him. 
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(7.)  Tbe  men  of  Science  aim  themselves  to 
show »'', 
And  know  just  vbat  imports  them  not  to  know  ^. 
(Once  having  ro^ss'd  the  truth,  they  fartherstray: 
As  men  ride  fastest  who  have  lost  their  way  ;) 
Whilst  tbe  poor  peasant  that  with  daily  care 
Improves  his  lands  and  offers  Heav'n  his  pray*r. 
With  conscious  boldness  may  produce  his  face 
Where  proud  philosophers  shall  want  a  place'^. 
}*hilosopby  in  anxious  doubts  expires : 
Beligion  trims  her  lamp,  as  life  retires  ^, 
True  faith,  like  gold  into  the  furnace  cast. 
Maintains  its  sterling  pureness  to  tbe  last. 
Conscience  will  ev*ry  pious  act  attest  ^i : 
A  silent  panegyrist,  but  the  best ! 

(8*)  AM  chastisements  for  private  use  are  giv'n; 
The  revelations  Personal  of  Heav*n  ^ : 
But  man  in  misery  mistakes  his  road, 
4Sighs  for  lost  joys,  and  never  turns  to  God''. 
Ileav*n  more  than  meets  her  child  with  sorrows 

tryM ; 
Her  dove  brings  olive,  e*erthe  waves  subside^^. 
Man  gives  but  once,  and  grudges  when  we  sue; 
Heav'n  makes  old  gifts  the  precedents  for  new^ 

(9.)  Afl9ictions  have  their  use  of  ev'ry  kind  ; 
At  once  they  humble,  and  exalt  the  mirid : 
The  ferment  of  the  soul  by  just  degrees 
Refines  the  true  clear  spirit  from  the  lees  ^. 
Boast  as  we  will,  and  argue  as  we  can. 
None  ever  knew  the  virtues  of  a  man, 
Except  affliction  sifls  tbe  flour  from  brands. 

^'  "  It  is  good  to  know  much  and  live  well : 
but,  if  we  cannot  attain  both,  it  is  better  to  de- 
sire piety  than  learning :  for  knowledge  makes  no 
roan  truly  happy,  nor  doth  happiness  consist  in 
intellectual  ac(]ui*>itions.  The  only  valuable 
thing  is  a  religious  life." 

Sti.  Greg.  Magn.  Moral. 

And  again:  «  That  only  is  the  best  knowledge 
which  makes  us  better.'' 

18  ImiUt.  of  Christ  »Ibid. 

*>lmitat  of  Jesus  Christ,  L.  II,  c  10. 

**  **  As  in  water  face  answereth  to  face,  so  the 
heart  of  man  to  man."     Prov.  xxvii,  v.  19* 
*<Thoa  canst  avoid,  sooner  or  later,  whatever 
molesteth  thee,  except  thy  own  conscience^'' 
Augustin.  in  Pt»alm  xxx. 

»  Imitat  of  Jesus  Christ,  L.  I,  c.  13. 
-  **  God  causeth   (afflictions)  to    come,  either 
for  correction,  or  for  hia  laivd,  or  for  mercy." 
Job,  c.  xxxvii,  v.  13. 

'*  it  is  the  work  and  providence  of  God's  se- 
cret counsel,  that  the  days  of  the  elect  should 
be  troubled  in  their  pilgrimnge.  This  present 
life  is  the  way  to  our  eternal  abode :  God  there- 
fore in  his  secret  wisdom  afflicts  our  travel  with 
continual  trouble,  lest  the  delights  of  our  jour- 
ney might  take  away  the  desire  of  our  journey's 
end."  St.  Grejr.  Mag. 

**  No  servant  of  Christ  is  without  affliction.  If 
you  expect  to  be  free  from  persecution,  you  have 
not  yet  so  much  as  begun  to  be  a  Christian." 

St.  August 

fslmitat  of  Christ,  T«  I,  c.  11. 

S4  Imitat  of  Christ,  ibid.  See  also  Gen.  c 
Viii,  V.  11. 

26  Imitot  of  Christ,  L.  I,  c.  13. 

«lbid.  Ub.  I,  c.  16.  Lib.  Ill,  c.  12.  See 
also  AmoS;  c.  ix.  v.  3>  and  Luke  c.  xxii,  y.  31. 


Say,  is  it  mndi  hidjgnities  to  bear. 
When  God  for  thee  tby  nature  deign'd  to  wear  ? 
If  slander  vilifies  the  good  man's  name. 
It  hurts  not;  but  prevents  a  future  shame. 
The  censure  and  reproaches  of  mankind 
Are  the  true  christian  mentors  of  the  mindL 
No  other  way  humility  is  gain'd  ; 
No  other  way  vain  glory  is  restrain'd. 
Nor  worse,  nor  better  we,  if  praise  or  blame 
Lift  or  depress — the^man  is  still  the  same  ^. 
The  happy,  if  they're  wise,  must  all  things  fear; 
Nor  need  th'  unhappy,  if  they're  good,    des- 
pair. 
(10.)  Hard  is  the  task  'gainst  nature's  strength 

to  strive  : 
Perfection  is  the  lot  of  none  alive  ; 
Or  grant  frail  man  could  tread  th'  unerring  road« 
How  could  we  suffer  for^the  sake  of  God^  i 
Affliction's  ordeal,  sharp,  but  brightly  shines  ; 
Sep' rates  the  gold^,  and  ev'ry  vice  calcines. 
In  adverse  fortune,  when  the  stosm  runs  high. 
And  sickness  graves  death's  image  on  the  eye. 
Nor  wealth,  nor  rank,  nor  pow'r,  assuage  the 

grief- 
Ask  God  to  send  thee  patience  or  relief*. 
The  infant  Moses  'scap'd  his  wat'ry  grave^', 
Heav'n  half  o'erwhelms  the  man  it  means-  to 

save! 
( 1 1 .)   Th'  ambitious  and  the  covetous  desire^s 
More  than  their  worth  deserves,  or  wants  re* 

quire  : 
Not  merely  for  the  profit  things  may  yield. 
But,  ah  !  their  neighbour's  ptt,Umce  maims  their 

field: 
Thus,  gain'd  by  force,  or  fraudulent  design. 
The  grapes  of  Naboth  yield   them  bkxxl  for 

wine^ 
(12)  Nothing  but  truth  can  claim  a  lasting 

date  »«; 
Time  is  truth's  surest  judge,  and  judges  late : 

^  Imitat  of  Christ,  L.  Ill,  c  5. 

«  Ibid. 

»  **J?or  gold  is  tried  in  the  fire,  and  accep* 
table  men  in  the  furnace  of  adversity." 

Ecclus.  c.  ii,  V.  5. 

»  Imitat.  of  Christ,  L.  Ill,  c.  5. 

31  Exod.  c.  II,  V.  5. 

^i  **  He  that  gathereth  by  defrauding  his  own 
soul,  gathereth  for  others,  that  shall  spend  his 
goods  riotously.  A  covetous  man's  eye  is  not  sa- 
tisfied with  his  portion,  and  the  iniquity  of  the 
wicked  drieth  up  his  soul." 

Ecclus.  cxiv. 
*  33  «  Ahab's  excuse  to  Naboth,  when  he  said 
give  me  thy  vineyard  that  I  may  make  it  a  gar- 
den  of  herbs,  represents  in  a  lively  manner  the 
pretences  that  avaricious  and  ambitious  mea 
use,  when  the/  waut  to  ipake  new  acquisitions' 
They  lye  to  their  consciences ;  asking  a  seeming 
trifle,  and  meaning  to  obtain  something  very  va* 
luable."  St  Ambrose. 

*'  Woe  unto  them  that  covet  fields,  and  take 
them  away  by  violence."      Micah,  c.  ii,  v.  2. 

**  They  enlarge  their  desire  as  Hell,  and  are  as 
death,  and  cannot  be  satisfied:  woe  nntothen^ 
that  encrcase  that  which  is  not  theirs."    '  .         > 
Hab.  c.  ii,  v.  ,5|  d*  * 

^  Imitat.  of  Jesus  Christ,  L.  I,  c.  d. 
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Atid,  for  tbx  guide,  be  he  alone  belierM, 
Who  never  can  deceive,  nor  is  deceived  >^  ! 
Thus  safe  thro'  waves  the  sons  of  Isr'el  trod ; 
Their  better  magnet  was  the  lamp  of  God :    [led 
And  thns  Heaven's  star  Earth's  humble  shepherds 
To  their  Messiah  in  his  humbler  bed. 

(13.)  Flatt'ry  and  fiime  at  death  the  vain  for- 
sake. 
And  other  knaves  and  fools  their  hononrs  takeS^, 

(14.)  Tease  not  thy  mind ;  nor  run  a  restless 
round 
la  search  of  science  better  lost  than  found. 
Still  teach  thy  soul  a  sober  course  to  try. 
And  shun  the  track  of  singularity ! 

(15.)  Presumptuous  flights  and  sceptical  debates 
Foretel  (Cassandra-like)  the  fell  of  states. 
So  Greece  and  Rome  soon  mouldered  to  decay. 
When  Epicurus*  system  gain'd  the  day. 
But  those  who  make  prophaneness  stand  for  wit. 
Desperate  apply  the  pigeons  to  their  feet : 
Bankrupts  of  sense,  and  impudently  bad ; 
Their  judgment  ruin'd.  and  their  fency  mad ! 
like  Daniel's  ^^  goat  ^  in  th'  insolence  of  youth, 
Stars  they  displace,  and  overturn  the  truth. 

(16.)  He,  who  adopts  religions,  wrong  or  right, 
Is  not  a  convert,  but  an  hypocrite  : 
Him,  seemriag  what  he  is  not,  man  esteems; 
God  hates  him,  for  he  is  not  what  he  seems. 
The  bull-rush  thus  a  specious  outside  wears, 
Smooth  as  the  shining  rind  the  poplar  beats : 
But  strip  the  covering  of  its  polishM  skin. 
And  all  is  insubstantial  sponge  within. 
When  not  a  whisper  breaths  upon  the  trees. 
Unmoved  it  stands,  but  bends  with  ev'ry  breeze. 
It  boasts  th*  ablution  of  a  silver  flood. 
But  feeds  on  mire,  and  roots  itself  in  mud. 

(17.)  Self-love  is  foolish,  criminal,  and  vain^. 
Therefore,  O  man,  such  partial  views  restrain : 
And  often  take  this  counsel  for  a  rule. 
To  please  one's  self  is  but  to  please  one  fool^. 

(18.)  The  alms  we  give,  we  keep:  the  alms 
we save 
We  lo&e  :  possessing  only  what  we  gave  4>« 

S5  — Nequededpitur,neqttedecipitunquam. 

Manil. 

^  <*  There  is  no  work  that  shews  more  art  aind 
industry  than  the  texture  of  a  spider's  web.  The 
delicate  threads  are  so  nicely  disposed,  and  so 
curiousljr  interwoven  one  with  another,  that  you 
would  think  it  producefd  by  the  labour  of  a  ce- 
lestial being  j  yet  nothing  in  the  event  is  more 
fragil  and  insubstantial.  A  breath  of  wind  tears 
iuto  -pieces;  and  carries  it  away.  Just  so  are 
worldly,  acquisitions  made  by  men  in  exalted 
stations,  and  reputedly  wise  and  cunning." 

Origeu. 

^  Dan.  c.  viii,  V.  10,  11. 

*  The  prophet  here  means,  by  the  goat,  the 
king  of  dreeee,  the  region  of  vain  philosophy. 

^^  *'  Hethat  lovelb  himself  most,  bath  of  all 
men  the  happiness  of  finding  the  fewest  rivals.*' 

Anon.  Vet 

*^  **  He  that  picaseth  himself,  pleaseth  a 
fool." 

*•*  "  There  is  that  scattereth  and  yet  inercas- 
cth ;  and  there-  is  tliat  withholding  mure  than  is 
meet,  but  it  tendeth  to  poverty.*' 

Prov.  c.  xi,  V.  24. 

^  The  riches  which  thou  treasurest  up,  are 


But  if  vain  glory  prompts  the  tongue  to  boast. 
In  vain  we  strive  to  give,  the  gift  is  lost 
Wealth,  unbestow'd,  is  the  fool's  alchymy  ;— 
Misers  have  wealth,  but  taste  it  not ;— and  die» 

In  ev'ry  purse  that  th'  avaricious  bears. 
There's  still  a  rent,  which  wily  Satan  tears*': 
A  man  may  mend  it,  at  returning  light. 
But  the  arch-fiend  undams  the  work  at  night 
Useless,  O  miser  !  are  thy  labours  found ; 
And  all  thy  vintage  leaks  on  thirsty  ground  *<# 
Chimeric  nonsense  1  Riches  unemploy'd 
In  doing  good,  are  riches  unenjoy'd  j 
The  slave  who  sets  bjs  soul  on  worthless  pelf. 
Is  a  mere  Dk)clesian  to  himself; 
A  wretched  martyr  in  a  wretctied  cause ; 
Alive,  unhonour'd ;  dead,  without  applause  I 
Boast  not  of  homage  to  Earth's  monarchs.  giv'a  | 
A  Paula's  44  name  is  better  known  in  Heav'n. 

(19.)  Riches  no  more  are  ours,  than  are  th« 
waves  [laves. 

Of  yonder  Bhyne,  which   our  Mount- Agnas^. 
Th'  impatient  waters  no  continuance  make ; 
Adopt  new  owners,  and  their  old  forsake. 

4*  As  those  who  call  for  wines,  beyond  their  « 
share. 
Refund  the  draughts  which  nature  cannot  bear^ 
(Whilst  bile  and  gall  corroding  iu  their  breast 
Demand  a  passage,  and  admit  no  rest :) 
Just  so  rapacious  misers  swell  their  store  ; 
To  diamonds  di'monds  add,  and  ore  to  ore ; 
They  gulp  down  w^tb,    nnd,^  with  heart  pier- 
cing pain. 
And  clay-cold  qualms,  discharge  the  load  again. 
Death  bursts  the  casket,  and  the  farce  is  o'er. 
(Ckirst  is  that  wealth,  which  never   eas*d  the 
poor  !)  [floor; 

Whilst  fools  and  spendthrifts  sweep  it  from  the 
Thegoldof  Opfayr  ^^  dazzles  their  weak  eyes. 
Turquoises  ^B  next  their  weaker  minds  surprise. 
Rich,  deeply  azur'd,  like  Italian  skies. 

lost ;  those  which  thou  charitably  bestowest,  are 
truly  thine."  St  August 

"  Haggai,  c.  i,  v.  d. 

*3 Ibi  omnis 

Effusus  labor.  Virg. 

**  Paula  was  a  Roman  lady  descended  from 
the  Gracchi  and  Scipios.  Her  husband  was  of 
the  Julian  race.  After  his  decease,  she  gave 
most  of  her  possessions  -to  the  poor,  and  reiired 
from  Rome  to  a  solitude  at  Bethlehem.  That 
incomparable  virgin  Eustochium  was  her  daugh- 
ter. Both  their  histories  are  drawn  at  large  by 
St.  Jerom,  and  addressed  to  Eustochium.  Paula 
has  written  some  excellent  verses  on  religious 
subjects. 

She  built  a  temple  at  Emmaus  in  honour  of 
our  Blessed  Saviour..  Her  tomb  is  at  Bethlehem. 
The  inscription  for  her  and  her  daughter  was 
written  by  St.  Jerom.  Sandy's  Trav.  fol  135. 
139,  &c. 

^  The  name  of  the  monastery  where  Kempis 
resided. 

^  Part  of  this  paragraph,  is  copied  from  Job, 
c.  XX,  v.  14,  15»  18.  Ckimpaire  adsp  Job,  c 
xxvii,  V.  19,  20,  21. 

*^  Gold  of  Ophir.  See  1  Kings  c  ix,  v.  28.  1 
Ohron.  xxix,  v.  4.  2  Chron.  viii,  v.  lb.  Psalm 
xlv,  V.  9.  Isaiah  xiii.  v.  12. 

^  Turquoises.    <'  The  true  orieatal  turquoise 
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Then  tre  the  fl'iy  rubies  *  to  be  seeo. 

And  em'ralds  m  tinctured   with  the  niiiboir*f 

green, 
TmtisKicent  beryl  51,  flame-eyM  chryiolite^, 
And  sarddnix  **,  refresher  of  the  tig^t; 
With  these  th*  emparpled  amethltt  combines^, 
And  opaz^,  veroM  with  ri^'Jets,  mildly  diines. 

All  first  turns  into  riot,  then  to  care  :— 
WhirTd  down  th'  impetuous  torrent,  calFd  an  heir. 
(l9.)   Religion's  harbour,  like  th'  Etrurian 
bay^. 
Secure  from  storms  is  land-lock'd  ex'ry  way. 
Safe,  'midst  the  wreck  of  worlds,  the  vessel  rides. 
Nor  minds  the  absent  rage  of  winds  and  tides: 
Whilst  from  his  prow  the  pilot  looking  down. 
Surveys  at  once  God's  imaxe  and  his  own^  ; 
HeavVs  fiivour  smooths  th*  escpanse,  and  cdm- 

ness  sleeps 
On  the  dear  minor  of  the  silent  deep^. 

(20)  No  man  at  once  two  Edens  can  enjoy^ : 
Vtr  Earth  and  HeavHi  theself-samemind  employ. 
Two  difPrentways  th'  nnsocial  objects  draw: 
Flesh  strives  with  spirit,  nature  coiDfaats  Isrw : 
Reason  and  revelation  live  at  strife, 
Though  meant  for  mutual  aid,  like  man  and 
wife®. 
ReKgton  and  the  worid  can  ne^er  agree : 
One  eye  is  sacrific'd,  that  one  may  see. 
Canals,  for  pleasure  made,  with  pleasure  stray ; 
Rut  drain  at  length  the  middle  stream  away. 
(21.)  Life^  joy  and  pomp  at  distance  should 
appear, 
Rossession  brings  the  vulgar  dawbing  near. 
Who  can  rejoice  to  tread  a  devious  road. 
Led  by  false  views,  and  serpentine  from  €k>d  <^  ? 

comes  out  of  the  old  rock  in  the  mountains  of 
Piriskua,  about  eighty  miles  from  the  town  of 
Koscheda.''  Hist,  of  Gust  Addph.  vol.  II,  p. 
542. 

^  Rubies.  "  Nazarites,  more  ruddy  than  ru* 
bies."  Lam.  c  iv,  v.  7. 

^  Emeralds.  *'  A  rainbow  in  sight  like  an 
emerald.'*    Rev.  c.  iv,  v.  5. 

*'  Berryl.    Dan.  c.  x,  v.  6.  Rev.  m,  v.  20. 

^  Chr3rH>lite.  Ezek.  c«  xxviii. 

*®  Sardonyx.  Rev.  c.  nti,  v.  90. 

^*  Amethist  Eaod.  c  xxviii,  v»  19.  Ibid.  c. 
xxxb,  V.  12. 

**  Ezek.  c.  xxviii,  t.  13,  and  Rev.  xxl.  v.  20. 

*®  The  port  of  Lcrichi,  in  Tuscany. 

*'  "  One  way  to  know  God  is  perfectly  to 
know  one's  self."  Hugo  de  anima. 

'*  Why  dost  thou  wonder,  O  man,  at  the 
height  of  the  stars,  or  depth  of  the  sea  ?  examine 
lather  thine  own  soul,  axid  wonder  there." 

Isidor. 

«•  Imitat.  of  Christ.  L.  11.  c  1—3. 


Wonld'st  tfaoQ  be  vif  ally  with  Cbnst  confoin*!  ( 
Copy  his  deeds,  and  imitate  his  mind  ^  ; 
No  man  can  wiMrldly  happiness  ensure ; 
Heav'n*s  coosolatiou  all  men  may  procured. 

(22.)  When  passions  reign  with  arbitrary  sway« 
Resistance,  not  compliance,  wins  the  day^. 
Here  avarice,  there  ambitious  schemes  prevail ; 
Who  can  quench  flames  when  double  winds  a«aiP 
Boast  as  we  will,  our  cinristian  glories  lie 
In  humble  suffering,  not  proud  apathy^. 
Submission  an  eternal  crown  proctires  ; 
Heaves  hero  conquers  most,  who  most  en* 
dures.—- 
Like  the  four  cherubs  in  Ezekiel's  dreamt, 
(What time  the  propbeislept  by  Chebai's  stream) 
The  Christian,  mov'd  by  enei^  divine. 
Walks  forward  still,  in  one  unvarying  linear 
Nor  wealth,  nor  pow'r,  attract  his  wonderhig 

sight; 
He  swerves  not  to  the  left  hand,  nor  the  right. 
Humbly  be  eats,  and  fidds  the  profiei'd  scroA 
Sweet  to  the  taste,  inspiring  to  the  soul  »• 
So  when  Saul>  weary'd  son  his  fasting  broke 
With  honey  dropping  from  PhSlistian  oak. 
Returning  strength  and  sprigfatliness  artse. 
Glow  on  his  chedu,  and  sparkle  in  his  eyes  ^m. 

When  fortune  smiles  within  doors  and  without, 
Man*s  heart,  wdl-pleas'd,  may  think  itself  de- 
vout : 
But,  when  ill  days,  and  nights  of  pain,  socceed. 
Lot  him  bear  well,  and  he's  devout  indeed^. 
i'ZS.)  Those  who  revenge  a  deed  that  injures 
them. 
Copy  the  very  rin,  which  they  condemn''^ 
Impiously  wand'ringfrom  the  christian  road. 
They  snatch  God's  own  prerogative  from  Goid  I 
Midiael  in  bitterness  of  strife  oonsign'd 
The  final  verdict  to  th'  unerring  mindTS.— 
From  turbulence  of  anger  wisely  keep ; 
The  hind  who  soweth  winds,  riiaU  wfaiifwinds 
reap^. 
(  24. )  The  worldling,tempter  of  himself,pQrsae» 
Idols  of  his  own  makhig  ;  ideot's  views  ^ 

»  Imitat  of  Christ,  L.  I,c24. 

«3  Ibid. 

««  Ibid.  L.  I,  c.  6. 

66  Ibid.  L.  11,  c.  3. 
es  See  Ezek.  c.  1. 

67  Ezek.c.  i,  v.  12. 

68  Ibid.  c.  iii,  v.  1,  2, 9. 
<9  1  Sam.  c  xiv,  v.  29* 
10  Imitat  of  Christ,  L.  IT,  c  S. 
''I  "  To  return  one  injury  for  another  is  fo  res. 

venge  like  man :  whereas  to  revenge  like  God  if 
to  love  our  enemies.  It  is  a  great  happiness  not 
to  be  able  to  hurt  one's  neighbour,  nor  to  have 
the  DOwer  and  narts  to  do  mischief.     TIva  i 
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tTntiappy  wretcli !  wnpt  up  in  thin  diiguiae  I 
Where  all  that  is  not  impious,  is  unwise ! 
See,  how  he  broods  from  night  to  morning's  dawn 
On  eggs  of  basilisks,  and  soorpicn-spawn''^ : 
And,  after  all  the  care  be  can  impart. 
His  fostered  miscreants  sting  him  to  the  heart 
Swift  through  each  rein  the  mystic  poisons  roll, 
FaUl  alike  to  body  and  to  souH^  ! 

(25.)  Perfect  would  be  our  nature  and  our  joy 
If  man  could  ev'ry  year  one  rice  destroy  "^ "". 
Withdraw  thee  from  the  sins  that  most  assail. 
And  labour  where  thy  Tirtues  least  prevail'^. 

(26.)  False  joys  elate,  and  gritfb  as  fidsecon- 
troul 
The  little  pismire  with  an  human' souf* : 
Oh,  were  be  like  th'  unreasoning  ant,  who  strives 
For  solid  good,  and  butby  instinct  lives. 

(97.)  To.  wail  and  not  amend  a  life  mispent 
Means  to  confess,  but  means  not  to  repent : 
Tongue-penitents,  like  him  who  too  much  owes, 
Ron  more  in  debt,  and  Kve  but  to  impose. 

(28.)  Deem  not  th>  unhappy,  vicious;  nor  de- 
vote 
To  sarcasm  and  contempt  the  thread-bare  coat. 
Oft  have  we  seen  rich  fields  of  genuine  com 
£dg*d  round  with  brambtes,and  begirt  with  thorn. 
The  powers  of  Zeuicis'  pencil  are  the  same. 
Enclosed  in  gilded,  or  in  sable  frame. 

(29.)  The  down  that  smoothes  the  great  man's 
anxious  bed^ 
Was  gathered  from  a  quiet  poor  man's  shed : 
Content  and  peace  are  found  in  mean  estate. 
And  Jacob's  dreams  on  Jacob's  pillow  wait9i>. 
So  Tekoa's  swain,  by  no  vain  glories  led, 
Nurtor*d  his  herds  with  leaves,  and  humbly  MfiK 

(30.)  Good  turns  of  friends  we  scribble  on  the 
Bot  ii^uries  engrav'd  on  marble  standi,    [sand, 

(31.)  With  pray'rs  thy  ev'ning   close,  thy 
mom  begin  j 
But  Heav*n's  true  sabbath  is  to  rest  from  sin. 

(32.)  An   hermit  once  cry'd  ont  in  private 
pray'r, 
"  Oh,  if  I  knew  that  I  should  persevere !» 
An  angel's  voice  reply'd,  in  placid  tone, 
**  What  woulds't  thou  do,  if  the  great  troth  were 

known  ? 
Do  now  ^,  what  thou  intendest  then  to  do, 
And  everlasting  safety  shall  ensue^."— 

*»  Isaiah,  c.  lix,  v.  4. 

•»  Matth.  c.  X,  V.  «8- 

''^  Imitat.  of  Christ,  L.  I,  c.  11.    L.  II,  e»  23. 

*"  '*  Instead  of  standing  still,  going  backward, 
or  deviating,  always  add,  always  proceed:  not 
to  advance,  in  some  sense  is  to  retire.  It  ii  bet- 
ter to  creep  in  the  right  way  than  fly  in  the 
wrong  way.'*  St.  August  in  Serm. 

•re  Imitat  of  Christ,  L.  I,  c  25. 

19  Man. 

w  «  And  Jacob  took  the  stones  of  that  place 
and  put  them  for  his  pillows." 

Gen.  c  xxxviii,  v.  2. 

•*  Amosc.  vii,  v.  14. 

tt  Kempisii  dictum  commune.  **  Beneficia 
pulveri ;  si  quid  mali  patimur,  marmori  inscul- 
phnus." 

^  *'  A  Christian  hath  no  to  morrowi  that  is  to 
fay,  a  Christian  should  put  off  no  duty  till  to 
morrow."  TeitoU. 

«  Imrtet  of  Cbrift,  U  I»  Qf  25. 


To  choose,  implies  delay ;  whilst  time  devcmm 
The  sickly  blossoms  of  preceding  hours. 
Repentance,  well  perfbrm'd,  confirms  the  more  ; 
As  bones,  well  set,  grow  stronger  than  before. 
(33)  When  Heav'n  excites  thee  to  a  better 

way, 
Catch  the  soft  summons,  and  the  call  obey  i 
Thus  Mary  left  her  solitude  and  tears. 
When   Martha  whiqper'd,  lo !  thy   Christ  flp« 

pears  •5. 
(34.)  The  virtues  of  the  world,  whkb  most  meu 

move. 
Are  Ia3r'rs  from  pride,  or  graftings  on  telf-lovess: 
Whatever  for  itself  is  not  esteem'd. 
Proves  a  false  choice,  and  is  not  as  it  seem'd^. 

(35.)  The  track  to  Hcav'n    is  intricate  and 
Narrow  to  tread,  and  diiScult  to  keep :    [steep ; 
On  either  hand  sharp  precipices  lie. 
And  our  steyts  faulter  with  the  swerving  eye  ; 
That  passage  clear'd,  a  level  road  remains. 
Through  quiet  valleys  and  refreshing  plainsss. 
(3(i  J  Most  would  buy  Hcav'n  without  a  price 

or  loss ; 
They  like  the  paradise,  but  shun  the  cron^. 
Many  participate  of  Christ's  repast; 
Few  choose  bis  abstinence,  or  learo  to  fost^. 
Few  relish  Christianity  ;  and  most         [coast  ^K    ' 
(In  private)  wish  their   Lord  would  leave  their' 
Thousands  may  counterfeit  th'  apparent  part  ^ 
And  thousands  may  be  Gergesenes  at  heart^. 
All  in  Christ's  kingdom  would  the  thrones  par* 

take  ; 
Few  have  the  fiaiith  to  suffer  for  his  sake^. 
His  tasteful  bread  by  many  mouths  is  sought  ; 
Pew  choose  to  drink  his  passion's  bitter  draught^. 

^  Imitat  of  Christ,  L.  U,  c  28.  See  John 
c.  ii,  V.  28. 

9S  '*  There  is  a  sort  of  seeming  good,  which,  if 
a  rational  mind  k>ves,  it  sinneth  ;  inasmuch  as 
it  is  an  object  beneath  the  consideration  of  such 
a  mind."  St  August  de  Ver.  Relig. 

**  Whatever  is  not  loved  on  account  of  its  own    . 
intrinsic  worth,  is  not  property  loved." 

Idem  in  Soliloq.  L.  I,  c.  13. 

6^  "  In  this  life  there  is  no  virtue  but  in  loving 
that  which  is  truly  amiable.  To  choose  this,  is 
prudence ;  to  be  averted  from  it  by  no  terrifying 
circumstances,  is  fbrtitude.  To  be  influenoed 
by  no  sort  of  temptation,  ia  temperance ;  and  to 
be  affected  by  no  ambitious  views,  is  oonsidering 
the  thing  with  impartial  justice  as  we  ought  toi 
do."  Idem  de  Ver.  Felicitat.  L.  IL 

«  ImiUt  of  Christ,  JL II,  c.  11,  No.  1. 
w  Ibid.  90  Ibid. 

»»  Matth.  c  viii,  v.  34.        »*  Ibid. 

<<It  is  common  for  man  to  ask  every  blessing 
that  God  can  bestow,  but  be  rarely  desires  to 
possess  God  himself." 

Aug.  in  Psalm  Ixxvt* 

»  Imitat  of  Christ,  L.  II,  c  2.  No.  1. 
M  Ibid.    See  also  c.  12. 
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CONTENTMENT,  INDUSTRY,  JND 
JCQU/ESCEASE  UNDER  THE  DJ- 
riNE  WILL: 

AX  ODE, 

^irmif  IM  TBI  ALPINE  PAKTS  OF  CAIMIOLA,  1749. 

Tbe  wilderness  and  solitaiy  place  shall  be  glad 
for  them,  (the  children  of  tbe  Lord;)  and  the 
•  desert  shall  rejoice  and  blossom  like  the  rose. 
It  shall  blossom  abundantly,  and  rejoice  even 
with  joy  and  singing :  the  glory  of  Lebanon 
^hall  be  given  unto  it,  tbe  excellency  of  Carroel 
mod  Sharon  :  they  shall  see  the  glory  of  the 
Xord,  and  the  excellency  of  our  God. 

Isaiah,  c  xxxT,  V,  1,2. 

Why  dwells  my  unofTended  eye 
On  yoD  blank  desert's  trackless  waste  ; 
AH  dreary  earth,  or  cheerless  sky. 
Like  ocean  wild,  and  bleak,  and  vast  ? 
There  Lysidor*t  enamoured  reed 
!Ke*er  taught  the  plains  Eudosia's  pra'se : 
There  herds  were  rarely  know  n  to  feed. 
Or  birds  to  sing,  or  flocks  to  gra^e. 
Yet  does  my  soul  complacence  iiud  i 
Allr  all  from  Thcc, 
^Supremely  gracious  Deity, 
/Corrector  of  the  miul  • ! 

The  high-arch*d  church  is  lost  in  sky, 
The  base  *  with  thorns  and  l;ry*rs  is  lK)und : 
The  yawning  fragments  nod  from  high, 
"With  close-encircling  ivy  crown*d: 
Heart-thrillin^g  echo  multiplies 
Voice  after  voice,  creation  new  • 
Beastf,  birds  obscene,  unite  their  cries : 
Graves  ope,  and  spectres  freeze  the  view. 
Yet  nought  dismays ;  and  thence  we  find 
•Tis  all  from  Thee, 
Snpremely  gracious  Deity, 
Composer  of  the  mind ! 

Earth's  womb,  half  dead  te  Ceres'  skill. 

Can  scarce  the  cake  of  oflf  ring  give  j 

Five  acres'  com  can  hardly  fill 

The  peasant's  wain,  and  bid  him  live  ; 

The  starving  beldame  gleans  in  vain, 

In  vain  the  hungry  chough  succeeds : 

They  curse  the  unprolific  plain, 

The  scurf-grown  moss,  and  tawdry  weeds. 

Yet  still  sufficiency  we  find  j 

All,  all  from  Thee, 

8ui>remely  gracious  Deity, 

Corrector  of  the  mind  ! 

December's  Boreas  issues  forth. 
In  sullen  gloom  and  horrour  drest, 
ChargM  with  the  nitre  of  the  north, 
Abborr'd  by  man,  by  bird,  and  beast. 
All  nature's  lovely  tiut  embrown'd 
Sickens  beneath  the  putrid  blast: 
Destruction  withers  up  the  ground. 
Like  parchment  into  embers  cast-^. 

1  "  To  be  satisfied  is  the  highest  pitch  of  art 
man  can  arrive  to.'*  St.  Gregor.  Horn, 

s  Base  for  basis.  See  Zechar.  c  v,  v.  2. 
•  inamabile  frigus  aduret.      Virg. 

Much  to  the  same  purpose  is  a  passage  in  tbe 


Yet  health,  and  strength,  and  etie  we  finds 
All,  all  fiomTbee, 
Supre^iely  gracioas  Deity, 
Gumposerofthe  mind ! 

Tremble,  and  yonder  Alp  behold^. 
Where  half-dead  nature  gasps  below. 
Victim  of  everlasting  cold, 
Entoniiyd  ali%'e  in  endlest  snow. 
The  northern  side  is  horrour  all ; 
Against  the  southern,  Phcebus  plajrt  \ 
In  vain  tb' innoxious  glimm'ringt  Cill, 
The  frost  outlives,  outshhics  the  rayi. 
Yet  consolation  still  I  find; 
And  all  from  Thee, 
Supremely  gracious  Deity, 
Coprector  of  the  mind  ! 

Bless  me !  bow  doubly  sharp  it  blows. 
From  Zemblan  and  Tartarian  coasts  I 
In  8u!!en  silence  fell  the  snows, 
Tlie  only  lustre  nature  boasts  ; 
1'he  nitrous  pow'r  with  tenfold  force 
Half  petrifies  Earth's  barren  womb» 
lli^xli-a.ch'd  cascades  suspend  their  forofl^ 
Men  freeze  alive,  and  in  the  tomb. 
Yet  warmth  and  happine^  we  find^ 
All,  all  from  Thee, 
Supremely  grack)us  Deity, 
Composer  of  the  mind  1 

Then,  in  exchange,  a  month  or  more 
The  Sun  with  fierce  solsticial  gleams. 
Darting  o'er  vales  his  raging  pow'r. 
Like  ray-coUecting  mirrors,  beams. 
ToiTcnts  and  cataracts  are  dry. 
Men  seek  the  scanty  sbadesin  vain  \ 
The  solar  darU  like  lightning  fly. 
Transpierce  the  skull,  and  scorch  the  brminl 
Yet  still  no  restless  heats  we  find; 
And  all  from  Thee, 
Supremely  gracious  Deity, 
Corrector  of  the  mind  I 

For  Nature  rarely  form'd  a  soil 
Where  diligence  subsistence  wants: 
Exert  but  care,  nor  spare  the  toil. 
And  all  beyond,  th'  Almighty  grants. 

Son  of  Sirach : — *<  When  the  cold  norUi  wind  Mow- 
eth,  and  the  water  congealed  into  ice,  be  poor' 
cth  the  hoar  frost  upon  the  earth.  It  abideth 
upon  every  gathering  together  of  water,  and 
cfotheth  the  water  with  a  breast-plate.  It  de- 
voureth  the  mountain,  and  bumetb  the  wilder- 
ness, and  consumeth  the  grass  as  fire.*'  c  zliiiv 
V.  19,  21. 

*  A  glaci^re,  or  ice-mountain. 
Cunctagelu^can&que  setemi^m  grandine  tecta, 
Atque  SBvi  gbciem  cohibent :  riget  ardua  montit  < 
^thenii  facies,  surgentique  obvia  Phsebo 
Duratas  nescit  flaouuis  moHirepruinas. 

SU.  Ital. 

J  "The  Sun  parcheth  the  country,  and  who 
can  abide  the  burning  heat  thereof?  A  nuin  blow- 
ing a  furnace  is  in  works  of  heat,  but  the  Sua 
bumeth  the  mountains  three  times  more;  breath* 
ing  out  fiery  vapours, -and  sending  forth  bright 
beams,  it  dimmelh  the  eyes." 

£cchis,  cb.  xliiJ,  t.  S^^ 
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Sadi  earth  at  length  to  culture  yields, 
Eadi  earth  itf  own  manure  *  contains : 
Thus  the  Corycian  nurst  hit  fields', 
Heav'n  gave  th'  increase,  and  he  the  pains. 
Th'  industrious  peace  and  plenty  find : 
All  due  to  Thee, 
Supremely  gracious  Deity, 
Composer  of  the  mind  i 

Scipio  sought  virtue  in  bis  prime* 
^  ^nd,  having  early  gain'd  the  prize, 
6tole  firom  lb'  ungrateful  world  in  time, 
Coptented  to  be  low  and  wisel 
He  served  the  state  with  zeal  and  fbrce^ 
And  then  with  dignity  retir'd ; 
Dismounting  from  th'  unruly  hone, 
To  rule  himself,  as  sense  required  ; 
Without  a  sigh,  he  pow'r  resign'd.— 
All,  all  from  Thee,  >' 
Supremely  gracious  Deity, 
Corrector  of  the  mind  1 

Xllien  Diodesian  sought  repose, 
Cloy'd  and  fatigu'd  with  nauseous  poir*r, 
He  left  his  empire  to  his  foes. 
For  fools  t'  admire,  and  rogues  devour: 
R^ch  in  his  poverty,  he  bought 
Retirement's  innocence  and  health. 
With  his  own  hands  the  monarch  wrought. 
And  change  a  throne  for  Ceres'  wealth. 
Toil  sooth'd  his  cares,  his  blood  refin'd.*** 
And  all  from  Thee, 
Supremely  gracious  Deity, 
Composer  of  the  mind  ! 

Hei,  who  bad  ruPd  the  world,  exchanged 
Hjs  sceptre  for  the  peasant's  spade. 
Postponing  (as  thro'  groves  he  rang'd) 
Court-splendour  to  the  rural  shade. 
Child  of  his  hand,  th'  engrafted  thorn 
More  than  the  victor-laurel  pleas'd : 
Heart'8-ease9,  and  meadow-sweet  ■*,  adoni 
The  brow,  fix)m  civic  garlands  eas'd. 
Fortune,  however  poor,  wa^kindr— 
All,  all  from  Thee, 
Supremely  gracious  Deity, 
Corrector  of  the  mind ! 

Thus  Charles,  with  justice  styled  tbe  Great  ^*, 

For  valour,  piety  and  laws  $ 

Resign'd  two  empires  to  retreat. 

And  from  a  throne  to  shades  withdraws  j 

In  vain  (to  soothe  a  monarch's  pride) 

His  yoke  tbe  willing  Persian  bore : 

In  vain  the  Saracen  eomply'd. 

And  fierce  ^Northumbrians  stain'd  with  gor«. 

«Du  Hamel;  Elem.  d'Agricntt.  Patnllo; 
Mdiorat  des  Terras. 

f  Virg.  Georg.  IV,  v.  127,  kc. 

*  Dioclesian. 

»  Heart'n-ease,  viola  tricolor;  called  also  by 
omr  old  poets  Love  in  idleness;  pansy  (from  tbe 
French  pens^  or  the  Italian  pensieri);  three 
€Mes  under  a  hood ;  herb  Trinity ;  look  up  and 
lussme;  kiss  me  at  tbe  gate,  && 

^  Spiraea,  named  also  in  andent  English  poe- 
try,  mead-sweet,  qxmxk  of  tbe  ma^B,  bride- 
vort,  Stc, 

**  Charlemagne. 
TOJi*.  JIU 


One  Gallic  fkrm  his  cares  iconfln'd; 
And  all  from  Thee, 
Supremely  gracious  Deity« 
Composer  of  the  mind ! 

Observant  of  th'  Almighty-will, 
Prescient  in  faith,  and  pleas'd  with  toil, 
Abram  Chaldea  left,  to  till 
The  moss-grown  Haran's  flinty  soil '»: 
Hydras  of  choms  absorb'd  his  gain. 
The  common-wealth  of  weeds  rebeU'd, 
But  labour  tam'd  th'  ungrateful  plain. 
And  famine  washy  art  repell'd  ; 
Patience  made  churlish  nature  kind.— 
All,  all  from  Thee, 
Supremely  gracious  Deity, 
Correetor  of  the  mind  1 


-Formidhie  nulla; 


•Quippe  in  corde  Deus — , 

SUtlbeh.IV.  T.iSf, 


TBS  FISION  OF  DEJTH. 

Imperfecta  tibi  elapsa  est,  ingrataque  vita  ;  ^ 
£t  neo-opinanti  Mors  ad  caput  adstitit,  ante 
Quamsatur,  atplenus  possisdiscederererum. 

Lucair* 
Mille  modis  leti  miseros  Mors  una  &tigat 

SUt.  Theb.  DC.  ▼•  880. 


ADVERTISEM^SNT. 

As  this  poem  is  an  imperfect  attempt  to  imitata 
Dryden's  manner,  I  have  of  course  admitted 
more  triplets  and  Alexandrine  verses  than  I  might 
otherwise  have  done.  Upon  the  whole,  many 
good  judges  have  thought,  (and  such  was  tbn 
private  opinion  of  my  much  honoured  friend 
Elijah  Fenton  in  particular)  that  Dryden  hat 
too  many  Alexandrines  and  triplets,  and  Pope 
too  few.  The  one  by  aiming  at  variety  (for 
his  ear  was  excellent)  was  betrayed  into  a  cajre. 
less  diffusion ;  and  the  other,  by  affecting  an 
over-scrupulous  regularity,  fell  into  sameness 
and  restraint. 

We  speak  this  with  all  due  deference  io  the 
two  capital  poets  of  the  last  and  present  century ; 
and  say  of  them,  as  the  successor  of  Virgil  said  of 
Amphiaraiis  and  Admetus  ; 

AMBO   BOMI,   CHABIQUB  AMBO.«» 

Theb.  VI, 


INTRODUCTION. 

DbvdbNi  foiigivn  the  Muse  that  apes  thy  Toiot 
Weak  to  perform,  but  fortunate  in  choice^    ' 
Who  but  thyself  the  mind  and  ear  can  please 
With  strength  apd  softness,  energy  and  ease  ; 
Various  of  numbers,  new  in  ev'ry  strain^ 
DifiVis'd,  yet  terse,  poetical,   tbo'  plain: 
Diversify'd 'midst  unison  of  chime; 
Freer  than  air,  yet  manacled  with  rhyme  ? 

»  Gen.  cb.  xij,  v.  91.    Nefaem.  ch.  ix,  T.  7. 
Jnditb,  ch.  ?•  7.    Acts,  <Au  yii,  y.  Sft— 11. 
Bb 
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Thoamak'tteadiquairy  which  tbou  teek'stthy 
The  reigning  eagle  of  Paroaasian  skies;    [prize, 
Kow  soaring  'midst  the  tracts  of  light  and  air, 
And  now  the  monarch  of  the  woods  and  lair*. — 
Two  kingdoms  thy  united  realm  compose. 
The  land  of  poetry,  and  land  of  prose. 
Each  orphan-muse  thy  absence  inly  mourns ; 
Makes  sliort  excursions,  and  as  quick  returns : 
No  more  they  triumph  in  their  fancy'd  bays. 
But  crown 'd  with  wood-bine  dedicate  their  hiys. 
Thy  thoughts  and  music  change  with  er'ry 
line; 
No  sameness  of  a  prattling  stream  is  thine. 
"Which,  with  one  nnison  of  murmur,  flows, 
Opiate  of  in-attention  and  repoae ; 
(So  Huron-leeches,  when  their  patient  lies 
In  fer'rish  restlessness  with  un-clos'd  eyes. 
Apply  with  gentle  strokes  their  osier-rod, 
And  Up  by  tap  mvite  the  sleepy  god  *.) 
Ko— -Tb  thy  powV,  (thine  only,)  tho*  in  ihyme, 
To  Tary  ev»ry  pause,  and  eT*ry  chime ; 
Infinite  descant*!  sweetly  wild  and  trvi«, 
Btill  shifting,  still  improving,  and  stiU  new ! — 
In  quest  of  classic  pluits,  and  where  they  grow. 
We  trace  thee,  like  a  lev'ret  in  the  snow. 

Of  all  the  pow'n  the  human  mind  can  boast. 
The  pow'rs  of  poetry  are  latest  lost : 
The  falling  of  thy  trestles  at  threescore, 
Gare  room  to  make  thy  laurels  show  the  more  4. 

This  prince  of  poets,  who  before  us  went. 
Had  a  nMt  inoome,  and  profusely  spent : 
8ome  have  his  lands,  but  none  his  treasured  store, 
Lands  nn-manur'd  by  us,  and  mortgag'd  o'er  and 

o'er! 
<*  About  his  wreaths  the  vulgar  muses  strive. 
And  with  a  touch  their  withered  bays  revive  I!" 
They  kiss  his  tomb,  and  are  enthusiasts  made  ; 
80  Statins  slept,  inspired  by  Virgil's  shaded 
To  Spencer  much,  to  Milton  much  is  due  ; 
But  in  great  Dryden  we  preserve  the  two. 
What  Muse  but  \m  can  Nature's  beauties  hit. 
Or  catch  that  airy  fugitive,  calPd  wit  ? 

From  limbs  of  this  great  Hercules  dre  fram'd 
Whole  groups  of  pigmies,  who  are  verse-men 

iiam'd: 
Each  has  a  little  soul  he  Calls  his  oWn, 
^nd  each  enunciatAs  with  a  human  tone; 

I  Layer,lair,  and  lay.— The  surface  of  arable 
or  grass-lands.  Chaucer;  Folkingham,  1610; 
Pryden.  Laire  also  signifies  the  place  where 
beasts  sleep  in  the  fields,  and  where  they  leave 
the  aiark  of  their  bodies  on  young  com,  grass, 
&c 

s  Voyages  du  Baron  La  Hontan. 

*  Milton. 

♦The  verses  of  Robert  Waring,  (a  fnend  of 
Dr.  Donne'tf)  on  a  poet  in  the  beginning  of  the 
last  century,  may  be  ^plied  to  Dryden : 

Younger    with  years,     with   studies   fresher 

grown, 
Btin  in  the  budy  still  blooming',  yet  full  blown. 

s  Dryden's  Prologue  to  Jroilus  an^  Cressida. 

II  -. teoues  ignavo  pollice  chordas 

Pulso,  Maroneiquesedensin  margine  templi 
|umo  animum,  &  magni  tumulis  accanto 
fpagistri 

Sylv.  Lib.  IV. 


Alike  in  shape ;  unlike  in  strength  and  trze;-«  . 
One  lives  for  ages,  one  just  breathes  and  dies. 

O  thou,  too  g^cat  to  rival  or  to  praise ; 
Forgive,  lamented  shade,  these  duteous  lays. 
Lee  had  thy  fire,  and  Congreve  had  ihy  wit; 
And  copyists,  here  and  there,  some  likeness  hitf 
But  none  possessed  thy  graces,  and  thy  ease; 
In  thee  alone  'twas  natural  to  please  I 

More  still  1  think,  and  more  I  wish  to  say  ; 
But  bus*ness  calls  the  Muse  ^mother  way. 


In  those  hk  vales  by  Nature  fbrm*d  to  pleaaa^ 
Where  Guadalqulver  serpentines  with  ease^ 
(The  richest  tract  the  Andalusians  know. 
Fertile  in  herbage,  grateful  to  the  plow,) 
A  lovely  villa  stood  1  (suppose  it  mine ;) 
Rich  without  cost,  and  without  labour  fine  ; 
Indulgent  Nature  all  her  beauties  brought. 
And  Art  withdrew,  nnask*d  for,  and  unsought* 
For  lo,  th'  Iberians  by  tradition  found 
That  the  whole  district  once  was  classic  groond  ; 
Here  Columella  first  improv'd  the  plains. 
And  show'd  Ascrean  arts  to  simple  swains : 
Taught  by  the  Georgic-Muse  the  lyre  he  strong. 
And  sung,  what  dying  Virgil  left  unsung  ■• 

Fatigued  with  courts,  and  votary  to  truth. 
Hither  I  fled,  philosopher,  and  youth  : 
And,   leaving  Olivarez  to  sustain 
Th'  encumbring  fasces  of  ambitioos  Spain, 
(As  one  rash  Phaeton  usurp'd  a  day. 
Misled  the  seasons,  and  mistook  his  way,) 
I  chose  to  wander  in  the  silent  wood. 
Or  breathe  my  aspirations  to  the  flood. 
Studying  the  humble  science  to  be  good. 
From  the  brute  beasts  humanity  I  leam'd. 
And  in  the  pansy's  Ufe  God's  providencediscem'd, 

HTwas  now  the  joyous  season  of  the  year : 
The  Sun  had  reach 'd  the  Twins  in  bright  career  i 
Nature,  awaken'd  from  six  months^  repose. 
Sprung  from  her  -verdant  couch ; — and  active  rose 
like  health  refresh'd  with  wine  ;  she  smil'd,  ar-r 
ray'd  l^^i^j 

With  all  the  chaimt  of  tun-Aine,  stream  ana 
New  drest  and  blooming  as  a  bridal  maid. 

Yet  all  these  charms  could  never  lull  to  rest 
A  peevish  irksomeness  which  teas'd  my  breas 
The  vernal  torrent,  murm'ring  from  afar, 
Whisper'd  no  peace  to  cabn  this  nervous  warj 
And  Philomef,  the  siren  of  the  plain. 
Sung  soporific  unisons  in  vain. 
I  sought  my  bed,  in  hopes  relief  to  find : 
But  restlessness  was  mistress  of  my  mind. 
My  wayward  limbs  were  tura'd>  and  tum'd  ii| 

vain, — 
Yet  free  from  grief  was  I,  and  void  of  pain. 
In  me,  as  yet,  ambition  had  no  part ;     [heart. 
Pride  had  not  sowr'd,  nor  wealth  debas'd  my 
I  knew  nut  public  cares,  nor  private  strife  ;— 
And  love,  the  blef^og,  or  the  curse  of  life. 
Had  only  bover'd  round  mc  like  A  dream, 
Play'd  on  the  surface,  not  disturb'd  the  streaii^. 

Yet  still  I  felt,  what  yoiVRg  men  often  fed  ; 
(Impoiisible  to  tell*  or  to  conceal,) 


•  Et  qu» 


Virgilius  i^bis  post  se  memortttda  reliquit, 
Colum.  de  Hortjg,  L.  JK, 
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When  nothiiifr  makes  tbem  tick  but  too  much 

wealth. 
Or  wild  6*eT-boiling  of  ungovem'd  health; 
Whose  gnevance  is  satiety  of  ease, 
Treedom  their  pahi,  and  plenty  thehr  disease. 
By  night,  by  day,  firom  pole  to  pole  they  ran : 
Or  from  the  setting  seek  the  rising  Sun ; 
Ko  poor  deserting  soldier  makes  such  haste, 
No  doves  pursn'd  by  falcons  fly  so  fest ; 
And  when  Antomedon  at  length  attains 
The  pince  he  sdngbt  for  with  such  cost  and  pains, 
Swift  to  embrace,  and  eager  to  pursue. 
He  finds  he  has  no  earthly  thing  to  do ; 
Then  yawns  for  sleep,  the  opium  of  the  mind. 
The  last  dnll  refuge  indolence  can  find  *. 

Most  men,  like  David,  wayward  in  extremes. 
Languish  for  Ramah's  cisterns,  and  her  streams : 
The  bev'rage  9o«ight  for  comes ;  capricious,  tliey 
Jjoatbe  their  own  ohoice,  and  wish  the  boon 
away*. 
Sach  was  my  state.     **  O  gentle  Sleep,"  I 
^  Why  is  thy  gift  to  me  alone  deny*d  ?      [cry'd, 
Mildest  of  beings,  friend  to  ev'ry  clime. 
Where  lies  my  errour,  what  has  been  my  crime  ? 
Beastii,  birds,  and  cattle  feel  thy  balmy  nx) ; 
The  drowsy  mountains  wave,  and  seem  td  nod 
The  torrents  cease  to  chide,  the  seas  to  roar. 
And  the  ho8h*d  waves  recline  upon  the  sbore." 
Perhaps  the  wretch,  whose  god  is  wealth  and 

4»re, 
Kejects  the  precious  otjeci  of  my  pray'r  r    ^ 
Th'  ambitious  statesman  strives  not  to  partake 
Thy  blessings,  but  desires  to  dream  awake  : 
^'  The  lover  rudely  thrusts  thee  from  his  arms. 
And  like  Ixioo  clasps  imagined  diarms. 
Tbenoe  come  to  me. — Let  others  ask  for  more ; 
I  ask  the  slightest  influence  of  thy  powV : 
Swiftest  in  flight  of  all  terrestrial  things, 
Oh  only  touch  my  eye-lids  with  thy  wings  * !" 

*  Currit  agens  mannos  ad  villam  hie  pnccipi- 

tanter, 
Auxiliumtectisquaa  fSerreardentibus  mstans. 
Oscitat  extempld  tetigitcum  limina  villas, 
Aut  abit  in  somnum  gravis,  atque  oblivia 

qoserit. 

Lacret  L.  III.  r.  10T6. 

•  See  Sandy's  Trav.  p.  137,  and  1  C^ron.  eh. 
ad,  ▼.  IT,  3ta 

^  All  the  verses  in  this  paragraph  marked  with 
inverted  commas  are  imitated  from  a  famous 
passage  in  Statins,  never  yet  translated  into  our 
langnage.  The  original  perhaps  is  atf  line  a 
morsel  of  poetry  as  antiquity  can  boast  of: 

Crimine  quo  merui  juvenis  placidissime  divuofi 
Qa6ve  errore  miser,  donis  ut  solus  egerem 
Somne  tais  ?  Tacet  omne  pecus,   volucresque, 

fetaeque  ; 
£t  fflmnlautfenos  curvata  cacumina  sonnos. 
Vec  tmcibos  flnviis  idem  sonus.    Occidit  horror 
iEqtioris,  &  terns  maria  acclinata  quiescunt. 
At  Dane  hens  aliquis  longa  sub  nocte  puelise 


So  spoke  I  restless ;  and,  then  springing  light 
From  my  tir'd  bed;  walked  forth  in  meer  despite 
What  impulse  mov'd  my  steps  I  dare  not  say  ; 
Perhaps  some  guardian-angel  mark'd  tb'  way: 
By  this  time  Phospher  had  his  lamp  withdrawn^ 
And  rising  Phoebus  glow'd  on  ev*ry  lawn. 
The  air  was  gentle,  (for  the  month  was  May,) 
And  ev'ry  scene  looked  innocent  and  gay. 
In  pious  matins  birds  with  birds  conspire, — 
Some  lead  the  notes,  and  some  assist  the  choir. 

The  goat-herd,  gravely  pacing  with  his  flocks. 
Leads  them  to  heaths  and  bry'rs,  and  crags  and 

rocibS. 
Th'  impatient  mower  with  an  aspect  biythe 
Surveys  the  sain-foyn-fields ',    and  whefs  bit 
Ynoisa,  Sanchia,  Beatrix,  prepare  Iscjrthe. 

To  turn  th'  alfalsa-snarths  *  with  anxious  care, 
(No  more  for  Moorish  sarabrands  they  call. 
Their  castanets  hang  idle  on  the  wall : ) 
Alfiailsa,  whose  luxuriant  herbage  feeds 
The  lab'ring  ox,  mild  sheep,'  and  fiery  steeds : 
Which  ev*ry  summer,  ev'ry  thirtieth  mom, 
ls«ix  limes  re-produc'd,  and  six  times  shorn. 
The  Cembran  pine-trees 'v  form  an  awfhl  shade. 
And  their  rich  balm  perfumes  the  neighb'rinf 

glade? 
( Whilst  humbler  olives,  intermix'd  between. 
Had  chang'd  their  fruit  to  filanK>tte  from  green,) 
The  Punic  granate  •  opM  its  rose-like  flow'rs ; 
The  orange  breath'd  its  aromatic  pow'rs. 

Wand 'ring  still  on,  at  length  my  eyes  surve3r'd 
A  painted  seat,  beneath  a  larch-tree's  shade. 
I  sate,  and  try'd  to  dose,  but  slumber  fled ; 
I  then  essay'd  a  book,  and  thus  I  read  9 : 

* 'Suppose,  O  man,  great  Nature's  voice  should 
To  thee,  or  me,  or  any  of  us  all;  [caU 

'  What  dost  thou  mean,  ungrateftil  wretch !  thou 
Thou  mortal  thing,  thus  idly  to  complain  ?  {vain. 
If  all  the  bounteous  blessings  I  could  give. 
Thou  hadst  enjoy 'd ;  If  thou  hadst  known  to  live 
(And  pleasure  not  leak'd  thro*  thee  like  a  sieve) '{ 
Why  dost  thou  not  give  thanks  as  at  a  plenteous 
feast,  [take  thy  rest  ? 

Cramm'd  to  the  throat  with  life,  and  ri^e  and 
But,  if  my  blessings  <thou  hast  thrown  away. 
If  indigested  joys  pass'd  thro'  and  would  not 

stay^ 
Why  dost  thou  wish  for  more  to  squander  still  ? 
If  life  be  grown  a  load,  a  real  ill, 
And  I  would  all  thy  cares  and  labours  end. 
Lay  down  thy  burthen,  fool !     and  know  thy 
friend. 

•  The  best  species  of  this  grass,  hitherto 
known,  is  in  Andalusia. 

6  Al&lsa  (from  the  old  Arabian  word  al£s1sa- 
fat)  lucerne-grass.  At  present  the  Spaniards 
call  it  also  erv^ye. 

7  A  sort  of  ever-green  laryx:  VinusCembra. 
This  beautiful  tree  grows  wild  on  the  Spanish 
Appennines,  and  is  raised  by  culture  in  less 
mountainous  places.  What  name  the  natives 
give  it  I  hare  forgotten  ;    but  the  French  in  the 
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To  please  thee,  I  have  eropty'd  all  my  store, 

I  cao  invent  and  can  supply  no  more: 

But  run  the  round  again,  the  round  I  ran  before. 

Suppose  thou  art  not  broken  yet  with  years, 

Yet  still  the  self-same  scene  of  things  appears. 

And  would  be  ever,  couMst  thou  ever  live ; 

For  life  is  still  but  life,  there's  nothing  new  to 

give.* 
What  can  we  plead  against  so  just  a  bill  ? 
We  stand  convicted,  and  our  cause  goes  ill. 
But  if  a  wretch,  a  man  oppressed  by  fate, 
Should  beg  of  Nature  to  prolong  his  date, 
•She  speaks  aloud  to  him,  with  more  disdain ; 
•Be  still, thou  marlyr-fiiol,  thou  covetous  of  pain.* 
But  if  an  old  decrepid  sut  lament ;  [tent  ? 

«  What  thou  ! '  she  cries,  *who  hast  out-Hv'd  con- 
Dost  thou  complain,  who  hast  enjuy'd  my  store  ? 
But  this  is  still  th*  effect  of  wishing  more ! 
Unsatisfy'd  with  all  that  Nature  brings, 
Jjoatbing  the  present,  liking  absent  things. 
Trom  hence  it  conies,  thy  vain  desires  at  strife 
Within  themselves,  have  tantalizM  thy  life; 
And  ghastly  death  appeared  before  thy  sight 
£*er  thou  hast  gurg'd  thy  soul  and  senses  with 

delight. 
Now  leave  those  joys,  unsuitmfr  to  thy  age, 
To  a  fretih  comer,  and  resign  the  stage. 
14ean-time,  when  tho^hts  of  death  disturb  thy 

head, 
C;onsider,  Ancus,  great  and  good,  is  dead : 
^cus,  thy  better  far,  was  bom  to  die ; 
And  thou,  dost  thou  bewail  mortality '•  V  ** 
Charmed  with  these  lines  of  reason  and  good 
sense, 
(No  nnatter  who  the  author  was,  nor  whence,} 
I  stopp'd,  and  into  contemplation  fell ; 
Amaz'd  an  impious  wit  should  think  so  well; 
Who  often  (to  his  own  and  reader's  cost. 
To  show  the  atheist,  half  the  poet  lost. 
(Knowing  too  much,  makes  many  a  muse  nnfit; 
'Tis  not  the  bloom,  but  plethory  of  wit. — ) 
At  length  a  drowsiness  arretted  thought. 
And  sleep  (as  is  her  custom)  canae  unsought. 

Now  listen  to  the  purport  of  my  tale. 
Methought  I  wandered  in  a  fairy  vale: 
Replete  with  people  of  each  sex  and  age ; 
Good,  bad^  great,  small,  the  foolish  and  the  sage; 
Whilst  on  the  groimd  promiscuously  were  laid 
Stars,  mitres,  rags,  the  sceptre,  and  the  spade. 

At  length  a  haughty  dame  approach'd  my  view, 
Whom  by  no  single  attribute  I  knew  ; 
For  all  that  painters  feign,  and  bards  devise, 
Ismeermock-imag'ry,  and  artful  lyes. 
Boldly  she  look'd,  like  one  of  high  degree ; 
Yet  never  seem'd  to  cast  a  glance  on  me ; 
At  which  I  inly  joy'd;  for,  truth  to  say, 
I  felt  an  unknown  awe,  and  some  dismay. 
She  pass'd  me :  her  side^face  was  smooth  and 

fair; 
(Much  as  fine  women,  tum'd  of  forty,  are :) 
When,  turning  short,  and  un-perceiv*d  by  me. 
She  grasp'd  my  throat,  and  spoke  with  stem  au- 
thority: 
•*  Him,  whom  1  seek,  art  thou!  Thy  race  is  runs 
Mv  ioumev*8  ended,   and  thv  htiR'n(><;R  rfnnp- 


Have  yoa  e*er  seen  th '  affrighted  peasant  gnrp 
(Searching  for  flow'rs  or  fruits)  th'  enveoom'd 

asp? 
Or  have  you  ever  felt  th'  impetuous  sbock* 
When  the  swift  vessel  splits  upon  a  rock  ? 
Or  marked  a  face  With  borrour  over-spread. 
When  the  third  apoplex  invades  the  bead  ? 
Then  form  some  image  of  my  ghastly  fright; 
Fear  stopp'd  my  voice,  and  temnir  cUmm'd  my 

iight: 
My  heart  flew  from  its  place ''  in  ooosteniatioii. 
And  nature  felt  a  short  annihilation  :  [eyr« 

Then — with  a  plunge-^I  sobb*d ; — and  with  faint 
Look'd  upwards,  to  the  Ruler  of  the  skies  '*. 

At  length — recovering — in  a  broken  tone — 
**  Princess"—!  cry*d, — "  Thy  prisoner  is  no- 
Despair  and  misery  succeed  to  fear: —  [done.— » 
O  had  I  known  thy  presence  was  so  near!** 

Abrupt  th*  inexorable  pow*r  reply*d, 
(Then  tura'd  her  face,  and  9bow*d  the  hideoof 

side:) 
"  Fool !   *tis  too  late  to  wish,  too  late  to  pray : 
Thou  hadst  the  means,  but  not  the  will  to  pay; 
Each  day  of  human  life  is  warain^.K)ay. 
The  present  point  of  time  is  ail  thou  hast. 
The  future  doubtful  and  the  former  past ! 
Yet  as  I  read  contrition  in  thy  eyes. 
And  thy  breast  heaves  with  terrour  and  surprise, 
((,  who  as  yet  was  never  known  to  show 
False  pity  to  premeditated  woe) 
Will  graciously  explain  great  Nature*^  laws. 
And  hear  thy  sophisms  in  so  plain  a  cause. 
There  is  a  reason,  (which  to  time  I  leave}' 
Why  1  give  thee  alone  this  short  reprieve  •*. 
Banish  thy  fears,  urge  all  thy  wit  can  find. 
Suppose  me  whati  am,  suppose  thyself  mankind!** 

She  spoke,  and  led  me  by  a  private  way. 
Where  a  small  winding  pa^  half^prioted  lay : 
Then,  turning  short,  an  avenue  we  *spy'd. 
Long,  smoothly  pav»d,  magnificently  wide. 
Dark  cypresses  the  skirting  sides  adom*d. 
And  gloomy  yew-trees,  which  for  ever  mouni'd : 
Whilst  on  the  margin  of  the  beaten  road. 
Its  pallid  bloom  sick-smelling  heo-bane  show'di 
Next  emblematic  rose-ipary  appear'd. 
And  lurid  hemloc  its  stain*d  stalks  up-rear'd, 
(God's signature  to  num  in  evil  hour! — ) 
Nor  were  the  night-shades  wanting^  nor  the  powV 
Of  thorn*d  stramonium,  nor  the  sickly  flow^ 
Of  cloying  mandrakes ;  the  deceitful  root 
Of .  the    monk*s  fraudfuj  cowP^    and  Plimaa 

froit  »*. 
Hypericon  »•  was  there,  the  herb  of  war, 
Pierc'd  thro'  with  wounds,and  seam'd  with  many 
a  scar: 

"  Job,  ch.  xxxvii,  v.  i, 

»«  From  Statius. 
Stabat  anhela  metu,  solum  Natura  Tonantem 
Kespicieus.  Achill.  L  v.  487. 

>3  The  reason  is,  that  what  here  happen*  is  a 
vision,  and  not  a  reality. 

i^Napellus;  monk*s-bood,  friai's  cowl;    tbf 
most  dangerous  sort  of  aconite. 

15   Anvitniim  Plinii 
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And  pale   nymphsea   i''    with  her  clay-cold 

breath; 
And  poppies,  which  snbom  the  sleep  of  death. 

This  avenue  (mysterious  to  relate) 
Surprised  me  much,  and  wamM  me  of  my  fete. 
Its  length  at  first  approach  enormous  seem'd ; 
Full  half  a  thousand  stadia  ^^  as  I  deem*d : 
Bat  then  the  road  was  smooth  and  fair  to  see ; 
(With  such  insensible  declivity) 
That  what  men  thodght  a  tedious  course  to  run, 
Was  finishM  oft  the  hour  it  first  bej(un. 

Sudden,  arriving  at  a  palaco-gate> 
I  saw  a  spectre  in  the  portal  wait : 
An  ill-sbap*d  monster,  hideous  to  be  seen ; 
Sh6  seem'd,    methought^    the    mother  of  the 

queen  **. 
Opening  their  valves,  self-movM  on  either 
The  adamantine  doors  expanded  wide:        fside. 
When  Death  commands  they  close,  when  Death 

commands  divide. 
Then  qnick  we  entered  a  magniflc  hall. 
Where  groups  of  trophies  over-spread  the  wall. 
In  sable  scrawls  I  Nero's  name  p«nis'd. 
And  Herod's,  with  a  sanguine  stain  sufitisM ; 
While  Numa's  name  adom'd  a  radiant  place. 
And  that  of  Titus  deck'd  a  milk  white  space. 
«*  Now,"  cry'd  the  Pow'r  of  Death,  <•  survey 

me  well: 
Thy  shame,  remorse,  and  disappointment  tell ; 
Why  dost  thou  tremble  still,  and  whence  thy 

dread? 
Why  shake  thy  lips,  and  why  thy  colour  fled } 
Speak,  vassal,  recognize  thy  sovereign  queen : 
Hast  thou  ne'er  seen  me  ?  Know'st  thou  not  me, 

seen?" 
*'  Liege-mistress,  whom  the  greatest  kings 

adore, 
I  own  my  homage,  and  confess  thy  pow'r. 
Alone,  that  sov'reignty  on  Earth  is  thine, 
Which  justly  proves  its  claim  to  right  divine: 
Thine  is  the  old  hereditary  sway. 
Which  mortals  ought,  and  mortals  must  obey. 
But  empress,  thou  hast  not  the  form  I  deem'd  : 
Velasquez  ^    painted   lies,    and   Camo^ns  ^ 

dream'd:  [grant!) 

I  thought  to  meet,  (as  late  >s  Heav'n  might 
A  skeleton,  ferocious,  tall,  and  gaunt ; 
Whose  loose  teeth  in  their  naked  sockets  shook, 
And  grinn'd  terrific,  a  Sardonian  look '". 
I  thought,  besides,  thy  right-hand  aim'd  a  dart. 
Resistless,  to  transpierce  the  human  heart, 

vulnerary  herbs  used  in  making  the  fiimous  ar- 
qucbusade-water. — And  again,  as  its  leaves  are 
full  of  little  punctures  and  holes,  it  is  named 
by  Latin  writers  porusa,  and  perfbliata:  the 
French  call  it  mnle-pertnif,  and  the  Italians, 
perforata. 
"  Water-lily. 

^  About  threescore  and  ten  ntles:  emblema- 
tical of  the  Psalmist's  duration  of  hnman  life. 
»»Sin. 

^  Two  Spaniards,  the  onc^a  famous  painter, 
and  the  other  a  celebrated  poet. 

*'  Aeoording  to  the  antients  the  herba  Sardoa, 

^orapium  risds,  (by  some  supposed  to  be  the 

*  water  crow-foot)  brought  on,  after  being  eaten, 

such  horrid   coovulsions,   that  the  party  died 

yrinmog,  through  the  extremity  of  agony. 


And  that  thy  likeness  of  a  head  sostain'd 

A  regal  crown  ^ :  but  all  was  false,  or  feign'd. 

'*  I  see  thee  now,  delusive  as  thou  art. 
Without  one  symbol  to  alarm  the  heart : 
Not  ev'n  upon  thy  flowing  vest  is  shown 
An  emblematic  dart,  or  chamel-bone  ; 
I  rather  see  it,  glorious  to  behold. 
With  rubies  edg'd,  and  purfled  o'er  with  gold : 
Gay  annual  flow'rs  adorn  each  vacant  space, 
Of  short-liv'd  beauty,  and  uncertain  grace.— 
Artificer  of  fraud  and  deep  disguise  ! 
Prompt  to  perform,  ingenious  to  surprise : 
[a  ev'ry  light  (as  far  as  man  can  see 
By  thy  consent)  supreme  hypocrisy  I 
Punish  thy  hopeless  captive  if  he  lies.— - 
Instead  of  a  scalp'd  skull,  and  empty  eyes, 
Bones  without  flesh,  and  (as  we  all  suppose) 
Vacuity  of  lips,  and  cheeks,  and  nose, 
(So  dextrous  is  thy  sorcery  and  care !) 
1  see  a  woman  tolerably  feir. 

**  Instead  of  sable  robes  and  mournful  geer 
CamelioU'like,  a  thousand  garbs  you  wear. 
Nor  bear  the  black  and  solemn  thrice  a  year ; 
Drest  in  gay  robes,  whose  shifting  colours  show 
The  varying  glories  of  the  show'ry  bow,   [green. 
Glowing  with   waves   of   gold;     sea-tinctur'd 
Rich  azure,  and  the  bloomy  grid^line  ®. 

"  Thus  in  appearances  you  cheat  us  all. 
Plan  our  disgraces,  and  contrive  our  fall ; 
Something  you  show,  that  ev'ry  fool  may  hit. 
With  mirth  you  treat,  and  bait  that  mirth  witl^ 

wit: 
False  hopes,  the  loves  and  graces  of  yonr  train, 
(Pimps  to  the  great,  th'  ambitious,  and  the  vain,^ 
Summon  your  guests,  and  in  attendance  wait ; 
While  jou,  like  eastern  queens,  conceal'd  in 

state, 
Overlook  the  whole ;  th'  audacious  jest  refine. 
Smile  on  the  feast  ^*,  and  sparkle  in  the  wine. 
Arachn^  thus  in  ambush'd  covert  lies ; 
Wits,  atheists,  jobbers,  statesmen,  are  the  flies« 
Doom'd  to  be  lost,  they  dream  of  no  deceit. 
And,  fond  of  ruin,  overlook  the  cheat; 
Pride  stands  for  joy,  and  riches  for  delight  :— 
Weak  men  love  we^dmess,  in  their  own  despite  ; 
And,  finding  in  their  native  funds  no  ease. 
Assume  the  garb  of  fools  and  hope  to  please.—- 
Wretches  when  sick  of  life  for  rots-bane  call : 
'Twere  worth  our  while  to  give  them  fool-l)ane 
Since  by  degrees  each  mis-conceiving  elf     [all  i 
Is  ruin*d,  nut  by  nature,  but  himself. 

"  Too  late  I  see  thy  fiaudful  face  entire: 
One-half  half-mimics  health;  balf«means  desire; 
And,  tho'  true  3routh  and  nature  have  no  part. 
Yet  paint  enlivens  it,  and  wiles,  and  art ; 
Colours  laid  on  with  a  true  hariot-graee ; 
They  only  show  themselves,  and  hide  the  fece. 
The  other  half  is  hideous  to  behold. 
Ugly  as  grandame-apes,  and  full  as  old. 

fis  Milton's  Paradise  Lost,  L.  II,  v.  6*72. 
«3  Dryden's  Flower  and  Leaf.     *«  Bright  crim- 
son and  pure  white,  sweetly  mixed  in  waves  and 
melting    one  into  the  other,  make  the  colour 
which  our  ancient  poets  called  grideline." 
S4  lu  speculis  Mors  atra  sedet,  dominique  st- 
lentis 
Adnomerat  populos.— 

SUU  Tbeb.  L.  IV,  ▼.  531. 
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There  time  has  tpent  tbe  fury  of  his  coarse, 
Ami  ploughed  and  barrow'd  with  repeated  force  : 
One  blinking  eye  wilh  scalding  rheum  suffas'd, 
A  leg  contracted,  and  an  arm  disus'd ; 
An  halMivM  emblem,  fit  for  man  to  see ; 
An  hemiplegia  of  deformity  ! 

*<  But  princess,  to  thy  cunning  be  it  knovn, 
'  This  emblematic  side  is  rarely  shown ; 
Man  would  start  back  if  wedded  to  tbe  crone. 
Side-long  it  is  your  custom  to  advance, 
Show  the  fair  half,  and  hide  tbe  foul,  askance ; 
And,  like  a  vet'ran  tempter,  cast  an  eye 
Of  glancing  blaodishment  in  passing  by. 

By  stealing  side-ways  with  a  sileul  pace 
Han  rarely  sees  the  moral  of  your  face  : 
And    (what's  the  dangerous  frenzy  of  the  whim) 
Concludes,  you've  no  imnoediate  call  for  him, 
Adjoin  to  this,  your  necromantic  pow'r, 
Contracting  half  an  age  to  half  an  hour. 
Just  so  the  cyphers  from  the  unit  fled. 
When  Malicom  the  de men's  t»n tract  read  ^ 
The  unit  in  the  fore-most  column  stood. 
And  the  two  cy pliers  were  obscur'd  with  blood**. 
*Two  other  mistres-s-arls  you  make  your  own ; 
To  Circe  and  I'rganda  arts  unknown  : 
When  men  look  on  you,  and  your  steps  survey, 
You  seem  to  glide  a* slant  another  way : 
But  the  first  moment  they  withdraw  their  eye. 
Swift  youUke  wing,  and  like  a  vulture  fiy. 
Which  snuffs  the  distant  quarry  in  the  wind. 
And  marks  the  carcass  she  is  sure  to  find.-^ 
The  next  deception  is  more  W(>nd'rous  still  j 
O  grand  artificer  of  fraud  and  ill ! 
When  the  sick  man  up-lifts  the  sash  t'  inhale 
Th*  enlivening  breezes  of  the  western  gale. 
To  snatch  one  glimpse  of  ease  from  flow'ry 

fields. 
And  (fancying)  taste  the  joy  which  nature  yields; 
Far  as  the  landscape's  verge  admits  his  view. 
He  sees  a  phantom,  and  concludes  it  you. 
A  gleam  of  courage  then  relieves  his  breast, 
*  Be  calm  my  soul,*  be  cries,   *  and  take  thy 

rest^:' 
When  at  that  moment,  dreadful  to  relate, 
(For  all  but  he  that  ought  obsrrve  his  fate,) 
The  wife,  the  son,  the  friend  perceive  thee  stand 
Behind  his  curtains  with  uplifted  hand. 
Thee,  real  Thee  !  to  drive  the  deadly  dart. 
And   at  one   sudden    stroke    transpierce    tbe 

heart!" 

«5  D.  of  Guise,  a  Tragedy.     Dryden. 

«Malicorn  was  an  astrologer  advanced  in 
years,  but  being  ambitious  of  making  a  great 
figure  in  this  world,  nfade  over  his  soul  to  Satan, 
upon  condiiion  that  he  enjoyed  earthly  gran- 
deur fur  100  years  more.  Tbe  contract  was 
written,  signed  and  seah'd  in  due  form,  when 
]o,  at  the  expiration  of  one  year  the  evil  spirit 
-entered  Malicorn's  chamber,  preceded  by  thun- 
der and  lightning,  and  demanded  him  as  his 
forfeit.  The  astrologer  was  exceedingly  terri- 
fied, and,  after  making  many  remonstrances,  in- 
sisted on  seeing  the  original  contract;  but  the 
cyphers  in  number  100  were  written  with  eva- 
nescent ink,  and  tlic  figure  1  only  remained  le- 
gible. The  moral  of  this  fiction  jg  inoompara- 
We.    See  Act  V,  Sc.  5. 

^  Luke^  cb.  xiL  v.  13. 


"  Culprit,  tbou  hast  thy  piteotisitorytoti. 
As  trite  as  Priam's  talc,  and  twice  as  old,** 
Reply*d  the  queen :  *<paintersaDd  bards,  tis  tnfty 
Have  neither  vxog  me  right,  nor  jnstly  drew : 
1  am  not  the  gaunt  spectre  they  devise 
With  chap-fairo  mouth,  and  with'eztingiiish^d 

cyet.— 
Whether  enlightened  with  an  h€av»nly  ray. 
Or  whether  tboa  hast  better  guess*d  than  they, 
I  say  not;  yet  thus  much  I  must  confers. 
Thy  knowledge  is  superior,  or  thy  guess. 
1  own  the  feisn'd  retreat,  th'  oblique  advance, 
Tbe  flight  I  take  i^pseen,  th*  illusive  glance, 
Tbe  blandishmenU  of  artificial  grace, 
Tbe  sound,  the  palsy*d  limbs,  and  donble  hce. 
All  I  contend  fur,  (there  tbe  question  lies,) 
Is  this ;  Let  men  but  look  thro'  wisdom*s  eyes. 
And  death  ne'er  takes  them  by  a  fialse  surprize. 

*<  Did  not  thy  Maker,  when  he  gave  thee  birth. 
Create  thee  out  of  perishable  earth  ? 
Where  hot,  and  cold,  the  rough,  and  lenient  figfat. 
The  hard,  and  soft,  the  heavy,  and  the  light : 
Whilst  ev'ry  atom  fretted  to  decay 
The  heterogeneous  lump  of  jarring  clay  ?— 
Was  not  just  death  entniPd  on  thee  and  all, 
(Such  the  decree  of  Heaven)  in  Adam's  fall  ? 
The  parenl-plint  receiv*d  a  taint  at  root. 
Hence  the  weak  branches,   hence   the    sickly 
fruit     . 
«  Thus  with  spring's  genial  balm  and  tun-sbine 
The  annual  flouret  lifts  its  tender  head,         [fed 
In  summer  blooming/  and  at  winter  dead; 
Nay,  if  by  chance  a  lasting  plant  be  found, 
U'bose  roots  pierce  deep  th'  inhospitable  ground  ; 
Whose  verdant  leaves,  (life's  common  autumn 
Bid  fair  t*  out-live  the  bitter  wintry  blast,  [past) 
And  green  old-age  predicts  a  vernal  shoot ; — 
1  lend  my  band  to  pluck  both  branch  and  rooL-^ 
Man  is  no  more  perennial  than  a  ftow'r; 
Some  may  live  years,  some  months  and  some  ao 
hour. 
"When  first  thou  gav'st  tbe  promise  of  ammn. 
When  th*  embryon-speck  of  entity  began. 
Was  not  the  plastic  atom  at  a  strife, 
Twixt  death  ambiguous  and  a  twilight  life. 
Struggling  with  dubious  shade  and  dubious  light. 
Like  the  Moon's  orb;  whilst  natkns  hi  afirigfat 
Hope  for  new  day,  but  fear  eternal  night  ? 

*<  When  motionless  the  half-form'd  fostui  lay. 
And  doubtful  life  just  gleam*d  a  glimm*ring  ray. 
When  nature  bade  the  vital  tide  to  roll, 
I  cloth'd  with  crust  of  flesh  that  gem  theaoul^ 
My  mortal  dart  tb*  immortal  stream  defil'd. 
And  tbe  sire's  frailties  flow'd  into  the  child. 
The  very  milk  his  pious  mother  gave, 
Tum'd  poison,  and  bnt nurs*d  him  for  the  grave*. 
In  ev'ry  atom  that  hit  frame  compoa'd 
I  weak  to  strong,  unsound  to  sound  oppat*d« 
Cruely  and  proud  of  a  deputed  reign, 
I  ting'd  the  limpid  stream  with  gkomy  pain  ; 
Nor  yet  contented,  in  the  current  threw 
Disoolour'd  sickness  of  each  dismal  hue. 

«  "  Cousider,  O  man,  what  thou  wert  before 
thy  birth,  what  thou  art  from  thy  birth  to  thy 
death,  and  what  thou  shalt  be  after  death.  Thoo 
wast  made  of  an  impure  substance,  and  doth-' 
ed  and  nourished  in  thy  mother^  blood." 
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fhvn  trom  the  source  which  first  life's  waters 

TiU  their  last  final  home,  the  oceao-gravey 
InfectioD  blends  itself  iq  ev*ry  wave : 
Marasmus,  atrophy,  the  goat,  and  stone ; 
Fruits  of  our  parents'  foUy  and  our  own ! 

*•  To  live  in  health  ana  case  you  idly  feign  j 
Man's  sprightliest  days  are  intermitting  pain. 
Chauging  for  worse,  and  never  wam'd  by  ill, 
8liU  the  same  bait,  the  same  deception  still  1 
Youth  has  new  times  for  change,  and  may  com- 
Age  ventures  all  upon  a  losing  hand.       [mand  | 
The  liberty  you  boast  of  is  a  cheat ; 
Licentiousness  lurks  utider  the  deceit  t 
Plenty  of  means  you  have,  and  pow'r  to  chuse  j 
Vet  still  you  take  the  bad,  the  good  refuse. 
The  freedom  of  the  tempests  you  enjoy, 
^m  to  o'ertum,  and  breathing  to  destroy.  ■ 
These  injure  not  themselves,  the  reas'ning  el^ 
Injares  alike  both  others  and  himself. 
Sour'd  m  his  liveliest  hours,  infirm  when  strong. 
Unsure  at  safest,  and  but  short  when  bng. 

"  Hast  thou   with  anxious  care  and  strictest 
thought 
Made  that  nice  estimate  of  time  you  ought? 
*rime,  like  the  preck)us  di'mond,    should  be 

weigh'd; 
Carats,  not  pounds,  must  in  the  scale  be  laid, 
know'st  thou  the  value  of  a  year,  a  day, 
An  hour,  a  moment,  idly  .thrown  away  ? 
Then  had  thy  life  been  blessedly  employ'd. 
And  all  thy  minutes  sensibly  enjoy'd  I 
What  are  they  now,  and  whither  are  they  flown? 
Th*  immortal  pain  subsists^  the  nK>rtal  pleasure's 

,     gone! 
Can'st  thou  recall  them  ? — Impotent  and  vain ! 
Or  have  they  promis'd  to  return  again  ? 
Call  (if  thou  can'st)  the  winged  arrow  back,    . 
Which  lately  cut  thro'  air  its  viewless  track; 
Or  bid  the  cataract  ascend  its  source,    [course ; 
Which  pour'd  from  Alpine  heights  its  furious 
Ah  no — ^Time's  vanish 'd !  and  you  only  find 
A  cold,  unsatisfying  scent  uehind  1 

**  Foe  to  delays,  economist  of  time, 
Thrice-happy  Titus,  virtuous  in  thy  prima!    , 
In  whom  the  noon^day^-^or  the  setting  Sun 
Ne'er  saw  a  work  of  goodness  left  undone.— 
Old  agecoroponnds,  or  (noore  provoking  yet) 
Sends  a  small  gift,  when  Heav'n  expects  the  debt. 
Bring  not  the  leavings  of  thy  faint  desires 
To  him  who  gives  the  ttest,  and  best  requires; 
Man  nmcks  his  Maker,  and  derides  his  law : 
Satan  has  the  full  ears,  and  God  the  straw. 

'  •  Behold  the  wretch,  who  long  hasjhealth  enjoy  *d. 
With  gokl  luisated  and  with  pow'r  uncloy'd; 
Salmoneus  like,  to  &ncy'd  greatness  rats*d, 
With  slaves  surrounded,  and  by  flatterers  prais'd: 
See  him  against  his  nature  vainly  strive; 
Tbe  busiest,  pertest,  proudest  thing  alive ! 
(As  if  beyond  the  patriarchal  date 
Exceptive  mercy  had  prolong'd  his  fate.) 
When  lo !  bebiiul  the  variefrated  cloud. 


<<  Then  mark  the  worldling,  and  explore  him 

well: 
His  grief,  his  shame,  and,8elf-conviction  tell : 
<  .Weak  were  my  joyi,'    (he  cries,)  <  and  short 

their  stay: 
Pride  mark'd  the  race,  and  folly  pick'd  the  way* 
Can  I  revoke  my  mis- directed  pow'r  ?  [hour  ? 
Where's  my  lost  hope,  and  where  the  vanish'd 
Curst  be  that  greatness  which  blind  fortune  lent; 
Curst  be  that  wealth  which  sprung  not  from  con* 

tent! 
Still,  still  my  conscious  memory  prelrails  ; 
And  understanding  paints  where  mem'ryfails  !* 

**  Allow  me  nest  with  confidence  to  say, 
(As  safely  with  the  strictest  truth  I  may ;) 
*<  Why  dost  thou,  ideot,  senselessly  Qomplain, 
(Fond  of  more  life,  and  covetous  of  pain,) 
That  I,  a  tyrant,  seize  thee  by  surprize  ?*'— 
Flames,  as  she  spoke,    shot  flashing  from  her 
'*Dotard  1 1  gave  thee  warning  ev»ry  hour;  [eyes* 
Announced  my  presence,   and  proclaimed  my 

pow'r. 
One  only  bus'ness  in  the  world  was  thine. 
Bom  but  to  die  1  t'  exact  the  payment  mme. 
If,  atheist-like,  you  blamethe  just  decree. 
Attack  thy  Maker,  but  exculpate  me  1 
Mortality's  coeval  with  thy  breath ; 
Life  is  a  chain  of  links  which  lead  to  death. 
Sleep— ^ake — run— creep— alike  to  death  yod 

move ;  [love« 

Death's  in  thy  meat,  thy  wine,  thy  sleep,  thy 
Itnow'st  thou  not  me,  my  warnings,  and  alarms? 
Thou,  who  so  oft  hast  slumber'd  in  my  arms ! 
For  ever  seeing,  can'st  thou  nought  descry? 
Dead  ^'ry  night,  and  yet  untaught  to  die  ! 
<*  How  dar'st  thou  give  thy  impk>us  murmur^ 

veut. 
Thyself  a  breathing,  8|teaking  monument  ? 
No  death  is  sudden  to  a  wretch  like  thee. 
The  emblem  of  his  own  niortality ! 
Above,  beneath,  within  thee,  and  without^ 
All  things  fore-show  ^e  stroke,  and  clear  th€| 
The  very  apoplex,  thy  swiftest  foie,         [doubt. 
Forewarns  his  coming ;  and  approaches  slow  j 
Sudden  confusions  interrupt  thy  brain ; 
Swift  thro^  thy  temples  shoots  the  previous  pain } 
Suspicion  follows,  and  mis-giving  fiear.— 
Death  always  speaks,  if  man  wooki  strive  tm 

hear. 
*'  Acquit  me  then  of  fraudulent  surprise : 
Leave  sophistry  to  wits ;  l>e  truly  wise  ; 
For,  as  the  cedar  ialls»  it  ever  lies  » I 
Start  not  at  what  we  call  our  latest  breath ; 
The  morning  of  man's  real  life  is  death  90.» 

So  spake  the  pow'r.  Who  never  felt  Control* 
Fear  smote  my  heart,  and  conscience  stung  m^ 

soul; 
Remorse,  wexatioii,  shame,  and  anger  stnve.— ^ 
I  wak'd :— and  (to  my  joy)  1  wak'd  alive. 
Never  was  human  transport  more  sincere  ;— 
And  the  best  men  may  find  instructiou  here. 
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Who  puts   off  Defttb,  to  the  last  momeiitt 

driT'n, 
Is  near  the  grave,  but  very  far  from  HeaT^  'i. 
He  who  repents,  and  gains  the  wish'd  repriere, 
Was  fit  to  die,  and  is  more  fit  to  live. 
Chuse  a  good  convoy  in  an  hostile  course ; 
Right  foresight  nerer  makes  a  danger  worse. 


THE  COURTIER  AND  PRINCE. 

A  FABLE. 

Pnt  not  your  trost  in  princes,  nor  in  the  son  of 
man,  in  whom  there  is  no  help. 

Pbalm  cxItI,  t.  3. 
Kow  behold,  thoa  tmsteth  upon  the  staff  of  a 
bruised  reed— on  which  if  a  man  lean,  it  will 
go  through  hu  hand  and  pierce  it :  so  is  Pha- 
raoh, king  of  Egypt,  unto  all  that  trust  in  him. 
SKmgs,  ch.  xTiii|  ▼•  21. 

Wrra  diffidence,  O  Muse,  awake  the  string ! 
Proba  %  herself  a  Muse,  commands  to  sing : 
Digest  thyself  of  thy  pretended  bays,         pays : 
And  crowned  with  short-KT'd  flow'rs  present  thy 
From  female  archives  stol'n,  a  tafe  disclose. 
Verse  tortur'd  into  rhymes  from  honest  prose. 
Short  fables  may  with  double  grace  be  told  ^ 
So  snuillest  glasses  sweetest  essence  hold.  • 
Antonia  somewhere  *  does  a  (ale  report^  ' 
Of  no  small  use  to  rising  men  at  court : 
(J^o  seek  promotion  in  the  worldly  road. 
And  make  their  titles  and  their  wealth  their 

god;) 
Antonia !  who  the  Hermit's  Story  fram*d  3: 
A  tale  to  prose-men  known  <,  by  yerse-men 

fam'd*. 
A  courtier,  of  the  lucky,  thriTing  sort. 
Rose  like  a  meteor,  and  eclips'd  the  court ; 
By  chance  or  cunning  tr'ry  storm  outbraves : 
Topmost   he  rode,  midst  shoab  of  fools  and 

knaves. 
Triumphant,  like  an  eygre  \  &tr  the  waves : 

3*  A  saying  of  pious  Jeremy  Taylor. 

*  A  Roman  young  lady*of  quality  and  a  Chris- 
tian convert  She  afterwards  married  Adelphus, 
who  was  a  proconsul  in  the  reign  of  Honorius 
and  Theodosius  junior.  She  composed  an  His- 
tory of  the  Old  and  New  Testament  in  verse. 
Her  epitaph  on  her  husband  is  much  admired. 
Both  pieces  were  printed  at  Francfort  in  1541. 

Her  name  at  length  was  Proba  Valeria  Fal- 
conia. 


Casually  lucky,  fiyrtunatoly  great. 
Ten  times  hisplanet  overcame  his  fite^ 
Riches  fkiw'd  in;  and  accidents  were  kincf  / 
Health  join'd  her  opium  to  delude  the  nund  ^ 
Whilst  pride  was  gratify 'd  in  ev'ry  view, 
And  pow'r  had  scarce  an  object  to  pursue; 
Cranmi'dtothe  throat  with  happiness  and  ease^ 
Till  nature^  self  could  do  no  more  to  please.— 
Vaio-gknious  mortal,  to  profusioa  blest ! 
And  almost  by  prosperity  distrestf 
Whilst  poete,  the  worst  panders  of  the  age, 
Hjrmn'd  his' no-virtues  in  each  flatt'ring  page: 
Tme  parasitic  plants  8,  which  only  grow 
Upon  their  patron  trees,  like  miscelto: 
So  peUa-mountain  on  the  flax  appears. 
And  thyme,  th'  epfthlmy  *,  (her  bastard)  react 
Just  so  th'  ag&ric  from  the  larix  springs 
And  faVrites  fatten  on  perspiring  kings. — 
More  mieht  be  said  ;  but  this  we  leave  ontoM, 
That  better  things  their  proper  place  may  bold. 

Our  mirror  of  good  luck>  whom  chance  bad 
cUimM 
As  her  own  offspring,  was  Amariel  nam'd. 
At  his  6r8t  horoscope  the  goddess  smil'd. 
And  wrapp'd  in  her  own  maotle  her  own  diild^ 
Then,  as  a  wit  upon  th'  occasion  said, 
(Not  less  a  wit,  we  hope,  for  being  dead,) 
**  Gave  him  her  blessing,  put  him  in  a  way. 
Set  np  the  farce,  and  laughM  at  her  own  play.'* 

Fortune,  the  mistress  of  the  young  and  boldy 
Espoused  him  eariy,  but  caressed  him  old  ; 
Duteous  and  faithful  as  an  Indian  wifp. 
She  made  appearance  to  be  tme  for  lifis  : 
And  kept  her  love  alive,  and  like  to  last. 
Beyond  the  date  her  Pompey  was  disgrac'd. 
But  nothing  certain  (as  the  wise  man  «•  fouiid} 
Is  to  be  dcem*d  on  sublunary  ground. 

•T  <*  Proitperous  health  and  nnintermpted  easer 
are  oh&x  the  occaskin  of  some  fataT  misfbrtunn. 
Thus  a  long  peace  makes  men  unguarded,  and 
sometimes  unmindful,  in  matters  of  war  :  it  be- 
ing observed,  that  the  most  signal  overthrow  is 
usually  given  us,  when  an  oneatpected  enemy 
surpriseUi  ns  in  the  deep  sleep  ot  peace  and  se- 
curity." St.  Gregor.  the  Great. 

^  Parasitical  plants,  according  to  the  language 
of  botanists,  will  not  grow  in  the  oomoKio  ma- 
trix of  the  earth,  but  their  seeds,  being  dispen* 
ed  by  winds,  take  root  in  the  excrementitioos 
parts  of  a  decayed  tree,  or  arise  as  an  excres- 
cence firom  the  exsodations  of  some  tree  or 
plant.  Thus  the  dodder  (coscnta},  fbrmeriy 
called  pella-muuntain,  grows  usually  oo  flax ;  aiul 
therefore  the  Italian  peasant  calls  it  podagra  di 
linio. 

t  The  Arabians  and  Italians  (imitatnig  the 
Greek  word  Un^vfu^)  call  this  adscititious  plant 
efitimo  and  epithimo;  but  very  few  of  oar  Eb. 
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JobM  togood  fortune,  'twis  our  courtier's  tot 
To  serve  a  prince  wbo  ne'er  bis  friends  forgot : 
Humane,  discreet,  compassionate,  and  brave ; 
Not  milder  wben  be  lov'd,  than  when  forgave. 
Oen*rous  of  promise,  punctual  in  the  deed ; 
Grac'd  with  more  candour  than  most  monarchs 

need. 
A  milkinest  of  bbod  his  heart  possess'd ; 
With  grief  be    punish'd,   and  with  transport 
bless>di^ 

As  noblest  metals  are  most  ductile  found. 
Great  souls  with  mild  compassion  most  abound. 
The  golden  dye  with  soft  complacehce  takes 
£ach  speaking  lineament  th^  engraver  mokes. 
And  wears  a  foithlnl  image  for  mankind. 
True  to  the  features,  truer  to  the  mind : 
Whilst  stubborn  iron  (like  a  barren  soil 
To  laboring  hinds]  eludes  the  artist's  toil ; 
To  ev'ry  stroke  ungrateful  and  utijust. 
Corrodes  itself,  or  hardens  into  rust. 

Good-nature,  in  the  language  from  above^« 
b  universal  charity  and  love : 
Patient  of  wrongs,  and  euemy  to  strife  $ 
Basis  of  virtue,  and  the  staff  of  life  1 
Whilst  aVrice,  private  censure,  public  rage, 
Aretb'  old  man's  hobby-horse,  and  crutch  of  age. 
Patty  conducts  us  to  the  meanest  ends ; 
X^arty  made  Herod  and  a  Pilate  friends  ^\ 

Sconi'd  be  the  bard»  and  banish'd  ev'n  from 
schools, 
Who  first  immortaliz'd  man-killing  fools ; 
Blockheads  in  council,  bloody  in  command : 
Warriors-— not  of  the  head,  but  of  the  hand  ; 
True  brethren  of  the  iron-pated  Suede^^ : 
Tbey  fight  like  Ajax,  and  like  Ajax  read. 

Of  all  the  great  and  harmless  things  below. 
Only  an  elephant  is  truly  so. 
(Tlitis  writes  a  wit»^,  well  known  a  ccnt'ry  past ; 
Forgotten  now ;  yet  still  his  fame  shall  last.) 
Kings  have  their  follies;  statesmen  have  their 
arts ;  [hearts ; 

Wealth  spoils  the  great;  beauty  ensnares  our 
And  wits  are  doubly  dup'd  by  having  parts. 
Some  have  ten  limes  the  parts  they  ought  to  use ; 
**  A  great  wit's  greatest  work  is  to  refuse  '^  I" 
Never,  O  bards,  the  warning  voice  despise  ;— 
To  add  is  dang'rous,  to  retrench  is  wise. 
Poets  instead  of  sajring  what  they  could. 
Must  only  say  the  very  thing  they  should. 
This  mighty  EYPHK A  reserv'd  for  few, 
Vhgil  and  Boileau,  Pope  and  Dryden  knew* 

(Thus  by  the  way.)  Now,  Muse,  resume^  thy 
course; 
There  is  no  wand'rer  like  the  poet's  horse : 
Who  quits  the  solid  road,  and  well-beat  lanes, 
(Sick  of  his  track,  and  punish'd  for  his  pains,) 
To  mime  galloping  on  greeu-swarth  plains 

*  I  *•  BountiftUness  is  a  most  beautiful  garden, 
tad  mercifulness  endnreth  for  ever." 

Ecclus. 
12  CvSsk/o.    Matth.  ch.  il  v.  14. 
J^Lukech.  xxii.  v.  12. 


So,  in  the  daily  woik  she  Isboufs  at. 
The  swallow  toils,  and  rises  with  a  gnat- 
It  chanc'd  as  through  his  groves  our  i 
stray'd, 

V  enjoy  the  coolness  of  a  summer  shade, 
Wra|>t  up  in  virtuous  schemes  of  means  and  ends^ 
To  reconcile  his  foes,  or  bless  his  friends. 
He  spy 'd  a  figure,  which  by  shape  he  knew. 
In.  a  lone  grotto  half  cooceal'd  from  viewt 
Thither  the  prudent  wand'rer  had  retir'd. 
As  modesty  and  well  bred  sense  requir'd : 
Studious  of  manners,  fearful  to  intrude 
On  precious  hours  of  royal  solitude. 

^  Amariel,"  cry'd  the  prince,  "  I  know  thee 
InvelopM  in  the  umbrage  of  a  cell :  [well, 

I  like  thy  modesty,  with  manners  fraught ;-» 
But,  as  my  spirits  ask  a  pause  from  thought. 
Walk  with  thy  master,  and  with  him  inhale 
The  cooling  freshness  of  the  western  gale. 

**  Amariel,"  added  he,  and  gently  smil'd, 
<<  This  grove's  my  kingdom,  and  each  tree  mj 

child: 
(Forgive  the  vanity,  which  thus  compares 
My  self  to  Cyrva,  and  his  rural  cares  ^"^ ;) 
My  ready  pencil  sketch'd  the  first  design. 
These  eyes  adjusted  ev'ry  space  and  line  ^ 
These  hands  have  fixt  th'  inoculated  shoots, 
Train 'd  the  loose  branches,  andreform'd  the 

roots. 
Happy  the  monarch  of  the  town  and  fieM, 
Where  vice  to  laws,  and  weeds  to  culture  yield  I 
**  My  human  realms  a  tenfold  care  demand; 
Reluctant  is  the  staple  'b  of  the  land  : 
Sour  are  the  juices,  churlish  is  the  soil. 
Of  rule  impatient,  aiyl  averse  to  toil. 
In  vain  I  cherish,  and  in  vain  replace  ;       [foce* 
Th'  ungrateful  branch  6ies  back,  and  wounds  my 
Courtiep*  are  liketh'  hy^na,  never  tame  : 
No  bounties  fix  them,  and  no  arts  reclaim  : 
Frontless  they  run  the  muck  ^  through  thick  and 

thin; 
Not  poorer,  if  they  lose ; — and  they  may  win. 
Patriots  of  their  own  int'rest,  right  or  wrong : 
Foes  to  the  feeble,  flatt'rers  to  the  strong. 
Stiff    complaisance  thro'  their  best    homage 
spreads,  [heads. 

So  turn-soles  ^  court  the  Sun  with  'wry-neck'd 
True  as  a  dial,  when  their  patrons  shine ; 
But  blank,  if  the  said  patrons  pow>r  resign. 
Like  good  sir  Martin  ao,  when  he  lost  his  man. 
They  grieve— and  get  another  as  tbey  can. 
Yet,  (though  small  real  comfort  is  enjoy'd 
Where  man  the  ruler  is,  and  men  employ'd,) 
Of  all  my  friends  and  servants,  you  atone 
Have  pleas'd  me  best,  and  most  relieved  the 
throne. 

I'Xenophont.  Oecooomio.  c  iv,  fee. 

^^The  staple  of  the  soil,  in  an  husbandry- 
sense,  is  the  upper  earth,  which  lies  within  the 
reach  of  the  plough  and  influence  bf  the  atmo* 
sphere. 

Thus  we  call  wool,  with  relatioQ  to  England , 
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Whatever  then  my  bounty  ctn  provide  | 
Wbate^-erby  my  fneodshipbesapply'd; 
AmHxm  fiiith  can  bind,  or  speech  can  say. 
Ask,  and  I  meet  thy  wishes  half  the  way.*' 

Tlie  servant  hom*d,  and  gratitnde  expressed ; 
Such  gratitude  as  dwells  in  courtier's  breast : 
Pleas'd  to  the  height  of  transport  he  retir'd  ; 
His  foars  were  calm'd,  and  his  ambition  fir'd. 
Unhappy  man,  in  both  his  objects  wrong ; 
The  weak  he  trusted,  and  f[>rgot  the  strong  ! 

Six  years  were  pa^  when  lo,  by  skiwdegrees, 
A  fever  did  his  limbs  and  spirits  seize : 
Advancing  gently,  no  alarm  it  makes,  [brakes:) 
(Like  mui^'ring  Indians    gliding  through  the 
But,  having  mark'd  her  sure  approaches  well, 
6he  storms,  and  nothing  can  her  force  repell. 
Instant,  a  liquid  fire  infiames  the  blood. 
Whilst  spasms  impede  the  self-refining  fiood  : 
Petechial  spots  th'  approach  of  Death  proclaim, 
Redd'ning  like  oSmcts  with  vindictive  flame  ; 
Whilst  wand'ring  talk,  and  mopings  wild,  presage 
Moon-struck  illusion,  and  conclude  in  rage. 
Inevitable  Death  alarms  the  heart : 
Katnre  stands  by,  and  bids  her  aim  the  dart 

The  sick  man,  stupify'd  with  fear  and  woe. 
Had  hardly  words  to  speak,  or  tears  to  flow ; 
At  length  in  broken  sounds  was  heard  to  cry, 
**  Grant  me  to  dee  my  master,  e'er  I  die." 
The  master  came.  **  Ah,  prmce,"  Amariel  said, 
*'  Now  keep  thy  promise,  and  extend  thy  aid; 
Unfurl  my  tangled  thread  of  human  breath, 
And  call  me  back  one  year,  before  my  death." 

The  prince  (for  he  was  wise,  and  good  withal!,) 
Stood  like  a  statue  mortis'd  to  the  wall ; 
At  length  recovering  from  amazement,  broke 
An  awful  silence,  and  thus  gravely  spoke  : 
**  Amariel,  sure  thy  pangs  disturb  thy  brain: 
The  boon  you  ask  is  blasphemous  and  vain  i 
Am  I  a  god,  to  alter  Death^s  decree  ? 
That's  the  prerogative  of  Heav^,  not  me." 

"Then,"  cry'd  Amariel,  with  an  hasty  tone, 
V  Gain  me  a  week,  three  days,  or  gain  me  one." 

•»  Impossible!"  agen  the  prince  reply»d  j 
*'  Sure  thy  disease  to  madness  is  ally'd  : 
^sk  me  for  riches — fireely  I  resign 
A  tbhrd,  or  half,  and  bid  thee  make  them  thine. 
Whatever  the  world  can  human  greatness  call, 
Fow'r,  rank,  grants,  titles,  I'll  bestow  them  all. 
Then  die  in  peace,  or  with  contentment  live. 
Nor  ask  a'gift  no  mortal  pow'r  can  give." 

With  eyes  that  flash'd  with  eagerness  and  fire' 
The  sick  man  then  propos'd  a  new  desire: 
**  As  Death's  dread  tyranny  has  no  control. 
Can  you  ensure  the  safety  of  my  soul  ? 
Anxious  and  doubtful  for  my  future  state^ 
I  read  the  danger,  but  I  read  too  late." 
The  prince  stood  mute ;  compassion  and  amaze 
Tore  his  divided  heart  ten  thousand  ways: 
Audy    having  rightly  wetgh*d   the  sick  man's 

pray'r. 
Thus  he  reply'd  in  sorrow  and  despair: 

**  Salvation  of  the  suul  by  grace  is  giv'n  ;-— 
Unalienable  is  the  grace  of  Heav'n. 
I  tremble  at  the  rash  request  you  make. 
Which  is  not  mine  to  grant,  or  yours  to  take." 

Amariel  then,  iiith  disappointment  spent, 
Tum'd  from  bis  prince  in  mournful  discontent. 
And,  lifting  up  to  Heav'n  his  hands  and  eyes,     ' 
Thus  in  •  Hood  of  tears  obt^stg  the  ikifs : 


**  Wretch  that  I  am.  Unworthy  of  my  bracffi/ 
Deceiv>d  when  living,  and  deceived  in  death ! 
Why  did  I  waste  my  stretch,  my  cares,  'my 
To  serve  a  master — master  but  in  name  ?  [laone^ 
An  etbnk;  idol,  for  delusion  made; 
£yet  without  sight,  protection  without  aid  ? 
Unable  to  bestow  the  good  we  want. 
And  ready,  what  avails  us  not,  to  grant  ( 
Deceitftil,  impotent,  unusefnl  pow'r; 
Which  can  give  di'roonds,  but  not  give  an  hodr  ! 
At  Rimmon's  shrine  no  longer  will  1  bow. 
But  thus  to  th'  all-poWrfhl  king  address  my  vow: 

*•  O  thou,  the  only  great,  and  good,  and  wise^ 
Ruler  of  Earth,  and  monarch  of  the  sides; 
Thou,   whom  th'    intents  of  virtuous  actiona 
please;  [c«»e«? 

Whoee  laws  are  freedom,   aild   whose  aertrce 
Whose  mercy  waits  th'  ofi*ender  to  the  grave, 
Willhig  to  hear ;  omnipotent  to  save ! 
Who  ne'er  furgdt  one  meritorious  deed. 
Nor  left  a  servant  in  the  hour  of  need  ; 
To  mercy  and  to  equity  inclin'd ; 
Who  mind'st  the  heart,  and  tenour  of  the  mind*. 
Forgive  my  errour,  and  my  life  restore  ; 
Thee  will  I  serve  alone,  and  thee  adore  ! 
Farewell  Earth's  deities  and  idols  all ; 
Moloch  and  Mammon,  Chion  **,  Dagon,  Baal ; 
Whoee  chcmarims  ^  tread  their  fonUstic  roumia 
O'er  Avon's^  plains,   and'  dance  to   Tyriao 
sounds. 

<*Hcnce,fa!8eA9tarteS^,  who  the  world  subormt. 
Life's  lambent  meteor  glist'ring  round  her  horns. 
Let  Thammuz  moan  his  self-inflicted  pain. 
And  Sidon's  stream  run  purple  to  the  main. 

"No  starof  Rempban*  shall  attract  my  sight. 
Shorn  of  its  beams,  and  gleaming  sicklv  light : 
Malignant  orb !  which  tempts  bewildei^d  swains 
To  gulphs,  to  quicksands,  and  waste  trac^esa 
By  the3  the  false  Achitopbel  was  led ;  [plains  t 
And  Uaman  ^  dy'd  ak>ft,  and  made  a  cloud 
his  bed. 

«  From  worldly  hopes  and  false  dependanca 
freed, 
I'll  seek  no  safety  from  a  splinter'd  reed ; 
Which  causes  those  to  fall,  who  wish  to  stand; 
Or,  if  it  aids  the  steps,  gangrenes  the  hand  ^. 

*<  How  vain  is  all  the  chymic  wealth  of  pow'r  } 
Sought  for  an  age,  and  squander*d  in  an  hour  I 
Full  late  we  learn,  in  sickness,  pains,  and  woe. 
What  in  high  health  'twas  possible  to  know. 

**  Two  ages  may  have  two  Elishas  seen  ; 
Groups  of  Gehazis  >*  choke  the  space  between : 

^  Idcirco  servi  sumos,  ut  liberi  esse  possimntr 

Ciceiow 

as  Bishop  Jer.  Taylor. 

<^Chiun,  probably  from  KYAN:  Qu.  if  not 
Anubis.  See  also  Amos,  ch.  v,  v.  26.  1  Kings, 
ch.  xi.  V.  32. 

^  For  the  chemarims  of  Baal,  see  Hos««,  ch. 
X.  V,  5,  in  Marg.    8  Kings,  ch.  lodii,  v.  5. 

^  Aven.  Hosea,  ch.  x.  v.  8.  Plains  of  Aveo, 
Amos,  ch.  i  V.  5. 

^  Perhaps  the  same  as  Astaroth,  or  Vcnoy  tkt 
goddess  of  the  Sidonians. 

S8  Acts,  ch.  viii.  v.  43. 

99  Esther,  ch.  vii.  ▼•  9. 

90  Isaiah,  ch.  xxyvi,  v.  6^ 

»dKing%ch.T|  v.SO. 
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Who  I'lte  anthiDking,  and  obdurate  die. 

Nor  heed  their  own  or  children's  leprosy  ^.        ^ 

8in-bom  and  blind  I  Who  change,  protest,  and 

swear,  > 
With  the  same  ease  they  draw  the  vital  air. 
Proad  of  tb€' wit,  and  heedless  of  the  sin,     ^ 
Tbey  strip,  and  sell'tbe  Christian  to  the  skin  *K 
Charms  irresistible  tlie  dupes  behold 
In  vineyards,  farms,  and  all-oompelling  gold.     ' 
Others  (still  weaker)  set  their  troth  to  sale 
For  a  mere  sound,  and  cut  off  Heav'n*8  entail : 
M'hilst  he,  who  never  fails  his  imps,  supplies 
Vrompt  treachery,  and  fresh-created  lies. — 
Time-scrrers  are  at  ev*ry  man's  command 
For  loaves  and  fish  on  Dalmanutha's  strand  ^." 

He  spoke :  and,  with  a  flood  of  tears oppn»ss'd, 
Gi^ve  anguish  vent,  and  felt  a  moment's  rest. 
Heav'n  with  compassion  heard  the  sick  man 
grieve ; 
And  Hezekiah  gain'd  the  wish'd  reprieve  3*. 
Once  more  his  blotid  with  equal  pulses  flowed. 
And  health's  contentment  on  his  visage  glow'd. 
piacesand  ho«x>nrs  he  with  joy  resign 'd ; 
(Peace-off'rings  to  procurti  a  tranquil  mind  ^ !) 
Gave  all  his  riches  to  the  sick  and  poor, 
And  made  one  patriarch-farm  his  pnly  store. 
To  groves  and  brooks  our  new  Elijah  ran, 
Far  from  the  monster  world,  and  traitor  man. 
Thus  he  survived  the  tempest  of  the  day. 
And  ev'ning-sunshme  shot  a  glorious  ray. 
Diseases,  sickness,  disappointments,  sorrow. 
All  lend  us  comfort,  whilst  they  seem  to  borrow. 

Here  I  mfght  paint  him  in  a  life  retir'd. 
Ennobled  by  the  virtues  he  acquired  ; 
But  the  true  transports  of  the  wise  and  good 
Are  best  by  implication  understood  ; 
Except  the  Muse  with  Dryden's  strength  could 

soar: 

Me,  humble  Pnidence  whispers'?  to  give  o*er. 
A  safe  retreat ;  plami'd  and  performed  with  care, 
Stands  for  a  victVy  in  poetic  war. 
So  when  the. warbling  lark  has  mounted  high 
With  npriffht  flight,  and  gain'd  upon  the  sky, 
Grown  giddy,  she  contracts  her  flickering  wings: 
Tbrids  her  descending  course  in  spiral  rings, 
Less'ning  her  voice ;  but  to  the  ground  she  sings ; 
Ke«>lving,  on  a  more  auspicious  day. 
Higher  to  mount,  and  chant  a  better  lay  3*. 
How  few  can  still  their  reader's  minds  en<> 
gage?— 
One  Pope  is  the  slow  child-birth  of  one  age. 
Others  write  verses,  but  they  write  unblest; 
Some  few  good  lines  stand  sponsors  for  the  rest: 
They  miss  wit's  depth,  and  on  the  snrftice  skim ; 
*  (He  who  seeks  pearls,  must  dive,  as  well  as 
swim.) 

•«  Ibid.  V.  nit. 

33  «  They  pull  off  the  robe  with  the  garment.'' 
^c  ch.  ii,  T.  8« 

»♦  Mark  cb.  Tiii,  ▼.  10. 


Bad  iiards,  worse  critics !— Thus  we  fbidtiply 
Poems  and  rules,  but  write  no  poetry. 
Ev*n  Pope,  Hke  Charlemagne,  with  all  his  fire 
Made  Paladins — but  not  an  host  entire^. 
Far  as  its  pow'rs  could  go,  thy  genius  went : 
Good  sense  still  kept  thee  in  thy  own  extents. 
Rare   wisd6ml    both  t'  enjoy  and  know  thy 

store;— 
Most  wits,  like  misers,  always  covet  more. 
Leaveme,  lov*d  bard,  instnictorofmyyonth. 
Leave  me  the  sounds  of  verse,  ami  voiice  of  truth  ; 
So  when  Elias  dropp'd  his  mantle,  ran 
Elisha,  and  a  prophet's  life  began  4i. 

Add,  that  the  Muses,  nurst  in  varioas  dimes. 
Yield  different  produce,  and  at  diff'rent  times. 
Italian  plants,  in  nature's  hot-bed  plac*d. 
Bear  fruits  in  spring,  and  riot  into  waste. 
French  flow'rslcss  early,  (and  yet  early, ).b1ow; 
Their  pertness  is  a  green-house  from  the  snow. 
Cold  northern  wits  demand  a  longer  date ; 
Our  genius,  like  our  climate,  ripens  late« 
The  fancy's  solstice  is  at  forty  o'er, 
The  tropic  of  our  judgment  sees  three-score; 
Tims  summer  codlings  yield  a  poignant  draught. 
Which  frisks  the  palate,  but  ne'er  waons  the 

thought:  cast,) 

Rxmgh  cackagees,  (four  months  behind   them 
Take  all  bad  weathers,  and  through  autumn  last: 
Mellow'd  from  wild  austerity,  at  length 
They  taste  like  nectar,  and  adopt  its  streagth. 


THE  ENCHANTED  REGtONt 

OR,  MISTAKEN  PLEASURES. 

The  mistress  of  witchcrafts. 

Nahom.ch.  ui,T.  4. 
Draw  near  hither,  ye  sons  of  the  sorceress. 

Isaiah,  eh.  Ivii,  r.  3, 
According  to  their  pasture,  so  ware  they  filled : 
they  were  filled,  and  their  heart  was  exalted  1 
Therefore  they  have  forgotten  me. 

Hosea,  ch.  xiii,  v.  6. 

^  An  answer  made  by  Boocace,  when  it  wa« 
objected  to  him,  that  some  of  bis  novels  had  not 
the  spirit  of  the  rest. 

*•  Amongst  Mr.  Pope's  great  intellectoal  al^i* 
lities,  good  sense  was  his  most  distinguishing 
character :  for  he  knew  precisely,  and  as  it  were 
by  a  sort  of  intuition,  what  he  had  power  to  do^ 
and  what  he  could  not  do. 

He  often  used  Co  say,  that  for  ten  years  toge- 
ther he  firmly  resisted  the  importunity  of  friends 
and  flatterers,  when  they  solicited  him  to  under- 
take a  translation  of  Virgil  after  Drydeo.  Kor 
did  he  ever  mistake  the  extent  of  his  talents,  but 
in  the  following  trivial  instance ;  and  that  - 
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Emptt,  illusory  life, 
Pregnant  with  finud,  in  mischiefs  rife  *; 
Form'd  to  ensnare  ns,  and  deceive  as : 
Kahum's  enchantress  !  which  begniles 
With  all  her  harlotry  of  wiles  I— 
First  she  loves,  and  then  she  leaves  us  1 

Erring  happiness  beguiles 
The  wretch  that  strays  o'er  Circe's  isles  ; 
All  things  smile,  and  all  annoy  him ; 
.   The  rose  has  thorns,  the  doves  can  bite  ; 
Riot  is  a  fatigue  till  night. 
Sleep  an  ophim  to  destroy  him. . 

Louring  in  the  groves  of  death 
Yew-trees  breathe  funereal  breath. 
Brambles  and  thorns  perplex  the  shade; 
Asphaltic  waters  creep  and  rest ; 
Birds,  in  gaudy  plamagedrest. 
Scream  unmeaning  through  the  glade*.' 

Earth  fisllacious  herbage*  yields, 
And  deep  in  grass  its  influence  shields ; 
Acrid  juices,  scent  annoying  5 — 
Corrosive  crow-feet  choke  the  plains. 
And  hemloc  stripM  with  lurid  stains, 
And  luscious  numdrakes,  life-destroying. 

Gaudy  bel1a-donna4  blowing, 
Or  with  glossy  berries  glowing. 
Lures  th'  unwise  to  t^mpt  their  doom : 
Love's  apple  >  masks  the  fruit  of  death ; 
Sick  hen-bane  murders  with  her  breath, 
Actsa*  with  an  hark>t's  bloom. 

One  plAiit  Y  alone  is  wrapt  in  shade  ; 
Few  eyes  its  privacy  invade ; 
Plant  of  Joy,  of  life,  and  health  I 
More  than  the  fabled  lotos  fem'd 
Which  (tasted  once)  mankind  rtdaimM 
From  parents,  country,  pow'r,  and  wealth  s. 

On  yonder  Alp  I  see  it  rise. 
Aspiring  to  congenial  skies, 

•  "  Art  thou  arrived  to  maturity  of  life }  Look 
back  and  thou  shalt  see  the  frailty  of  thy  youth, 
the  folly  of  thy  childhood,  and  the  sensel^  dis- 
sipation of  thy  infoncy  ! — Look  forward  and 
thou  shalt  behold  the  insincerity  of  the  world 
and  cares  of  life,  the  diseases  of  thy  body  and 
the  troubles  of  thy  mind.*'  Annon.  Vet. 

.  <'  In  this  world  death  is  every- where,  grief 
every-where,  and  desolation  every-where.  The 
worid  flieth  us,  and  yet  we  follow  it ;  it  falleth, 
and  we  adhere  to  it,  and  fall  with  it,  and  at- 
tempt to  eiyoy  it  falling.^' 

StGregor.  Horn. 

«  It  is  remarked,  that  birds  adorned  with  rich 
plumage,  as  peacocks,  parrots,  &c  have,  gene- 


But  covered  half  with  ivy-walls  ;-«- 
There,  where  Eusebb  »  raisM  a  shrine^ 
Snatch'd  from  the  gulf  by  Pow»r  Divme, 
Where  Reiga's  tumbling  torrent  falls  »•. 

Compar'd  with  thee,  how  dimly  shows 
Poor  Anacreon's  life-less  rose  ? 
What  b  Homer's  plant  "  to  thee?^ 
In  vain  the  Mantuan  poet  try'd 
Topamt  Amellus'  sUrry  «  pride. 
Emblem  of  wit's  futUity  1 

Men  saw,  alas,  and  knew  not  thee. 
Mystic  evangelic  tree ! 
Thou  hadst  no  charms  for  paynim-eyes; 
Till,  guided  by  the  lamp  of  Ueav'n, 
To  chaste  Urania  pow*r  was  giv'n 
Tosee,  t'admire^  and  moralize. 

All- beauteous  flow'r,  whose  centre  glows 

With  studs  of  gold;  thence  streamrag  flowsw 

Ray-like  effulgence.    Next  is  seen 

A  rich  expanse  of  varyiug  hue, 

Enfring'd  with  an  empurpled-blue. 

And  streak'd  with  young  Pomona's  green  ^^ 

High  o'er  the  poinUl,  deck'd  with  gold, 
(Emblem  mysterious  to  behold,) 

•  The  baroo  De  Bottoni. 

*<>  This  alludes  to  a  well-known  fact  in  the 
dutchy  of  Camiola,  where  the  present  ode  waa 
written. 

About  the  year  1675,  a  nobleman  was  ridior 
at  night  upon  a  road  which  goes  near  the  edge  of 
the  precipice  here  meationed.  Mistaking  his 
way  (and  that  for  a  few  steps  only)  his  horse 
stopped  short,  and  refused  to  go  on ;  upoa  which 
the  rider,  who  in  all  probability  was  heated  with, 
liquor,  (otherwise  he  ought  to  have  known  the 
precipice  better,  it  being  not  far  from  his  own 
castle)  lost  both  his  temper  and  prudence,  and 
spurred  the  horse  with  great  anger;  upon  which 
the  poor  beast  took  a  desperate  leap,  intending, 
as  was  imagined,  to  have  reached  another  angle 
of  the  precipice  on  the  same  side  which  the  load 
lay.  The  horse  fell  directly  into  the  torrent, 
two  or  three  hundred  feet  beneath,  and  was  hur- 
ried away  with  such  rapidity  that  the  body  was 
never  found.  The  nobleman  was  discovered 
next  day  in  an  queuing  of  the  rock,  about  half 
way  down,  where  a  flew  bushes  grew;  and,  as 
the  saddle  was  found  not  fkr  firom  him,  it  waa 
supposed  that  the  horse,  by  the  violence  of  the 
efibrt  he  made,  burst  the  saddle-girths.  The 
rider  lived  many  years  af^er  this  wonderful  es- 
cape, and,  out  of  .gratitude  to  God,  erected  a 
beautiful  chapel  on  the  edge  of  the  precipice,  de- 
dicated  (if  I  mistake  not)  to  St  Anthony  of 
Padua. 
I  made  a  drawing  of  the  chapel,  precip'ce. 
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A  radianC  c^oss  its  form  expands  ;*- 
Its  opening  armi  appear  t'  embrace 
The  whole  collective  human  race, 
.Refuge  of  all  men  in  all  lands ! 

Grant  me,  kind  Heav'o,  in  prosperous  hour 
To  pluck  this  coq^eccated  flow*r, 
And  wear  it  thankful  on  my  breast ; 
Then  shall  my  steps  securely  stray, 
Ko  pleasures  shall  pervert  my  way  ^*, 
No  joys  seduce,  no  cares  itaolest. 

LikeTobit  (when  the  hand,  approv'd 
By  Heav'n,  th'  obsi  ructing  dims  removed  ^) 
1  now  see  objects  an  I  ought : 
Ambition's  >^  hideous;  pleasure  vain; 
Av'rice  i6  is  but  a  blockhead's  gain. 
Possessing  ail,  bestowing  nuaght. 

Passions  and  frauds  surround  us  all, 
IWir  empire  is  reciprocal : 
Shun  their  blandishments  and  wiles  ; 
Riches  but  serve  to  steel  the  heart ', 
Want  has  its  meanness  and  \ii  art ; 
Health  betrays,  and  strength  beguiles. 

In  highest  stations  snares  misguide ; 

Midst  solitude  they  nurture  pride, 

Breeding ;ranity  in  knowledge; 

A  poison  in  delicious  meat, 

Midst  wines  a  fraud,  midst  mirth  a  cheat, 

Jn  courts,  in  cabinet,  and  college. 

The  toils  are  fixt,  the  sportsmen  keen : 
Abroad  uusate,  betray'd  within, 
Whither,  O  mortal!  art  thou  tying ? 
Thy  resolutions  oft  are  snares. 
Thy  doubts,  petitions,  gifts,  and  prayers  ;— 
Alas,  there  may  be  snares  in  dying ! 

U  «  My  heart  is  a  vain  and  wandering  heart, 
whenever  it  is  led  by  its  own  determiuations.  U 
is  busy  to  no  purpose,  and  occupied  to  no  end, 
whenever  it  is  not  guided  by  divine  influence :  it 
seeketh  rest  and  findeth  none:  it  agreelh  not  with 
itself:  it  alters  resolutions,  changeth judgment, 
frames  new  thoughts,  and  suppresses  old  ones ; 
pulls  down  every  thing,  and  re-buildeth  nothing; 
in  short,  it  never  oontinueth  in  the  same  state.'' 
St  Oemard.  Meditat 

"Seest  thou  the  luminary  of  the  greater 
worU  in  the  highest  pitch  of  meridian  glory ; 
where  it  continueth  not,  but  descends  in  the 
same  proportion  as  it  ascended  ?  Look  next  and 
consider  if  the  light  of  this  lower  world  is  more 
permanent?  Continuance  is  the  child  of  Eter- 
nity, and  not  oC  Time."  Ex.  Vet.  Aaoet. 

'*  Tobit,  ch.  iii,  V.  17. 

i«  «  All  vices  wax  old  by  age :  oovetousness 
{and  ambitkm)  alone  grow  young." 

Ex.  Vet  Ascet. 

**  Why  are  earth  and  ashes  proud  ?  There  is 
;B0t  a  more  wicked  thing  than  a  covetous  m^n : 
for  such  an  one  setteth  his  own  soul  to  sale,  be- 
cause, while  be  liveth,  he  casteth  away  his 
lipwels;"  Le.  it  a  stranger  to  oompassios. 

Ecclus.  ch«  X,  V.  9. 


Deceiving  none,  by  none  ensnarM, 
O  Paraclete  ^\  be  thou  my  guard. 
Patron  of  ev*ry  jnst  endeavour ! 
The  cross  of  Christ  is  man's  reward  Wj 
No  heights  obstruct,  no  depths  retard  ; 
Christian  joys  are  joys  for  ever ! 
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Beservire  bonis,  semperque  cptare  parati, 
Spargimur  in  casus.  Stat  SylvsB,  L.  IL 

God  gives  us  what  he  knows  our  wants  require^ 
And  better  tbUigs  than  those  which  we  desire. 
Dryd.  Palam.  &  Arc* 

Give  me  neither  poverty  nor  riches;  feed  ma 
with  food  convenient  for  me :  Lest  I  be  full 
and  deny  thee,  and  say,  Who  is  the  Lord } 
Or  lest  I  be  poor  and  steal,  and  take  the  namd 
of  my  God  in  vain.    Agur's  Prayer. 

Prov.  cfail  XXX,  7.  8«  9* 

INTRODUCTION. 

Pbrmit  me.  Stanhope',  as  I  form*d  thy  youth 
To  classic  taste  and  philosophic  truth. 
Once  more,  thy  kind  attention  to  engage. 
And,  dying,  leave  thee  comfort  for  old-age ; 
This  hist'ry  may  eternal  truths  suggest: — 
IVe  seen  thee  learned,   and  would  leave  thee 
One  grain  of  piety  avails  us  more  .  [blest  t. 

Than  Prussia's  laurels,  or  Potosi's  store. 

How  blindly  to  our  misery  we  run ;       [done ! 
Dup'd  by  false  hopes,  and  by  our  pray*rs  un- 
We  want,  we  wish,  we  change,  we  change  agen ; 
.  Yet  know  not  how  to  ask,  nor  what,  nor  when. 
Just  so,  misled  by  liquor,  drunkards  stray, 
'Jliey  know  they  have  a  road,  but  miss  their  way; 
Th*  existence  o^  their  home  admits  no  doubt ; 
Th'  uncertainty — is  where  to  find  it  out  «. 

»7  riAPAKAHTOS:.  The  Comforter;  the 
Holy  Spirit.  John,  ch.  xiv,  v.  IG — 26. 

Dryden  first  introduced  the  word  Paraclete 
into  the  English  language,  in  his  translation  of 
the  Hymn  Veni  Creator  Spiritus :  as  also  in  h'ls 
Britannia  Rediviva: 

Last  solemn  Sabbath  saw  the  church  attend; 

The  Paraclete  in  fiery  pomp  descend. 

But,  when  his  wond'rous  octave  roll'd  again^- 

.  IS  Rom.  ch.  viii,  v.  39. 
*  Philip  Stanhope^  esq.  lata  member  of  pat- 
liament  .for  St  German's  in  Cornwall,  and  at 
present  envoy  extraordinary   to  the  court  of 
Dresden  and.  the  circle  of  Lower  Saxony,  &c. 
The  natural  son  of  lord  Chesterfield,  to  wbom  his 
celebrated  letters  were  addressed. 
^  VastemporiilliqaaDdonoadeumoognovimnsI 
August  Sbliloq^cdl. 
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HARTE«  POEMS. 


Zimri  ask*d  wealth,  and  wealth  o'ertnni'd  bis 
parts.—  [hearts. 

Parents  for  children  pray,    which  break  their 
Cootractovs,  agio-men,  for  villas  sigh ; 
To  day  they  purcbasei  and  to  morrow  die. 
Six  cubic  feet  of  earth  are  all  their  lot  * ; 
MoumM  wi*h  hypocrisy,  with  ease  forgot 
Their  Christian-heirs  the  pagan-rites  employ, 
And  give  the  fun*ral  ilicet  with  joy. 

Leiio  4  would  be  tb'  Angelic*  of  a  school ; 
Kneels  down  a  wit,  and  riFes  up  a  fooL 
Weak  hands  affect  to  hold  the  statesmaa's  scale; 
As  well  the  shrimp  might  emulate  a  whale. — 
ClambVing,    with    stars   averse,    to   fottunc's 

height 
Ambitious  Omri  rose,  and  dropped  down-right — 
His  paunch  too  heavy,  and  his  head  too  light. 
Like  fairn  Salmoneus,  he  perceiv'd,  at  length. 
The  mean  hypocrisy  of  boa&tcd  strength : 
To  deal  like  Dennis  his  vain  thunder  round. 
And  imitate  inimitable  sound. — 
Both  ways  deceitful  is  the  wine  of  pow*r. 
When  new.  His  heady,  and,  when  old,  'tis  sour, 
lanthe*  pray'd  for  beauty ;  luckless  maid ! — 
An  idiot  mind  th'  angelic  form  betray*d. 
Nature  profusely  deck'd  the  out-side  pile. 
But  starv'd  the  poor  inhabitant  the  while. 
D'Avenant  imptor'd  the  Muses  for  a  tongue : 
The  Muses  lent  him  theirs.    He  sweetly  sung ; 
And— (but  for   Milton^)   had  more  sweetly' 
swung.  [a//  ^, 

'*  Learn  hence,"  he  cry*d,  "  my  tnerry  brethren 
l^bum's  ag&ric  stanches  wit,  and  gall." 

Others  mount  Pegasus,  but  lose  their  seat : 
And  break  their  necks,  before  they  end  the  heat. 
Libanios  try^d  the  streams  of  eloquence,  [sense. 
But  plummet  deep  he  sunk,  unbuoy'd  with 
Soncinas9  ask'd  the  **  knack  of  plotting  treason 
Against  the  crown  and  dignity  of  reason  ^V 

i  Hie  tlbi  mortis  emnt  mets:  domus  alta 
sub  Ida, 
Lymessi  d<unus    alta : — Solo  Laurente  se- 
puk:rum.  Virg.  £neid  XI  I. 

"A  small  space  of  ground  after  death  con- 
tains both  rich  and  poor.  Nature  produceth  us 
all  alike,  and  makes  no  distinction  at  death. 
Open  the  grave,  view  the  dead  bodies ;  move 
the  ashes,  you  will  find  no  diflference  between 
the  patrician  and  the  peasant,  except  thus  far ; 
that  by  the  magnificence  of  the  tomb  of  the 
former  you  may  perceive  he  had  much  more  to 
resign  and  lose  than  the  latter.*' 

St.  Ambrose. 
4  Late  lord  B* * ♦.  •  Doctor  Angelicus. 

^  Milton  interceded,  and  &ved  D'Avenant, 
when  he  was  a  state-prisoner  at  Cowes  "castle  in 


By  hn  own  ait  th'  artificer  was  try*d. 

And  lawyen  beat  him  on  the  quibbling  side. 

Now  hasten,  poet,  to  begin  thy  song : 
"  A  tale,"  says  Prior,   **  ne'er  should  be  tot 

long." 
Ill-judging  is  the  bard,  who  slacks  his  pace 
And  seeks  forflow'n,  when  be  should  run  tha 

race; 
Or,  wand' ring  to  enchanted  castles,  sleeps 
On  beds  of  down  :  or  Cupid* s  vigils  keeps ; 
Whilst  the  main  action  ts  by  pleasures  crost. 
And  the  first  purport  of  th'  adventure  lost. 
Great  wits  may  scorn  tlie  dry  poetic  law ; 
Nor  from  the  critic,  but  from  Natun*,  draw: 
Each  seeming  trip,  and  each  digressive  start. 
Displays  their  ease  the  more,  and  det^plann*d 

art: 
(All  stndy'd  blandishments  t'  allure  the  heart.) 
Like  Santueil's  "  stream,  gliding  thro*  flow*!/ 

plains, 
Th*  effects  are  seen ;  the  source  unknown  re^ 

mains. 

Im  ancient  times^  scarce   talk*d  of,   and  Icm 

known. 
When  pious  Justin  ^  fill*d  the  eastern  thhxie. 
In  a  small  dorp  ^  till  then  for  nothing  fam'd. 
And  by  the  neighb^jring  swains  Thebais  namM, 
Eulogius  liv'd :  an  humble  mason  he ; 
In  nothing  rich,  but  virtuous  poverty. 
From  noise  and  riot  be  devoutly  kept, 
Sigh*d  with  the  sick,  and  with  the  mourner  wept; 
Half  his  eam'd  pittance  to  poor  neighbours  went; 
They  had  his  alms,  and  he  had  his  content. 
Still  from  his  little  he  could  something  spare 
To  feed  the  hungry,  and  to  clothe  the  bare. 
He  gave  whilst  aught  he  had,   and  knew  no 

bounds ;  [pounds. 

The  poor  man's  drachma  stood  for  rich  men's 
He  learnt  with  patience,   and  with  meekiiebs 

taught; 
His  life  was  but  the  comment  of  his  thought. 
Hence,  ye  vain-glorious  Shaftesburys,  allow 
That  men  had  more  religion  then  than  now. 
Whether  they  nearer  liv'd  to  the  blest  times 
When  man's  Redeemer  bled  for  human  crimes; 
Whether  the  hermits  of  the  desert  fraught 
With  living  practice,  by  example  taught; 
Or  whether,  with  transmisifive  virtues  fir'd, 
(Which  Chrysostoms  all-eloquent  inspired,) 
They  caught  the  sacred  flame — I  spare  tu  say. 
Religion's  sun  still  shot  an  ev'ning  ray. 
On  the  south  aspect  of  a  sloping  hUl, 
Whose  skirts  meand'ring  Pencus  washes  still, 
Oiir  pious  lab'rer  pass'd  his  youthful  days 
In  peace  and  charity,  in  pray'r  and  praise;. 
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Ko  theatres  of  o«kt  around  him  riae, 

Whose  roots  Earth's  centre  touch,  whose  heads 

the  skies  :• 
Ko  stately  Iarch>tree  there  expands  a  shade 
O'er  half  a  rood  *  of  Lariss^n  glade  : 
No  lofty  poplars  catch  the  munn'ring  breeze. 
Which  loit'riiig  whispers  on  the  clond-cappM 
Such  imag'jy  of  greatness  ill  hecame        [trees } 
A  nameless  dwelling,  and  an  unknown  name  1 
Instead  of  forest-monarchs,  and  their  train. 
The  unambitious  rose  bedeck'd  the  plain : 
Trifoliate  cytisus  restrain'd  its  boughs 
For  humble  sheep  to  crop,  and  goats  to  browze. 
On  skirting  heights  thick  stood  the  clust'ring 

vine, 
And  here  and  there  the  sweet-leav'd  eglantine  j 
One  lilac  only,  with  a  statelier  grace, 
Presumed  to  claim  the  oak's  and  cedar^  place. 
And,  looking  round  him  with  a  monarch's  care,  . 
Spread  his  exalted  boughs  to  wave  in  air. 

This  spot,  for  dwelling  fit,  Eulogius  chose. 
And  in  a  month  9^  decent  home-stall  rose, 
Something,  between  a  cotUge  and  a  cell.— 
Yet  Virtue  here  could  sleep,  and  Peace  could 

dwell. 
From  livhig  stone,  (but  not  of  Parian  rocks)' 
He  chipp'd  his  pavement,  and  he  squar'd  his 

blocks:  N 

And  then,  without  the  aid  of  neighbours'  art, 
Perform'd  the  carpenter's  and  glazier's  part 
The  site  was  neither  granted  him,  nor  giv'n; 
"Twas  Nature's;    and  the  ground-rent  due  to 

Ueav'n. 
Wife  he  had  none :  nor  had  he  love  to  spare  ; 
An  aged  mother  wanted  ^1  his  care. 
They  thauk'd  their  Maker  for  a  pittance  sent, 
jSupp'd  on  a  turnip,  slept  upon  content. 

Four  rooms,  above,  below,  this  mansion  grac'd. 
With  white-wash  deckt,  and  river-sand  o'er-oatt: 
The  first,  (forgive  my  verse  if  too  diffuse,) 
Perform'd  the  kitchen's  and  the  parlour's  use: 
The  second,  better  bolted  and  immur'd, 
From  wolves  his  out-door  family  secur'd : 
(For  he  had  twice  three  kids,  besides  their  dams; 
A  cow,  a  spaniel,  and  two  fov'rite  lambs  :) 
A  third,  with  herbs  perfum'd,  and  rushes  spread, 
Held,  for  his  mother's  use,  a  feather'd  bed  : 
Two  moss^matrasses  in  the  fourth  were  shown ; 
One  for  himself,  for  friends  and  pilgrims  one. 
A  ground-plot  square  five  hives  of  bees  con- 
tains; 
Emblems  of  industry  and  virtuous  gains  * ! 
Pilaster'd  jas'mincs  'twixt  the  windows  grew, 
With  lavender  beneath,  and  sage  and  rue. 
Pulse  of  all  kinds  difius'd  their  od'roos  pow'rs. 
Where  Nature  pencils  butterflies  >  on  flow'rs : 
Nor  were  the  cole-worts  wanting,  nor  the  root 
Which  after-ages  call  Hybemian  fruit: 
There,  at  a  wish,  much  chamomile  was  had ; 
(The  conscience  of  man's  stomach  good  or  bad ;) 
Spoon-wort^  was  there,  scorbutics  to  supply ; 
AJid  centaury  to  clear  the  jaundic'd  eye; 

*  See  note  12. 

4  Nullus,  cum  per  coelum  licnit,  otio  t»eriit 
dies.  Pirn.  Hist  Natural,  L  1. 

*  All  legumiooos  plants  are,  as  the  learned 
fay,  papilionaceous,  or  bear  butterflied  flowers. 

<>  Cochlearia.    Spoon* wort  is  the  old  English 
ford  for  scurry-frass. 


And  that  v,  which  on  the  Baptist's  vigil  sends 
To  nymphs  and  swains  the  vision  of  their  friendfc 
Else  physical  and  kitchen-plants  alone 
His  skill  acknowledge,  and  his  culture  own. 
Each  herb  he  knew,  that  works  or  good  or  ill. 
More  leam'd  than  Mesva  ^,    half  as  learu'd  at 

Hill; 
For  great  Jthe  man,  and  useful  without  doubt, 
Who  seasons  pottage — or  expells  the  gout; 
Whose  science  keeps  life  in,  and  keeps  deatA 
out! 
No  flesh  from  market-townsour  peasant  sought; 
He  rear'd  his  frugal  meat,  but  never  bought : 
A  kid  sometimes  for  festivals  he  slew : 
The  choicer  part  was  his  sick  neighbour's  due: 
Two  bacon-flitches  made  his  Sunday's  cheer ;     - 
Some  the  poor  had,  and  some  out-liv*d  the  yean 
For  roots  and  herbage^  (rais'd  at  hours  to  spare) 
With  humble  milk,  cooiposM  his  usual  fare. 
(The  poor  man  then  was  rich,  and  liv'd  with  glee; 
Each  barley-head  un-taxt,  and  day-light  free :} 
All  had  a  part  in  all  the  rest  could  spare. 
The  oomnxNi  water  t,  and  the  common  air  *^« 
Mean  while  God's  blessings  made  Eulogius 
thrive, 
The  happiest,  most  contented  man  alive. 
His  conscience  cheer 'd  him  with  a  lifo  well  spent. 
His  prudence  a  superfluous  something  lent. 
Which  made  the  pOor  who  took,  and  poor  who 

gave,  content. 
Alternate  were  his  labours  and  his  rest. 
For  ever  blessing,  and  for  ever  blest. 
Such  kindness  left  men  nothing  to  require. 
Prevented  wishing,  and  out-ran  desire. 
He  sought,  not  to  prolong  poor  lives,  but  save : 
And  that  which  others  lend,  he  always  gave, 
Us'ry,  a  canker  in  fair  virtue's  rose. 
Corrodes,  and  blasts  the  blossom  e*er  it  blows : 
So  fierce,  O  Lucre,  and  so  keen  thy  edge : 
Thou  tak'st  the  poor  man's  mill-stones  for  a 
pledge  1*  I 
Eusebius,  hermit  of  a  neighb'ring cell,  [well: 
His  brother  Christian  mark'd,    and  knew  him 
With  zeal  un-envying,  and  with  transport  fir'd. 
Beheld  him,  prais'd  him,  Ibv'd  him,  and  admir'd. 
Convinc'd,  that  noiseless  piety  might  dwell 
In  secular  retreats,  and  flourish  well; 
And  that  Heav'n's  king  (so  great  a  master  He) 
Had  servants  ev'ry  where,  of  each  degree. 
'*  All-gracious  Pow'r,"  he  cries,  **  for  forty  yei^rs 
I've  liv'd  an  anchorote  in  pray'rs  and  tears : 


7  In  imitation  of  Virgil : 

"  — Conoo,  &  quisfuit  alter 

Descripsit  radio }  &c." 

9  An  Anbian  physician,  well  skilled  in  bo- 
tany, 

9  Quid  prohibietis  aquas  ^   Usus  communis 

aquarum  est  Ovid.  Met. 

*^  Et  cunctis  undamqne  auramque 

patentem.  Virg.  Sa*  vii. 

But  Ovid  is  still  more  explicite.  Met  L 

— — —  Campum 

Communemque  prius,  ceo  Inmina  solis,  Ac 
aurse. 

11  «  No  man  shall  take  the  nether  or  upper 
mill-stone  to  pledge;  for  he  taketh  a  man's  iifii 
to  pled^"  Beut  cb.  xxiv,  t.  6k 
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YoD*  fpriog,  which  bubbles  from  the  thoontain's 
'  Has  all  the  loxury  of  thirst  supply 'd :        [side. 
The  roots  of  thistles  have  my  honger  fed. 
Two  roods  "  of  caltar*d  barley  grire  me  bread. 
A  rock  my  pilkiw,  and  green  moss  my  bed. 
The  midnight  clock  attests  my  fervent  pray'n. 
The  risking  San  my  orisons  declares, 
The  live>Iong  day  my  aspiration  knows, 
And  with  the  setting  Sun  my  vespers  close ! 
Thy  truth,  my  hope :  thy  Providence,  my  guard: 
Thy  grace,  my  strength :    thy  Heav'n,  my  last 

reward! 
But,  self-devoted  finom  the  prime  of  youth 
To  life  sequestered,  and  ascetic  truth, 
With  fosting  mortify'd,  worn  out  with  tears, 
And  bent  b^ieath  the  load  of  sev^ity  years, 
I  nothing  from  my  industry  can  gain 
To  ease  the  poor  manls  wants,  or  sick  man*s 
"i/ly  garden  takes  up  half  my  daily  care,  [pain : 
And  my  field  asks  the  minutes  I  can  spare ; 
While  blest  Enlogius  from  his  pittance  gives 
The  better  half,  and  in  tme  practice  lives. 
Ueav'n  is  but  cheaply  serv'd  with  words  and 
I  want  that  glorious  virtue«-to  bestow !     [show. 
True  Christianity  depends  on  fact: 
Religion  is  not  theory,  but  act. 
Men,  seraphs,  all,  Eulogtus*  praise  proclaim. 
Who  lends  buth  sight  and  feet  to  blind  and  lame: 
Who  sootlis  th*  asperity  of  hunger's  sighs. 
And  dissipates  the  tear  from  mournful  eyes; 
Pilgrims  or  wandering  angels  entertains ; 
Like  pious  Abraham  on  Mamre's  plains 
Ev'n  to  brute  beasts  his  righteous  care  extends*^. 
He  feels  their  suflPringt,  and  their  wants  be- 
friends; 
From  one  small  source  so  many  bounties  spring. 
We  lose  the  peasatit,  and  suppose  a  king; 
A  king  of  Heaven's  own  stamp,  not  vulgar  make ; 
Blessed  m  giving,  and  averse  to  take ! 
Mot  such  my  powV!  Half-useless   doom*d  to 
Pray'rs  and  advice  are  all  I  have  to  give :    [live. 
But  all,  whate'<  r  my  means  or  strength  deny. 
The  virtues  of  Eulogius  can  supply. 
Each,  in  the  compass  of  his  pow'r,  he  serves; 
Nor  ever  from  his  generous  purpose  swerves: 
Ev'n  enemies  to  his  protection  run, 
Sureofhislight,  as  of  the  rising  Sun. 
What  pity  is  it  that  so  great  a  soul, 
An  heart  so  bountiful,  should  feel  control  ? 
Warm  in  itself,  by  icy  fortune  dampt. 
And  in  the  eflbr^  of  exertion  crampt ; 
Beneficent  to  all  men,  just,  and  true : 
As  Nature  bounteous,  and  impartial  too. 
Thus  sometimes  have  I  seen  an  angePs  mind 
In  a  weak  body  wretchedly  confined ; 
A  mind,  O  Oonstantine,  which  from  thy  throne 
Can  take  no  honours,  and  yet  add  her  own ! 
**  Then  hear  me,  gracious  Heav'n,  and  grant 
mypray»r; 
Make  yonder  man  the  fav'nte  of  thy  care : 
Nourish  the  plant  with  thy  celestial  dew. 
Like  manna  let  it  fall,  and  still  be  new : 
Expand  the  blossoms  of  his  gen'rous  mind, 
Till  the  rich  odour  reaches  half  mankind. 

u  Two  roods,  i.  e.  half  an  acre. 
^  **  The  righteous  man  regardeth  the  life  of 
bis  beasU'*  Pror.  ch.  xii^  t.  10. 


Give  him  Bizantinm's   wealth,  whidi   mdes 

shines, 
Sicilian  pimity,  and  the  Indian  mines; 
Instead  of  Pencus,  let  Pactolus  lave 
His  garden's  precincts  with  a  golden  wave; 
Then  may  his  soid  its  free-bom  range  enjoj. 
Give  deed  to  will,  and  ev'ry  pow'r  empkiy : 
In  him  the  sick  a  second  Lnke  shall  find ; 
Orphans  and  widows,  to  his  care  consigned. 
Shall  bies^  the  father,  and  the  husband  kind : 
Just  steward  of  the  bounty  he  received. 
And  dying  poorer  than  the  poor  relievd !" 

So  pray'd  he,  whilst  an  angel's  voice  from 
high 
fiade  him  surcease  to  importune  the  sky : 
Fate  stopp'd  his  ears  in  an  ilUomen'd  day, 
And  the  winds  bore  the  warning  sounds  away; 
Wild  indistimlion  did  their  place  supply; 
Half  hrard,  half  lost,  th'  imperfect  accents  die. 
Little  foresaw  he  that  th'  Almighty  Pow'r, 
Who  feeds  the  faithful  at  his  chosen  hour, 
Consulu  not  taste,  but  wholesomeness  of  food. 
Nor  means  to  please  their  sense,  but  do  them 
Great  was  the  miracle,  and  fitter  too,       [s^- 
When  draughts   from   Cheritb's  brook  Elijah 

drew»*: 
And  wing'd  purveyors  his  sharp  honger  led 
With  frugal  scraps  of  flesh,  and  maslin-bread  >', 
On  quails  the  humble  prophet's  pride  migfa^ 

swell. 
And  high  fed  lux'ry  prompt  him  to  rebell. 

Nor  dreamt  our  anchorete,  that,  if  his  firieti4 
Should  reach,  O  virtuous  Poverty !  thy  eqd^ 
That  conscience  and  religion  soon  might  fly 
To  some  forsaken  clime  and  distant  sky. 

Ign'rant  of  happiness,  and  blind  to  rain. 
How  oft  are  our  petitions  our  undoing  1 

Jephtha,  with  grateful  sense  of  vict'iy  fir»d. 
Made  a  rash  vow,  and  thought  the  vow  inspired  : 
In  piety  the  first,  his  daughter  ran,    • 
To  hail  withxluteous  voice  the  conq'ring  man : 
Well  meaning,  but  unconscious  of  her  doom. 
She  sought  a  blessing,  and  she  found  a  tomb  ^1 

>^  1  Kings,  ch.  xvil,  v.  4>  &c, 

'^  Maslin  bread,  i.  e.  miscellane,or miscellaw 
neous  bread,  an  ancient  English  word,  given  to 
a  plain  sort  of  household  bread.  When  people 
in  a  middling  station  used  it,  they  generally 
mixed  two  gallons  of  oats  and  rye  with  six  gal- 
lons of  wheat.  The  poorer  people  mixed  in 
equal  quantities  wheat,  barley,  oats*  rye,  budL- 
wheat,  pulse,  &c  But  such  is  the  luxury  of  the 
present  age  (even  amongst  the  poor)  that  not  only 
the  thmg  but  the  very  name  is  forgotten ;  and  a 
preferohce  given  to  a  whiter,  but  more  unwhole- 
some sort  of  bread,  if  alum  enters  into  the  com- 
position; which,  indeed,  cannot  l>e  concealed. 

One  of  the  first  cares  of  a  prime-minister  (who 
ought  also  to  be  considered  as  proveditor-geoeral 
of  a  kingdom)  is  to  see  the  people  supplied  with 
bread,  of  an  wholesome  nature,  at  as  reasooaUs 
a  price  as  possible. 

Hence  the  great  Gustavus  used  to  say,  '*That 
it  required  more  talents  to  feed  a  large  army 
in  the  field,  upon  easy  terms,  in  times  of  war^ 
than  to  conductthe  fighting  pait«" 

^^  Judges^  ch*  id,  v.  3%. 
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The  Pow'r  Supreme,  (my  author  so  declares) 
^eard  with  concern  the  erring  hermit's  pray'rs  j 
Heard  dJgapproving ;  but  at  length  inclined 
To  give  a  living  lesson  to  minkind  ; 
That  men  thence-forward  should  submissive  live; 
And  leave  omniscience  the  free  pow'r  to  give.— 
For  wealth  or  poverty,  on  roan  bestow'd, 
Alike  are  blessings  from  the  hand  of  God  I 
How  often  is  the  soul  ensnar'd  by  health  ? 
How  poor  in  virtue  is  the  man  of  wealth. 

The  hermit's  prayV  permitted,  not  approved ; 
(Soon  in  an  higher  sphere  Eulogius  mov*d : 
Each  sluice  of  affluent  fortune  open'd  soon, 
And  wealth  6ow'd  in  at  morning,  night,   and 
noon. 

One  day,  in  turning  sortie  uncultured  ground, 
( In  hopes  a  fiee-stone  quarry  might  be  found) 
Jits  mattock  met  resistance,  and  behold 
A  casket  burst,  with  di'moods  61l'd  and  gold. 
He  cramm'd  his  pockets  with  the  precious  store, 
And  ev'ry  night  reviewed  it  o'er  and  o'er; 
Till  a  gay  conscious  pride,  unknown  as  5ret, 
Tottch'd  a  vajn  heart,  and  taught  it  to  forget: 
And,  what  still  more  his  stagg'ring  virtue  try'd. 
His  mother,  tut'ress  of  that  virtue,  dy'd. 

A  ncighb'ring  matron,  nob  unknown  to  fame, 
^Historians  give  her  Teraminta*s  name,) 
The  parent  of  the  needy  and  distress'd, 
With  large  demesnes  and  well-sav'd  treasure 
blest ;  [store 

(For  like  th*  Egyptian  prince  ''  she  hoarded 
To  feed  at  periodic  dearths  the  poor ; ) 
This  matron,  wbiten'd  with  good  works  and  age, 
Approach'd  the  sabbath  of  her  pilgrimage ; 
Her  spirit  to  himself  th'  ;Vlmighty  drew  j— • 
Bre«th'd  onth'  alembic,  and  exhai'd  the  dew. 
In  sools  prepar'd,  the  passage  is  a  breath 
From  time  t'etemity,  from  life  to  death  w. 
Bat, first,  to  make  the  poor  her  future  care. 
She  left  the  good  Eulogius  for  her  heir. 

Who  but  Eulogius  now  exults  for  joy  ? 
New  thoughts,  new  hopes,  new  views  his  mind 

employ. 
Pride  push'd  forth  buds  at  ev'ry  branching  shoqjt, 
And  virtue  shrunk  almost  beneath  the  root. 
High-rais'd  on  fbi  tune's  hill,    new    Alps    he 

spies, 
O'ersboots  the  valley  which  beneath  him  lies, 
Forgets  the  depths  between,  and  travels  with  his 
eyes. 

The  tempter  saw  the  dangerln  a  trice, 
(For  the  man  slidder'd  upon  fortune's  ice:) 
AjmI,  having  found  a  corpse  half-dead,  half- warm, 
ReTiT'd  it,  and  assum'd  a  courtier's  form : 
Swift  to  Tbebais  urg'd  his  airy  flight ; 
And  measur'd  half  the  globe  in  half  a  night. 

With  flowing  manners  exquisitely  feigu'd. 
And  accent  soft,  he  soon  admission  gain'd : 
Savvey'd  each  ont^work  well,  and  mark'd  apart 
Each  winding  avenue  that  reach'd  the  heart; 

n  Gen.  ch.  xli,  v.  35,  kc 


Displaying,  like  th'  illusive  fiend  of  old, 
Thrones  deckt  with  gems,  and  realms  of  living' 
Bad  spirits  oft  intrude  upon  the  good  ;    [gold  '*. 
Adonis'  grot  near  Christ's  presepio  stood  '•. 

Th'  artificer  of  fraud,  (tho'  here  he  faiPd,) 
Straight  chang'd  approaches,and  the  ear  assaii'd; 
This  only  chink  accessible  ho  finds; 
For  flatt'ry's  oil  pervades  cv'n  virtuous  minds. 
Virtue,  like  towns  well-fbrtifjr'd  by  art. 
Has  (spite  of  fore-sight)  one  deficient  part. 

With  lenient  artifice,  and  fluent  tongue, 
(Tor  on  his  lips  the  dews  of  Hybla  bung,) 
Libanius  like^^  he  play'd  the  sophist's  part. 
And  by  soft  marches  stole  Upon  the  heart: 
Maintain 'd  that  station,  gave  new  b'rth  to  sense," 
And  call'd  forth  manners,  conra?e,  eloquence : 
Then  tonch'd  with  spritely  dashes  here  and  there, 
(Correctly  strong,  yet  seeming  void  of  care,) 
The  master-topic,  which  may  most  men  move,  . 
The  charms  of  beauty  and  the  joys  of  love ! 
Eulogius  finulter'd  at  the  first  alarms. 
And  soon  the  'waken'd  passions  buzz'd  to  arms; 
Nature  the  clam'rous  bell  of  discord  nmg. 
And  vices  from  dark  caverns  swift  up-sprung. 
So,  when  Hell's  monarch  did  his  summons  make^ 
The  slumb'riug  demons  started  from  the  lake, 

Eulogius  saw  with  pride,  or  seem'd  to  see, 
(Not  yet  in  act,  but  in  the  pow'r  to  be,) 
Great  merit  lurking  dormant  in  his  mind : 
He  had  been  negligent — ^but  Nature  kind: 
Till  by  degrees  the  vain,  deluded  elf. 
Grew  out  of  humour  with  his  former  self. 
He  thought  his  cottage  small,  and  built  in  hast^ 
It  had  convehience  but  it  wanted  taste. 
His  mien  was  awkward ;  graces  he  had  none; 
Provincial  were  his  notions  and  his  tone; 
His  manners  emblems  of  his  own  rough  stone. 

Then,  slavish  copyist  of  his  copying  friend. 
He  ap'd  him  without  skill,  and  without  end  ; 
Larissa's  gutturals  convuls'd  his  thro:it ; 
He  smoothed  his  voice  to  the  Biz^ntine  note. 
With  courtly  suppleness  unfuri'd  his  face ; 
Or  screw'd  it  to  the  bonne  mine  of  grimace; 
With  dignity  he  sneez'd,  and  cough'd  with  grace* 
The  piofu  mason  once,  had  time  no  more 
To  mark  the  wants  and  mis'ry  of  the  poor  I 
Suspicious  thoughts  his  pensive  miud  employ, 
A  sullen  gratitude,  and  clouded  joy. 
In  days  of  poverty  bis  heart  was  light; 
He  sung  his  hymns  at  morning,  noon,  and  night. 
Want  sharpens  poesy,  and  grief  adorns ; 
The   Spink  ^  chants  sweetest   in  a  hedge  of 
thorns  =23, 

19  Matth,  ch.  V,  v.  8« 

^  See  Sandys'!  Travels  into  the  Holy  Land,  fo* 
lio,  p.  138. 

Presepio  is  an  Italian  word,  taken  froni  th« 
Latin,  and  signifies  a  stable  or  manger.  His  now 
become  a  term  of  art,  and  denotes  any  picture, 
drawing,  or  print,  where  Christ  is  represented  as 
bom  in  a  stable  or  lying  in  the  manner. 
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Tir'd  of  an  hoose  too  little  for  his  pride, 
Tir'd  of  himself,  and  country  frieptl^  beside. 
He  sometimes  thought  to  build  a  mansion,  fit 
For  state,  and  people  it  with  men  of  wit;' 
Knowing  (by  fame)  small  poets,  small 

cians, 

Small  painters,  and  still  smaller  politioihms; 
Nor  was  the  fee  of  ten-score  minas  wanting. 
To  purchase  taste  in  building  and  in  planting* 

A  critic  too  he  was,  and  ruVd  the  stage ; 
The  fashionable  judgment  ^^  of  his  age: 
When  Crito  once  a  panegyric  s^jw'd, 
'He  beat  him  with  the  sti^  ^  of  h-$  own  ode. 
• '  Ah,  what !'»   (he  cry'cj,)  "  are  Pindar's  flighU 

tome? 
I  love  soft  home-made  sing-song,  duty  free. 
Write  me  the  style  that  lordit  and  ladies  speak ; 
Or  give  me  pastorals  in  Doric  Greek : 
f  read  not  for  instruction,  but  for  ease  ; 
The  opium  of  the  pen  is  sure  to  please; 
Where  limpid  streams  are  dear,  and  sun-shine 

bright;  [unite: 

Where  woos    and  coos,   and  loves  and  doves 
Where  simply  married  epithets  are  seen. 
With  genth;  Hyphen  keeping  peace  between. 
Whipt  cream ;  unfortify'd  with  wine  or  sense  ! 
Froth'd  by  the  slatten-muse,  IndifTerence ; 
And  deck'd  (as  after-ages  more  shall  see) 
With  poor  bedge-flow'rs,  y-clept  Simplicity ! 
Pert,  and  yet  dull;  tawdry  and  mean  witUall ; 
Fools  for  the  future  will  it  Nature  call." 
.    He  learnt  his  whuns,  and  high-fiown  notions 

too. 
Such  as  fine  men  adopt,  and  fine  men  rue ; 

iMeer  singularity  the  point  in  view.) 
nlian  with  him  was  statesman,  bard,  apd  wit ; 
Julian,  who  ten  times  miss*d,  and  one  time  hit; 
Who  reasoned  blindly,  and  more  blindly  writ. 
Julian,  who  lov'd  each  sober  mind  to  shock  ;— 
Who  laugh'd  at  God,  and  offered  to  a  cock. 
He  leam'd  no  small  regard  for  Arius  too : 
And  hinted  what — nor  be,  nor  Arius  knew. 
^t  most  (as  did  his  pregnant  parts  become) 
"He  lov*d  th'  old  pageantry  of  I'agan  Rome. 
Pompous  idolatry  with  him  was  fashion ; 
Nay,  he  once  dream'd  of  transubstantiation.— 
'NoWjMuse,  return,  and  tread  thy  course  again; 
I  only  tell  the  story  of  a  swain. 

Pirasmus  (for  that  name  the  demon  bore 
Who  nurs'd  our  8i>ark  in  fashionable  lore) 
tik'd  well  this  way-ward  vanity  of  mind, 
But  thought  a  country-stage  a  niche  conBn'd ; 
Too  cold  for  lux'ry,  nor  to  iblly  kind  : 
Bizantium's  hot-bed  better  serv'd  his  use, 
The  soil  less  Hubbom,  and  more  rank  the  juice. 
'     «*  My  lord,*^  he  cries,   (with  looks  and  tone 

composed. 
Whilst  he  the  mischief  of  his  snul  tlisclos'd)      , 
«*  Forgive  me,  if  that  title  I  aflord 
To  one,  whom  nature  meant  to  be  a  lord ; 
How  til  mean  neighbourhood  your  genius  suits  ? 
To  live  like  Adam  'midst  an  herd  of  brutes  1 

« Critics  in  the  reign  of  Charles  II.  called 
tiiemselves  judgments.     Hence  Dry  den  says, 
—  A  brother-judgment  spare. 
He  is,  like  you,  a  very  wolf,  or  bear. 
»  StoflF,  i.  e,  SUnza.    See  Shakespeare,  Cow- 
ley, and  Dryden't  Rival  Ladies,  Aa  I,  ic  2. 


Leave  the  meer  country  to  roecr  country-swainf/ 
And  dwell  where  life  in  all  Ufe's  glory  reigns. 

*»At  SK  hours*  distance  from  Bizantium^s  walkr 
(Where  Bosphoms  into  the  Euxine  falls) 
In  a  gay  district,  call'd  th'  Elysian  Vale«, 
A  fumish'd  villa  stands,  proposed  for  sale : 
Thither,  for  summer  shade,  the  great  resort ; 
Each  i^ympb  a  goddess,  and  each  bouse  a  oourtl 
Be  master  of  the  happier  Lares  there. 
And  taste  life's  grandeur  in  a  rural  air^* 

He  spoke.     Eulogius  rearlily  agreed. 
And  sign'd  with  eager  joy  the  purchase-deed. 
Div'd  in  the  Theban  vales  an  home-spun  swain. 
And  rose  a  Uwdry  fop  in  Asia's  plain. 
Dame  Nature  gave  him  comelioeis  and  health. 
And  Fortune  (for  a  pass-port)  gave  him  wealth* 
The  beaux  cxtoU'd  him,  the  coqueU  approv'd  j 
For  a  rich  coxcomb  is  by  instinct  lov»d. 

Swift.  AUlanta  (aathe  story's  told  ^ 
Fdt  her  feet  biid-lim'd  to  the  earth  with  gold  : 
The  youth  »  had  wealth,   with  no  unpieasiny 

face; 
That,  and  the  goldeq  apples,  won  the  race: 
Had  he  been  swifter  than  the  swiftest  wind, 
And  a  poor  wh,— he  still  had  sigh'd  behind.— 

Here    Sathi  vanish'd; — he  had  fresh  Goa»- 
mands— 
And  knew,  his  pupil  was  in  able  hands. 

And  now  the  treasure  fiiund,  and   matron  • 
■tore. 
Sought  other  objects  than  the  tatter'd  poor. 
Part  to  humiliated  Apicius  went, 
A  part  to  gaming  confessors  was  lent. 
And  part,  O  rirtuotts  Thais,  paid  thy  rent! 
Poor  folks  have  leisure  hours  to  fast  and  pray^ 
Our  rich  man's  bus'ness  lay  another  way  : 
No  ffarthar  intercourse  with  Heav'n  had  he. 
But  left  good  works  to  men  of  low  degree : 
Warm  as  hims*lf  prooounc'd  each  ragged  man* 
And  bade  distress  to  prosper  as  it  can  : 
Till,  grown  obdurate  by  meer  dint  of  time. 
He  deem'd  all   poor  men  rogues,  and  want  » 
crime  ^. 

By  chance  he  ancient  amities  forgot. 
Or  else  expung'd  them  with  one  wilful  blot : 
Nor  knew  he  God  nor  man,  nor  faith  nor  friends. 
But  for  by-purposes  and  worldly  ends. 
No  single  circumstance  his  mmd  dismay'd. 
But  his  low  extract,  and  once  humble  trade  ; 
These  thoughts  he  strove  to  bury  in  expense. 
Rich  meat,  rich  whaes,  and  vain  magnificence : 
Weak  as  the  Roman  chief,  who  strove  to  hide 
His  father's  cot,  (and  once  bis  father's  pride,) 

36  Sic  Grig. 

^  Ovid.  Met.  I.  X,  V.  C6G. 

S8  Hippomenes.  ' 

»  <'  Why  dost  thou  doat  on  the  image  of  m 
king  stamped  on  com;  and  despisest  the  knafje 
of  God  that  shmes  in  human  nature  ?" 

St  August* 

Minuthis  Felix  addresses  bunself  very  pathe- 
tically to  great  and  opulent  men  devoid  of  cha- 
rity and  alms-giving : 

«*  A  man,"  says  he,  *'  asks  bread  of  yon.— 
Whilst  your  horses  champ  upon  bridles  whose 
bits  are  gilt  with  gold,  the  people  die  with  hon* 
ger  :— thereat  one  of  your  diamoodt  mi^  sanp» 
the  lifet  of  an  hundred  teulici.'^ 
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'^  euhi;  a  low  shed  of  raraJ  rooaM 
With  mrUe  waHs,  aod  roof  adorn'd  with  sold^. 

Who  hat  Bulogiiis  uow  is  pmis'd  and  knowo, 
llie  veiy  ign'm  fatmn  of  the  town } 
Owr  ready  scholar  io  a  single  year 
Could  lie,  forget,  swear,  Oatter,  and  f>r8wear  *>. 
Itoagh  to  the  tirn'rcnu,  timid  with  the  brave, 
'Midst  wits  a  witling,  and  with  knares  a  knave. 

fWite,  not  contented  withlier  broad  high  way, 
DelighU.for  change,  thro*  private  paths  to  stray; 
ilnd,  wandMng  to  the  hermit's  distant  cell, 
Vow^saf  d  EulogittS*  history  to  tell. 

At  night  a  dream  conlinn'd  the  hermit  more ; 
tie  started,  scream'd,  and  sweat  from  ev*ry  pore. 
He  dream*d  that  on  his  throne  th'  Almighty  sat* 
In  th*  awful  valley  of  Jefaosbaphat  ^, 
"W  here,  underneath  a  tpreadmg  oedar's  shade, 
He  'spy'd  his  fHend  on  beds  of  roses  laid ; 
Round  him  a  crowd  of  tbreat^ing  fortes  stands, 
With  instromeoU  of  vengeance  in  their  hands. 

*n»e  judge  supreme  soon  cast  a  stedfast  eye, 
(Stem,  yet  attemper*d  with  benignity,) 
On  the  rash  hermit;  who  with  impious  priy*r, 
Had  been  the  sponsor  of  another's  care. 
«•  Wretch,   thou  art  lost  m  part,   and  in  the 

whole! 
Is  this  the  mortgage  for  thy  brother's  soul  ?» 

An  apc^ex  of  dread  Eusebius  shook : 
3>Bspairhig  Judas  ghnr*d  in  all  his  look, 
Trembling  he  fell  before  th'  Almighty4hrone; 
Importunate  as  Abraham  ^  t'attone 
<For  others'  orimet:  «*  O  Pow'r  Supreme,"  said 
he,  [see: 

"  Onmt  me,  once  more,  th'  ungrateful  wretdi  to 
Saspend  thy  doom  till  then  :  on  Christian  ground 
No  graoelets  monster,  like  my  firieod,  is  fbund." 

He  spoke,  and  wak'd  aghast :  he  tore  bis  hair^ 
Aod  rent  his  sack-cloth  garments  in  despair; 
Walk'd  to  Constantinople,  and  inquired 
Of  all  he  met ;  at  length  the  house  deshM 
By  chance  he  fjund,  but  no  admission  gain'd ; 
A  Thraciau  slave  the  porter's  place  maintainM, 
(Sworn  foe  t«  thread-bare  suppliants,)  and  with 

pride 
His  roaster's  presence,  nay,  his  uame,  denyM. 

There  walkM  Eusebius  at  the  dawn  of  light, 
There  walk'd  at  noon,  and  there  he  wa&'d  at 

■ight, 
In  vaia — At  length,  by  Providence's  care. 
He  found  the  door  UBcloe'd,  nor  servants  near. 
He  enter'd,  and  thro'  sev*ral  rooms  of  state 
Pass'd  gently;  in  the  last  Rnlogius  sate. 
**  Old  man,  good  morrow,'*  the  gay  coortier 

cry'd; 
^^  Qod  give  youjcao^  my  ioD,"  the  sifo  nply'd; 

»SicOrlg. 

St  <«  Those  who  are  aecnstomad  totwaar  of* 
tsn  may  sonetiaMs  by  chance  happen  to  far- 
swear:  as  be  that  indulgas  his  tongue  in  talkhig 
ftiequeotly  speaks  that  whioh  he  blushes  fbr  in 
silence."  StChrysost 

lAj^ain,  fit  Jerom  adds,  '<  Let  thy  tongue  be  a 
.atraager  to  lying  and  MMorittg;  on  the  contrary, 
laltlie  lore  of  troth  be  so  strongly  in  thee,  that 
thou  eoaolest  whatever  thoasayift  to  bt  waled 
wilh.«noatli." 

M  Joel,  ch.  iU,  T.  12. 

99  QsB.  ch.  xviii,  t«  09— 38. 


And  then,  in  terms  as  moving  and  as  strong,  > 
As  dear,  as  ever  fell  firom  angel's  tongue, 
Besonght,  reprov'd,  exhorted,  and  condemn'd:— 
Eidogius  knew  him,  and  tho'  known,  contemn'd* 

The  hermit  then  assum'd  a  bolder  tone; 
His  rage  was  kindled,  and  his  patience  gone* 
*'  Without  respect  to  titles  or  to  place, 
I  eaH  thee"  (adds  he)  **  miscreant  to  thy  face. 
My  pray'rs  drew  down  Heaven's  iiouoty  on  thy 
And  in  an  evil  hour  my  wishes  sped.         [bead. 
Ingratitude's  black  corse  thy  steps  attend, 
Monster  to  God,  and  faithless  to  tby  friend  !'* 

With  aH  the  rage  of  an  insulted  man 
The  courtier  cali'd  his  slaves,  who  swiftly  ran  ;  ' 
*'  Androtion,  Geta,  seize  this  aged  foot. 
See  him  well-soourg*d,  and  send'  him  back  to 

school. 
Teach  the  old  chronicle,  in  future  times 
To  bear  no  mem'ry  but  of  poor  rogues'  crimes.'* 
The  hermit  took  the  chastisement,  and  went 
Back  to  ThebaTs  full  of  discontent ; 
Saw  his  once  impious  rashness  more  and  more. 
And,  victim  to  convipc'd  contrition,  bore 
With  Christian  thankfulness  the  marks  he  wore. 
And  then  on  bended  knees  with  tears  and  sighs 
He  thus  invok'd  the  Ruler  of  the  skies : 
"  My  late  request.  All-gracious  Pow'r,  forgive ! 
And— that  yon  miscreant  may  repent,  and  live, 
Give  him  that  poverty  which  suits  him  best. 
And  leave  disgrace  anid  grief  to  work  the  rest" 

So  pray'd  the  hermit,  and  with  reason  pray'd. 
Some  plants  the  sun-shine  ask,  and  some  the 
shade.  [bloom 

At  night  the  nure-trees  spread,  but  check  their 
At  mom,  and  lose  their  verdure  and  perfume. 
The  virtues  of  most  men  will  only  blow. 
Like  coy  auriculas,  in  Alpine  snow  ^ ; 
Transplant  them  to  the  equinoctial  line. 
Their  vigoor  sickens,  and  their  tints  dedme.-^ 
Heav'n  to  its  predilected  children  grants 
The  middlespace  'twiit  opulence  and  wants. 
Meanwhile  Eulogius,  un-abash'd  and  gay, 
Pursu'd  his  courtly  track  without  dismay : 
Bemorsewas  hood-wink'd,  conscience  chann'd 

away. 
fteason  the  felon  of  herself  was  made. 
And  Nature's  substance  hid  by  Nature's  shade  1 
Our  fine  man,  ndw  completi^i  quickly  found 
Congenial  fViends  in  Asiatic  ground. 
Th'  advent'rous  pibt  in  a  single  year 
Leam'd  his  stat»-cock-boat  dextrously  to  steer  ; 
Versatile,  and  sharp-piercing  like  a  screw. 
Made  pxtd  th'  old  passage,  and  still  forc'd  a  new : 
For,  just  as  int'rest  whiffled  on  his  mind. 
He  Anatolians  left,  or  Thracians  join'd ; 
Caught  ev'ry  breeze,  and  sail'd  with  ev'iy  tide  | 
But  still  was  mindful  of  the  lee-ward  side : 
Still  nmrk'd  the  pinnacle  of  fortune's  height. 
And  bark'd — to  be  made  tum-apit  of  the  stata. 
By  other  arts  he  learns  the  knack  to  thrive  ; 
The  UKMt  obsequious  parasite  alive : 
Camelion  of  the  court,  and  country  too : 
Pays  Cesar's  tax,  but  gives  the  mob  thdr  due; 
And  makes  it,  in  his.conscience,  the  same  thing 
To  crown  a  tribune,  or  behead  a  king : 

^This  flower  was  discovered  under  the  snow» 
at  the  feet  of  some  ioe-mountains  amoQgst  the 
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All  thiogs  to  all  men ; — ond  (hims<^If  to  please) 
Assimulates  ^  each  colour  which  he  sees. 
If  patriots  pay  him,  willow-wreaths  he  bears. 
And  coats  of  dlamotte  ii  complexiop  wears  ; 
If  statesmen  pay  him  better,  a  fresh  hne 
Brightens  bis  garb;  more  brilliant  as  more  new; 
Court-turquoite,  and  indelible  of  blue. 
Thus  weather-cocks  by  ev'ry  wind  are  blown. 
And  int'rest  oils  a  motion,  nottbeirown.    [call. 
How  strangely  crowds  misplace  things,  aDd  mis- 
Idadness  in  one  is  liberty  in  all ! 

On  less  important  days,  be  pass'd  his  time 
In  Tirtuoso-sbip,  and  crambo-rb3rme : 
In  gaming,  jobbing,  fiddling,  pamting,  drinking, 
And  ev'ry  art  of  using  time,  but  thinking. 
He  gives  the  dinners  of  each  up-start  man, 
As  cosUy,  and  luxurious,  as  he  can ; 
Hien  weds  an  heiress  of  suburbian  mould. 
Ugly  as  apes ;  but  well  endow'd  with  gold ; 
There  Fortune  gave  him  his  full  dose  of  strife, 
A  i^colding  woman,  and  a  jealous  wife  1 

T*  inciease  this  laid,  some  sycophant-report 
Destroyed  his  int'rest  and  good  grace  at  court. 
At  this  one  stroke  the  man  Inok'd  dead  in  law : 
His  flalt'rcrs  scninper,  and  his  friends  withdraw^. 
Some  mm  (as  Holy  WiitfortelktU  right) 
Have  one  v.avs  entrance,  but  have  sev'n  ways 

fii:Tiit-". 

*'T  nrver  likM  the  wretch,"  says  one :  another 
Opines  -^  in  ibc  ?an'o  lauunagc  w»th  lii,  brother: 
A  tl»ird,  wllh  mysiic  shni;r  and  winking  eye. 
Suspects  him  for  a  dervise  and  a  spy. 
«*  Pray,  sir,  the  crime  t " — ^The  monarch  frowned 

— no  more. 
The  fellow's  iruilty,  and  his  bus'nt  ss  o*er  ^0 

And  now  (to  shorten  my  dijiast'rous  tale) 
Storms  of  aflronts  pour'd  in  as  thick  as  haiL 
J",ach  scheme  for  safety  mischievously  sped. 
And  the  drawn  sword  hung  o'er  bim  by  a  thread. 

^  Protinus  aseimulat'tetigit  quoscuoque  co- 
lores.  Ovid.  Met.  XV.  V.  4 1 1 . 

35  Filamotte  (Dry den)  is  that  **  clouded  mix- 
ture of  crimson,    yellow,    and  umber-colours, 
which  are  seen  in  the  beginning  of  winter  on  a 
failing  leaf."     Filamotte,  quasi  feiieille  morte. 
'I'hus  Isabella-colour  denotes  a  certain  grave  co- 
lour worn  by  the  infanta  Isabella  Clara  Eugenia, 
arch-dutches»  of  Austria,  &c.  \6'Z5.     For  gride- 
line,  see  the  Vision  of  Death,  page  573,  note  23. 
^  **  A  friend  cannot  be  known  in  prosperity, 
and  an  enemy  cannot  be  hidden  in  adversity.'* 
Ecclus.  ch.xii. 
^  Dcut.  ch.  xxviit,  v.  7. 
^  Opines,  i.  e.  gives  his  opinion.    Mr.  Pope, 
from  the  French. 

^•* Nunquam,  si  quid  mihi  credis,amavi 

llimcce  hominem.     Sed  quoceciditsub  cri- 

mine!  Quisquam 

Delator?  Quibus  indiciis,  quo  teste  proba- 

vit }  [venjt 

Kil  horum;    Veibosa,  et  grandis  epistola 

A  Capreis.     Bene  babet,  nil  plus  inter- 

rogo. — 

Juven.  Sat.  X,  v.  68. 
To  such  sort  of  worldly  connexions  may  be  ap- 
plied the  golden    saying  of   St.    Chrysoetom, 
'-  mt-um  and  tuum   are   almost    incompatible 
woidii. "  Orat.  in  Philagon. 


Child  he  had  none.    Hii  wife  with  torrotr  ^J  | 
Few  women  can  survive  the  loss  of  pride. 

Meanwhile  the  demon,  who  was  absent  £u-, 
(Engaged  in  no  less  work  than  dvil  war) 
Perceiv'd  th'  approaching  wreck ;  and,  in  a  trioa 
Appearing,  gave  both  comfort  and  advice. 

**  Great  geniuses,"   he  cry'd,  ••  must  ne'er 
despair; 
The  wise  and  brave  usurp  on  Fortnne's  care! 
The  un-exbausfced  funds  of  human  wit 
Oft  miss  one  object,  and  another  hit; 
The  man  of  courts  who  trusts  to  one  poor  h-Je, 
Is  a  low  foolish  fool  *^,  and  bas  no  soul : 
Disgraces  my  respected  patronage:  [ag**^ 

And,   gainmg  Heav'n,  becomes  the  jest  ofwU' 
Court-loyalty  is  a  precarious  thing :  [king  » 

When  tbe  king's  trump,  time-servers  serve tli« 
But,  when  he^s  out  of  luck,  they  shift  their  iail» 
And  popularity's  the  fav'rite  gale: 
Vain  popularity  1  which  fiincy  shrouds. 
Like  Juno's  shaide,  in  (Varty-colour'd  clouds 
Each  man  will  go  a  mile  to  see  3roa  crowu'd 
With  civic  wreaths,  till  Earth  and  i^ies  resoon^ 
And  each  man  will  go  two  to  see  you  drown'd. 

"  Whoever  hopes  in  dang'rous  times  to  rise* 
Must  learn  to  shoot  swift  Fortune  as  she  flies  i 
Capricious  phantom !  never  at  a  stay ; 
Just  seen,  and  lost;  when  nearest,  for  away  f 
But,  to  be  brief;  (and  mark  my  judgment  well) 
Your  fortunes  totter'd,  when  old  Justin  fell  ; 
His  successor  4%  as  3rou  and  all  men  know. 
Is  kind,  when  friend  ;  and  un-appeas'd,  mhem 

foe; 
Some  sly  court-vermin,  wriggling  in  his  ear* 
Has  whisper'd,  what  predicts  jronr  ruin  near  2 
Then  cast  thy  die  of  fortune  all  at  once  ; 
Learn  to  be  any  thing  but  dupe  or  dunce. 
Fortune  assists  the  brave.    Plnnge  boldly  inj 
T'  attempt,  and  fail,  is  a  poor  sneaking  sin. 
Hypatius  (with  pretensions  not  the  worst) 
Affects  the  throoe :  be  thou  to  John  the  first : 
'Tis  not  a  crime  too  worldly  wise  to  be ; — 
Or  (if  it  is)  discharge  the  crime  on  me." 

Thus  weak  Eulogius,  by  folse  greatness  av'd« 
Listen'd^unto  th'  artificer  of  fraud :  [throne  : 
The  doctrine  came  not  from  th'  all-righteo«is 
When  Satan  tells  a  lie,  'tis  all  his  own  ^. 

He  spoke,  and  vanish'd.  Swift  Eulogius  fled^ 
And  to  the  emukxis  of  empire  sped. 

4»"  A  fool  in  his  folly." 

Prov.  of  Solom.  ch.  xvij,  v.  1 2. 

*'The  son  of  Sirach,  in  opposition  to  these 
folse  and  dangerous  notions,  justly  remarks: 
**  Observe  the  opportunity,  and  beware  of  evil  1 
be  not  ashamed  when  it  concerneth  thy  soul," 
Ecclus.  ch.  Iv,  V.  20. 

Isaiah's  advice  is  very  noble :  "  Fear  not  tb« 
reproach  of  men,  neither  be  ye  afraid  of  tbcfr 
revilings:  for  the  moth  shall  eat  tbem  up  as  a 
garment,  and  the  worm  shall  eat  them  like 
wool ;  but  my  salvation  shall  be  for  ever." 

Ch.  li,  ▼.  7, 8. 

«I,  even  I,  am  he  that  comforteth  yon. 
Why  sbouldst  thou  be  afraid  of  a  man  that  shall 
die,  and  forgetteth  the  I/nrd  thy  Maker,  who 
stretched  forth  the  Heavens  V*  Ibid.  v.  1%  13* 

**  Justinian. 

*^  John,  ch.  viii,  t.  44. 
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•  llcre,  were  it  not  too  long,  I  might  declare 
^e  motives  and  succeaees  of  the  war, 
The  prowcM  of  the  knights,  their  martial  deeds, 
Their  iwords,  their  shields,  their  sarooats  4^  and 
Till  Belisarius  at  a  single  blow         [their  steeds : 
Suppressed  the  faction  and  rcpellM  the  foe. 
By  a  quick  death  the  traitors  he  relievM ; 
Condemned,  if  Uken ;  famishM,  if  reprier'd. 

Now  see  Eulogius  (who  had  all  betray'd 
IVliate'er  be  knew)  in  loathsome  dungeon  laid  : 
A  prisoner,  first  of  war,  and  then  of  state : 
3ld)el  and  traitor  ask  a  double  fate ! 
But  good  Justinian,  whose  exalted  mind 
(In  spite  of  what  Pirasmus  urg^d)  inclinM 
T^o  mercy,  soon  the  forfeit-life  forgave, 
And  freed  it  from  the  shackles  of  a  slave. 
Then  spoke  with  mild,  but  in  majestic  strain, 
*'  Repent  and  haste  thee  to  Larissa's  plain. 
Or  wander  thro'  the  world,  another  Cain. 
Thy  lands  and  goods  shall  be  the  poor  man^s  lot. 
Or  feed  the  orphans  you've  so  long  forgot*' 

Forsaken,  helpless,  recognised  by  none, 
Proscribed  Eulogius  leftth*  unprosp'rous  town  : 
Por  succour  at  a  thousand  doors  he  knocked ; 
fach  heart  was  hardened,   and  each  door  was 

luck'd; 
A  pilgrim's  staff  he  bore,  of  humble  thorn  ; 
Pervious  to  winds  his  coat,  and  sadly  torn : 
Shoes  he  bad  none :  a  beggar  gave  a  pair, 
"Who  saw  feet  poorer  than  his  own,  and  bare. 
He  drank  the  stream,  on  dew-berries  he  fed. 
And  wildings  harsh  supply'd  the  place  of  bread ; 
Thus  homeward  urg*d  hu  solitary  way ; 
{Four  years  had  he  beefi  absent  to  a  day.) 

Fame  thro*  Thebais  his  arrival  spread. 
Half  his  old  friends  reproached  him,  and  half 
Of  help  and  common  countenance  bereft,  [fled: 
Ko  creature  own'd  him,  but  a  dog  he  left 
Compunction  touched  his  soul,  and,  wiser  made 
By  bitter  suff 'rings,  he  resum'd  his  trade : 
Thank'd  Heav'n  for  want  of  pow'r  and  want  of 

pelf. 
That  he  had  lost  the  world,  and  found  himself. 
Conscience  and  charity  revived  their  part, 
And  true  humility  enrich'd  the  heart. 
While  grace  celestial  with  enlivening  ray 
Beam'd  forth,  to  gild  the  ev'ning  of  his  day. 
^s  neighbours  mark'd  the  change,  and  each 

man  strove 
By  slow  degrees  t'  applaud  hjm,  and  to  love. 
80  Peter,  when  his  tim'rous  guilt  was  o'er, 
£merg'd,  and  stood  twice  firmer  than  before  *K 

Eusebius,  who  had  long  in  silence  moum'd, 
Kejoiced  to  hear  the  prodigal  retum'd  ; 
And  with  the  eagerness  of  feeble  age 
^ade  haste  t'  express  his  joy,  and  griefs  assuage. 
•*  My  son,"    he  cry'd,   "  once  more  contem- 
plate me :  • 
Behold  th'  unhappy  wretch  that  ruin'd  thee; 
My  ill-judg*d  pray'rs  (in  luckless  moments  sped) 
Brought^wii  the  curse  of  riches  on  thy  head. 
Ko  language  can  express  one  single  part 
Of  what  I  felt,  and  what  still  racks  my  heart. 

^*  Surcoat,  an  upper  garment  of  defence. 

Dryden. 
**  See  Luke,  ch.  xxii,  v.  55—62. 
**  Peter  stood  more  firmly,  after  be  had  la- 
piratdd  hi8  fall^  than  before  be  fell." 

StAmbfOte. 


Vainly  I  thought,  that,  to  increase  thy  store, 
Was  to  increase  HeavVs  manna  fbr  the  poor. 
Man's  virtue  cannot  go  beyond  its  length; 
Cod's  gifts  are  still  propbrtioned  to  our  strcngrb* 
The  scripture-widow  ♦^  gives  her  wcjl-sav'd  mitt 
VVirh  affluent  joy,  nor  fears  to  suffer  by't : 
Whilst  Dives*  heaps  (the  barter  of  iiis  soul) 
Lie  bury'd  in  some  base  inglorious  hole. 
Or  on  the  wings  of  pomp  and  InxVy  fly. 
Accurst  by  Heav*n,  and  dead  to  charity  47  J 
The  charitable  few  are  chiefly  they 
Whom  Fortune  places  in  the  middle  way  ^'j 
Just  rich  enough,  with  economic  care. 
To  SA\  c  a  pittance,  and  a  pittance  spare : 
Just  poor  enough  to  feel  the  poor  man's  moan. 
Or  share  those  suff 'rings  which  may  prove  their 

own! — 
Great  riches,  with  insinuating  art. 
Debase  the  man,  and  petrify  the  heart. 
Let  the  false  friend,  like  Satan,  be  withstood. 
Who  wishes  us  more  wealth-^to  do  more  good ! 
To  this  great  trial  some  are  equal  ft>and ; 
Most  in  th'  unnavigabte  stream  are  drown'd  49.»» 

He  spoke :  and,  with  a  flood  of  tears  opprest. 
Left  his  Eulogius  to  divine  the  rest. 

"  Father,"  he  cry'd,  (and  with  complacence 
smil'd)  [child. 

<•  Heav'n's  trials  have  at  length  reclaim'd   it« 
Omniscience  only  can  our  wants  fore-know. 
And  All-bcneficence  will  best  bestow. 
Some  few  God's  bounty  on  the  poor  employ ;; 
There  are — whom  to  promote,  is  to  destroy ! 
Rough,  thorny,  barren,  is  pale  virtue's  road  j 
And  poisons  are  true  cures  when  giv'n  by  God. 
Spontaneous  I  resign,  with  full  accord. 
The  empty  nothings  wealth  and  pow'r  afford ; 
My  mind's  my  all,  by  Heav'n's  free  grace  rt^ 

•tor'd. 
O  Pow'r  Supreme !  unsearchable  thy  views ! 
Omniscient,  or  to  give,  or  to  refuse ! 
Gi'ant  me,  as  I  begun,  to  end  my  days 
In  acts  of  humble  charity  and  praise ; 
In  thy  own  paths  my  journey  let  me  run, 
And,  as  in  Heav*n,  on  Earth  thy  will  be  done  J» 

*^  Luke,  ch.  xxi,  v.  2.     2  Cor*  ch.  viii,  v.  12. 

^  *'  God  is  not  honoured  with  our  expendinir 
that  money  which  is  bedewed  with  the  tears  oC 
the  oppressed.  St.  Chrysost. 

^  The  truly  charitable  man,  (who  happens  ta 
be  neither  rich  nor  poor)  is  well  painted  by  an 
ancient  classic.  I  quote  the  verses,  because  | 
never  saw  them  quoted  : 

Cujus 


Son  frontem  vertere  minae ;  scd  Candida  semper 
Gaudia,  &  in  vultu  cnrarum  ignara  voluptas. 
Non  tibi  sepositas  infelix  strangulat  area 
Divitias;  avideveanimum  dispendiatorquen^ 
Foenoris  expositi  census ;  sed  docta' fruendi 
Temperies,  &c. 

49  Hugo,  in  his  excellent  treatise  De  Anima, 
makes  the  following  remark  upon  greatness  and 
ambition: 

•*  The  human  heart  is  a  small  thing,  and  yet 
desireth  great  matters.  It  is  barely  suUicient 
for  a  kite's  dinner,  and  yet  the  whole  WMid  iHA^ 
flcetbituot,'* 
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HARTE'S  F0EM9. 


That  he  muBUioM  Alnighty  Witdom't  cmnse. 
Tbe  Sun  shone  Ibrtb — ^Tbe  bermit  pleu*d  with- 

dimwi — 
And  Nature  wore  ^B  aspect  of  appkaae. 


MACURWSt    OB,  THE  CONFESSOR. 

Ba  Tooem  magDO,  Pater,  ingeniumaoe  dolori. 
SUt  Epiced.  Patris. 

AH   KPirrtB  TO  TBB  EIT.   Dt.    ROBIKT  HOIT, 
CANOM   OF  WINDSOB. 

Aix  iobcr  poets  with  thy  bard '  agree, 

Who  song,  "That  troth  was  truest  poetry."— 

Alike  to  me,  and  tbe  deceased,  a  friend ; 

0  Hort,  to  these  my  pious  strains  attend* 
Thou  knew'st  tbe  man;  and  thy  good 

uch, 

1  dare  not  say  too  little  or  too  much.— 
IToder  bis  eye  the  self  same  Tiews  combin'd 
Our  studies,  and  one  horoscone  coajoio'd. 
He  cheok'd  th*  impatient  wanderings  of  our  youth. 
And  grafted  on  our  fancy  facts  and  truth. 
Together  we  amus'd  our  youthful  prime, 
Days  seem*d  but  hours,  and  time  improf'd  on 

time: 
Mindlen  of  cares,  (and  how  they  passed  or  came) 
Our  sports,  our  labours,  and  our  rest  the  same  ^, 
See^st  thou  yoo   yews,    by  pensive  nature 
made 
For  tears,  and  grief,  and  melancholy  shade ; 
Wide  o*er  tbe  church  they  spread  an  awful  light, 
Than  day  more  serious,  balC-compos*d  as  night, 
(  There,  where  tbe  winding  Kennet  gently  lavei 
Britannia*s  L4Nnbairdy  *  with  silver  waves  j) 
'Jliere  sleeps  Macarius,  foe  to  pomp  and  pride; 
Who  lir'd  contented,  and  oonteoted  dy'd. 

Say,  shall  the  lamp  were  TuUi*  was  entomVd, 
Bum  twice  aev^n  ages,  and  be  on-coftsum'd  ? 
And  not  one  verse  be  sacTed  to  a  name 
Endear'd  by  virtueus  deeds  and  silent  fiuM  } 
True  feme  demands  not  panegyric  aid; 
The  funeral  torch  burns  brightest  in  the  shade; 
Too  fast  it  blades,  Ibun^d  t^  piiblic.  air  ;<— 
Thus  blossoms  fall,  before  their  tree  can  bear. 
True  fiune,  like  porc'lain  earth,  for  years  nnist 

lay 
Bury'd,  and  mix'd  with  elemental  clay  4. 

His  younger  days  were  not  in  trifling  vpaA, 
ForpioosHall*  a  kind  inspection  lent : 


>  Cowley.    See  his  Davideis. 

*  These  eight  lines  are  imitated  from  a  fompus 
passage  io  Persios,  Sat.  V,  too  well  known  to  be 
reprinted.    It  begin*— 

Geminot  hofoscope—  kc 

3  Beriuhire. 

*  It  is.reported  that  tbe  Chinese  beat  and  mix 
thoroughly  together  the  composition  that  makes 
porcelain,  and  then  bury  it  in  a  deep  bed  of  day 
for  an  hundred  years.  See  Dr.  Donne's  Letters. 
See  also  the  Discovery  of  Hidden  Treasure,  4to. 
London,  1656,  p.  89  ;  (a  very  scarce  and  curious 
work,  by  the  famous  Gabriel  Plattes.) 

•>  Mr.  John  Hall,  master  of  Pembroke  College, 


He  showed  him  wktt  to  aeek  and  what  to  slmni^ 
Haroourt<:  with  him  thetborayjonroey  ma. 
Companion  of  his  studies;  and  a  friend 
Sincere  in  yooth,  and  stedfosttothee&d. 

CowU  and  tbe  worid  he  knew,  bat  noiadmir'4| 
He  traveled  thro*  them  wisely,  and  retired : 
Giving  to  solitnde  and  heav'nly  care 
Th<»e  momenU  whioh  the  worldling  cannot  ^i««t 
Thus,  half  a  century,  his  course  be  run 
Of  pimy'r  and  praiaea,  dady,  liketbetun: 
Happy!  who  truth  invariably  pursues. 
And  well-earoM  feme  by  better  fiune  renewsVl. 

His  books,  like  friends  were  choaen,  few  an4 
ConstanUy  us'd  and  truly  understood,     [good  ^ 
Tbe  Sacred  ScripUres  were  his  diief  delight  ^ 
Task  of  tbe  day,  and  virion  of  the  night  t 
Truth's  second  sources  he  with  care  surveyM, 
And  walk'd  with  Hennas  m  the  rural  sh^  «, 
Cyprian  with  awful  gravi^  be  aooght; 
And  true  simplicity  Ignatius  brought; 
Lively  Minuoius  did  his  hours  beguile; 
Lactantitts  charm'd  with  elegance  of  style  i 
But  mostly  Chrysostom  eogag'd  hb  mind : 
Great  without  labour,  without  art  refin'd  I 
Now  see  his  gentle  elocution  flows. 
Soft  as  the  flakes  of  beav'n-descending  snows  | 

Now  see  him,  like  th'  impetuous  torrent,  t%M  ^ 
Pore  in  his  diction,  purer  in  bis  soul : 
By  few  men  equall'd,  and  surpass'd  by  none; 
A  Tully  and  Demosthenes  in  9ne  ■« ! 


Oxford,  in  1667,  nndfector  of  St  Aldate'sbitJic 
same  university.  Creattti  D  D.  in  1 669 ;  elect- 
ed Margaret  professor  in  1676  ;  andponaecntcd 
bishop  of  Bristol  the  12th  of  June,  1691.  A^ 
which  prefenpents  he  enjoyed  together. 

«  Mr.  Simon  Haicourt,afierwards)lord  Ann- 
celkir  Haroourt,  offered  him  a  bishopric  froii^ 
que^  Anne  many  years  after  the  Revolutioii;  ^ 
the  fevour  was  declined  irith  gratelul  acknow 
ledgment«. 

7  *'  Surely  vain  are  all  men  by  nature,  who  ai« 
ignorafitof  God;  andcpuldndi,  ootofthegoo4 
things  that  are  seen,  know  him.  That  is,  neir 
tber,  by  considering  the  works  did  they  ncknow^ 
ledge  the  ^Pork-master." 

Wiid.  of  Sol.  ch.  xui,  t.  1. 

8  He  employed  ten  or  twelve  hours  a  day  in 
study,  without  any  interruption,  but  that  of  ca- 
sual sickness  for  fifty  years  socoessively.  Hie 
principal  business  was  in  referring  every  dilBciilt 
psort  of  Scripture  to  thoap  particular  passages  in 
tbe  fathers,  and  eminent  modern  divines,  who 
bad  explained  them  expressly  or  occasionally. 

t  Alluding  to  a  work  entitnled  the  Shepherd  of 
Hermas.  Hennas  was  ootemporary  with  sooif 
of  the  apostles. 

^*  In  order  to  judge  a  little  of  these  two  as8er<» 
tions,  be  pleased  only  to  read  St  Cbrysostomi^a 
Homily  on  the  Ten  1'alents,  or  his  Commentary 
on  St.  Matthew ;  and  his  Orations  to  the  People 
of  Antioch.    flEPI  ANAPIANTAN. 

See  also  Ferrarius  De  Coneione  Vete'ram,  ao4 
the  Eloquence  Cretienne  of  M.  Gisbert :  the  last 
of  which  woHcs  was  a  fevouritebook  with  the  lain 
lord  Somers,  and  wrought  a  great  effect  on  bi« 
future  ^ay  of  thinking. 

This  anecdote  was  imparted  to  me  by  tb« 
late  Mr.  Elijah  Featon,  as  matter  of  feet  oa  hif 
own  knowledge* 
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fiouethmg  at  cheerful  intenrals  wim  due ' 
To  Roman  classics,  and  Athenian  too. 
Plato  with  raptures  Hid  his  sqmI  inspire  5 
Plotinus  fann'd  the  Academic  *  fire 
ITien  came  the  Stagyrite  ;~whote  excellence 
^eams  forth  in  clearness,  brevity,  and  sense ! 

Next,   for  amusemeot'  sake,  1^    turo'd  his 
eyejj 
To  them,  whom  we  despoil,  and  then  despise : 
J^ore-most  of  these,  unrivalPd  Sbaka|)eare  standi; 
With   Hoofcer,     Raleigh,    phillingworth,    and 

Sanda'2;— . 
.{For in  those  days  "  were  giants  in  our  lands ! •  *) 
Thus,  like  the  bee,  he  suck'd  from  ev'ry  flow'r. 
And  hour  surpassM  the  predecessor  hour. 
Latimer's  father  *3  was  his  type  of  yore, 
little  be  had,  but  something  (ur  the  poor; 
And  oft  on  t>etter  days  the  bowrd  wis  spread 
With  Wholesome  meat  and  hospitable  bread, 
poor  in  himself,  men  poorer  he  relieved, 
lAad  gave  the  charities  he  had  receiv'd. 

The  midoight-lamp,  in  crystal  case  endos'd, 
Seams  bright;    nor  is  to  winds  nor  rains  ex- 
posed: 
A  watch-tow'r  to  the  wanderers  of  mankind ; 
forlorn,  belated,  and  wUh  passions  blind  ^*, 

"  Academic  is  used  in  the  Horatian  sense  of 
ilhe  word: 

Atque  inter  sylvas  Academi  quarere  verum. 

u  Edwyn  Sandys,  archbishop  of  York,  was 
jKkt  of  the  first  eminent  reformers,  not  only  of  our 
boly  refigion,  (which  almost  CTery  person  knows) 
J>ut  of  our  langdage  ('which  circumstance  few 
j)ersoits  are  apprized  of)*  His  sermons  the  time 
when  he  preached  them  being  duly  considered) 
may  be  looked  upon  as  a  master-piece  of  elo- 
/juence  and  fine  writing.  I'hey  were  chiefly 
preached  between  the  years  155i)  and  1676. 

His  son  George  (and  here  let  me  be  under- 
atood  to  nkr  chiefly  to  his  Paraphrase  on  Job) 
knew  the  true  harmony  of  the  English  heroic 
couplet  long  befine  Denham  and  Waller  took  op 
the  pen ;  ajod  preserved  that  hannony  more  um- 
fonnly.  Variety  perhaps  was  wanting;  which 
Dryden  afterwards  supplied,  but  not  till  be  came 
to  the  forty-fifth  year  of  his  age;  namely,  till 
|he  time  he  published  Aurengzcbe. 

"  Bishop  Hugh  Latimer  (whom  I  quote  only 
"by  memory,  uot  having  the  original  at  hand) 
sa^s,  in  one  of  his  sermons  preached  at  St.  Paul's 
Cross,  aboDt  the  year ,  <*  that  tho'  his  fa- 
ther possessed  jao  more  than  40  acres  of  firee  land, 
pr  thereabout3,  yet  he  had  always  something  to 
give  to  the  poor,  and  now  and  theo  entertain- 
ed bis  friends;— Hhat  he  portioned  out  three 
daughters,  at  51.  a  pieoe,  and  bred  up  a  son  at 
the  university;  (otherwise  adds  he,)  1  should  not 
iiave  had  the  honour  of  appearing  in  this  pulpit 
before  the  king's  majesty." 

Note,  The  original  edition  says  4  acres,  which 
inust  be  ^n  errour  of  the  press,  instead  of  40 
»crss.  Old  T^itimfir  lived  in  good  jepute  about 
the  year  1470,  in  which  year  his  soo  Hugh  was 
>om. 

^  Palantesque  homines  pfMun,    ac  rationb 
^gentes, 
^e^p^ctare  procyl*  Orid  •  ^et 


Who  tread  the  foolish  round. their  fathers  trod 
And/midst  lite'serrourSjbiton  death's  by-road  i'. 
'Midst  racking  pains  ^^  his  mind  was  calm  and 
ev'n; 
Patience  and  cheerfulness  to  him  were  giv'n ; 
Patience!  the  choicest  gift  on  this  side  Heav'n  t 
His  strength  of  parts  supt-iv'd  the  seventieth  year. 
And  then,  like  northern  frujts,  left  off  to  bear  ^ 
Nought  but  a  vestal  fire  such  heat  contains  ; 
Age  seldom  boasts  so  prodigal  remains  17. 
Some  few  beyond  life's  usual  date  are  cast :      « 
Prime  clusters  of  the  grape  '^  till  winter  last 
To  these  a  sacre'l  preference  is  giv'n  : 
Each  shaft  is  ptilisb'd,  and  th'  emplojier  Heav'n  ^, 

Jeffr**s  (if  that  were  possible)  restrain'd 
His  fury,  when  you  mournfully  complain'd  9i 
And  Kirk's  barbarians,  hard  as  harden'd  steely 
i-orgot  their  Lybia,  and  vouchsaf 'd  to  feel* 
When  crowns  were  doubtful,  and  when  num* 
hers  steer'd 
As  honour  prompted,  or  self-int'rest  ▼eer'd  , 
(Times !  when  the  wisest  of  mankind  might  err. 
And,  lost  in  shadows,  wrong  or  right,  prefer  ;J 
The  tempter,  in  a  vapour's  form  21,  arose. 
And  o'er  his  eyes  a  dubious  twilight  throws. 
To  lead  him,  puzzling,  o'er  l^lacious  ground. 
Suborn  his  passions,  and  his  sense  confound: 
Pomp  to  foretaste,  and  mitres  pre-descrv  ; 
(For  mists aT once  enlarge  and  multiply;) 
Our  hero  paus'd — and,  weighing  either  side^ 
Took  poverty,  and  conscience  for  his  guides 
For  be,  who  thinks  he  suffers  for  his  God, 
Deserves  a  pardon,  tho'  he  feels  the  rod. 
Yet  blam'd  he  none ;  (himself  in  honour  clear ;) 
That  were  a  crime  bad  cost  bis  virtue  dear  I 
Thus  all  he  lovM;  and  party  he  had  uone^ 
Except  with  charity,  and  Heav'n  alone. 
In  bis  own  friends  some  frailties  be  allow'd  ; 
These  were  too  singular,  and  those  too  proud* 
Rare  spirit  i  in  the  midst  of  party. flame. 
To  think  well-meaning  men  are  half  the  same  f 

Sed  nil  dulcius  est,  bene  quim  munita  tenere 
F4ita  doctrinlL  sapientilm  templa  serena, 
Despicere  unde  queas  albs,  passimque  videra 
£rrare,  atque  viam  palantes  quaerere  vitao. 
Lucreu  L.  II,  v.  6* 

"Wisd.  ofSoL  ch.  i,  v.  12, 
'    >^  In  the  last  year  of  his  life  Macarhis  was 
grievously  a^icted  with  nephritic  pains. 

^  >  Cui  vix  ccrtaverit  ull* 

Aot  tantikm  fluere,  aut  totidem  durare  per 
annos,  Virg.  Georg.  3. 

iB2Esdra8,eh.xii,  Tr4?. 

>^  Isaiah  xlbc,  v.  2.  «<  A  polished  shaft  in  thie 
quiver  of  God." 

«>  When  judge  Jpffr^^s  came  to  Taunton  1^ 
sizes,  in  the  year  1685,  to  execute  bis  oommis* 
sion  upon  the  unfortunate  people  concerned  in 
Monmouth's  rebellion,  the  person  here  spoken 
of,  being  minister  of  St  Mary  Magdalen's  cnurch 
at  Taunton,  waited  on  him  in  private,  and  re- 
monstrated much  against  his  severities.  The 
judge  listened  to  him  calmly,  and  with  some  at- 
tention; and,  though  he  had  never  seen  him  he- 
fore,  advanced  him  in  a  fiew  months  to  a  pre- 
bendal  stall  in  the  cathedral  church  of  Bristol. 

SI  See  Sandys's  Paraphrase  on  J  ob^  where  Si» 
tan  «risei  In  fooft  of  ao  e2(hftlatio9. 
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B sometimes  would  to  Ihy  cottage  tend ; 

An  artful  enemy,  but  feeeraing  friend  : 
Conscious  of  having  planned  thy  worldly  fate  22, 
He  could  not  love  thee,  and  he  durst  not  hate. 
But  then  seraphic  Ken  was  all  thy  own  ; 
And  he^t  who  longdeclin'd  Ken's  vacanttbrone. 
Begging  with  earnest  zeal  to  be  deny'd^ — 
By  worldlings  laught  at,  and  by  fuols  decry*d : 
Dodwell  was  thine,  the  humble  and  re.«ign'd ; 
Kelson,  with  Christian  elegance  of  mind ;  ' 
And  he  ^^,  whose  tranquil  mildness  from  afor 
Spoke  him  a  distant,  but  a  brilliant  star. 
Theae  all  fors«x)k  their  homes — Nor  sigh'd  nor 

wept;— 
Mammon  they  freely  gave,  bat  God  they  kept 
Ah,  look  on  honours  with  Macarius*  eyes, 
Snares  to  i he  good,  and  dangers  to  the  wise  ! 

In  silence  for  himself,  for  friends  in  tears. 
He  wander'd  o'er  the  desert  forty  ^  years. 
The  cloud  and  pillar  (or  by  night  or  day) 
Beviv'd  his  heart,  and  asccrtain'd  the  w^y  ap. 
His  sandals  fail'd  not ;  and  his  robes  untom 
Escap'd  the  bramble  and  entangling  thorn  ^, 
Heav'n  purify'd  for  himth*  embittered  well  28, 
And  manna  from  aerial  regions  fell  '^. 
At  leup^th  nc  ar  peaceful  Pisgah  ^  he  retir'd. 
And  found  that  rest  his  pilgrimage  requir'd  : 
\\^l»ere,  as  from  toils  he  silently  withdrew. 
Half  Falestina^*  open'd  on  his  view: 
**  Go,  pious  hermit,"  groves  and  mountains  cry'd: 
•*  Enter,  thou  faithful  servant,"  lUav'n  reply'd. 

Mild  as  a  babe  reclines  himself  to  rest, 
.  And  smiling  sleeps  upon  the  mother's  breast. 
Tranquil,  and  with  a  patriarch's  hopes,  he  gave 
His  soul  to  Heav'n,  his  body  to  the  grave; 
And  with  such  gentleness  re^ign'd  hi?  breath, 
That  'twas  a  soft  extinction,  and  not  death. 

^  Bishop  Ken  used  to  say,  that  king  William 
and  queen  Mary  would  gladly  have  permitted 
the  non-juring  bishops  and  clergy  (who  had  just 
before  signalized  themselves  in  a  steady  opposi- 
tion to  popery)  to  have  enjoyed  their  prefer- 
tnents  till  death,  upon  their  parole  of  honour 
given,  that  they  would  never  disturb  the  go- 
vernment; which  favour  would  have  been  thank- 
fully accepted  of,  and  complied  with,  by  tlie 
aforesaid  bishops,  &c. ;  but  somebody  here  al- 
luded to  (at  least  as  Macarius  thought)  traversed 
their  majesties*  gracious  intentions.  In  proof  of 
this,  bishop  Ken  performed  tbe  funeral  service 
over  Mr.  Kettlewell  in  the  year  1693,  and  pray- 
ed for  king  William  and  queen  Mary. 

33  Dr.  George  Hooper.  N.  B.  It  must  here 
also  be  remembered,  that  Dr.  lieveridge,  refused 
to  succeed  bishop  Ken  in  1691,  and  then  the 
offer  was  made  to  R.  Kidder,  D.  D. 

5»  Mr.  John  Kettlewell,  vicar  of  Coleshill  in 
Warwickshire. 

•^  See  Exodus,  passim.  Psalm  xcv,  t.  10. 
Hebr.  ch.  iii,  v.  17. 

asKxod.  ch.  xiii,  v.  21. 

jn  Deut.  Cb.  viii,  v.  4. 

«  Waters  of  Marah.     Exod.  cb.  xr,  ▼.  25— 

t5. 

29  Ibid.  ch.  xvi,  V.  15  and  35. 

30  Deut.  xxxiv,  v.  1. 

31  Palestina  is  the  Scripture  word  for  Palestine. 
Isaiabtv^ice,  ch.  xiv,  v.  29,  31.  Exod.  ch.  xv, 
Y.  14. 


Happy!  who  thus,  by  tmpercelv»ddecar. 
Absent  themselves  from  lif^*,  and  steal  away  ^ 

Accept  this  verse,  to  make  thy  mem'ry  live. 
Lamented  shade ! — *Tis  all  thy  son  can  give 
Rt'tter  to  own  the  flf  bt  we  cannot  pay, 
Than  with  false  gc»ld  tliy  fun'ral  rites  defiray. 
Vainly  my  Muse  is  anxious  to  procure 
Gifts  unavailing,  empty  sepulture^; 
As  vainly  she  expands  her  fluttering  win^ : 
She  is  no  swan,  nor,  as  she  dien,  she  sings. 
lie,  that  would  brighten  ancient  di'monds,  most 
Clear  and  re-polish  them  with  di'mood  dust: 
That  task  is  not  for  me :  tbe  Muses  lore 
Is  lost ; — For  Pope  and  Dryden  are  no  more ! 

O  Pope !  too  great  to  copy,  or  to  praise  ; 
(Whom  envy  sinks  not,  nor  encominms  ratie;) 
Forgive  this  g^teful  tribute  of  my  lays, 
Milton  alone  could  Eden  lost  re-gain; 
And  only  thou  portray  Messiah's  reign. 
O  early  lost !  with  ev'ry  grace adom'd ! 
Vjy  me  (so  Heavens  ordain  it)  alwajrs  moarn'd* 
By  thee  the  good  Macarius  was  approved : 
Whom  Fenton  honoured,  and  Philotheiis  lov^  *. 

My  first,  my  latest  bread,  1  owe  to  thee  : 
Thou,  and  thy  friends,  preserv*d  my  Mote  and 

me. 
By  proxy,  from  a  gen'rous  kindred  spread, 
Tliy  Craggs's  bounty  fell  upon  my  head  ^ : 
Thy  Mordaimt's  ^  kindness  did  my  youth  cn- 

gage» 
And  thy  own  Chesterfield  protects  my  •ge. 


BOETIVS: 

OR,  THE  UPRIGHT  STATESMAN, 

A  SUPrOSED    EFISTLK   FROM    BOETIDS  TO   BIS   WIFI 
RUSTICIANA. 


.  Pectore  magno 


Spemque  metumque  domat,  vitiosublimioromoi^ 
Exempt  us  fatis ;  indignantemque  rept^lit 
Fortunam ;  dubio  quem  non  in  turbine  renim 
Depr^ndit  suprema  dies,  sedabire  paraLum, 
Ac  plenum  viti.  SUt.  Sylv.  1«  L 


ARGUMENT. 
BoETius  flourished  in  the  former  part  of  the 
sixth  century.     He  was  descended  from  the 

3i  Macarius  (who  was  bom  the  28th  of  Octo- 
ber, 1650)  was  dispossessed  of  his  prefeiments 
in  1691,  and  remained  deprived  till  the  timeol 
his  death,  which  happened  in  February  Vi^b; 
and  (which  is  remarkable  enough)  the  bishops 
Kidder,  Hooper,  and  Wynne  all  contrived  that 
Macarius  should  receive  the  little  profits  from 
his  prebend  of  Wells  as  long  as  he  lived.  A  cir- 
cumstance to  their  honour,  as  well  as  his. 

^^  llunc  saltern  accumulem  donis, .  &  fungar 
inani 
Munere.  "Viig. 

^  Philotheiis,  bishop  Ken. 
:  35  The  late  Mrs.  Nugent^-and  Edward £Uot  of 
Port  Eliot,  esq.  &c.  &c 

^Charles,  Ute  carl  of  PetefboTOw,  general  i4 
Spain,  &c 
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Vanlian  family,  and  was  one  of  the  first  per- 
•ons  of  Rome  in  fortunes  and  dignity.  He  re- 
ceived his  education  at  Athens ;  after  which 
be  was  thrice  consul,  and  always  renowned  for 
liis  eloquence  in  the  senate.  He  was  upon  all 
occasions  inflexibly  honest  and  veracious. 

2lis  book  entitulen  the  Consolation  of  Philosophy, 
may  be  looked  upon  as  a  master-piece  of  fine 
writing.  The  poetry  of  it  is  equal  to  most 
compositions  in  the  Augustan  age ;  and  that 
eren  in  the  classical  purity  of  style:  but  some- 
thing which  manifests  the  declension  of  the 
Roman  language  may  be  discovered  in  the 
prose  part. 

In  his  prose  writings  he  made  Aristotle  his  mo- 
del ;  and,  like  him,  is  always  clear,  though 
concise :  leaving  an  infinite  fund  for  the  mind 
of  the  reader  to  work  upou.  Many  works  pass 
under  his  name :  some  are  genuine ;  and  some 
are  looked  upon  as  sapposititious. 

This  book  of  IMiilosophica)  Consolation  (from 
which  a  large  part  of  the  present  epistle  is 
extracted)  has  been  universsdly  admired  in  all 
ages,  ins9much  that  there  are  many  more  fine 
manuscripts  extant  of  it,  than  of  V^irgil,  Ho- 
race, and  Cioero,  all  taken  together.  The 
work  we  here  speak  of  has  been  the  particular 
delight  and  study  of  princes  and  good  politi- 
cians. Chaucer  translated  it  into  our  lan- 
guage, and  afterwards  it  was  translated  by 
queen  Elizabeth,  5c c. 

Boetius  had  two  wives :  the  first  was  Help^s  a 
Sicilian  >,  whose  conjujfal  affection  is  cele- 
brated by  him  in  an  epitaph  still  extant.  His 
second  wife  (to  whom  the  following  letter  is 
supposed  to  be  addressed}  was  Rusticiana,  the 
daughter  of  Symmachus,  a  Roman  senator  and 
consul ;  one  of  the  most  virtuous,  learned,  and 
amiable  persons  of  that  age.  As  to  Rusti- 
ciana, historians  give  her  all  perfections  of 
mipd  and  body.  By  her  Boetius  had  several 
children:  and  two  of  his  sons  when  young 
had  the  honour  to  be  publicly  carried  to  the 
senate-house  in  a  consular  chair,  by  way  of 
extraordinary  compliment  to  their  father. 

When  Theodoric  the  Goth -made  himself  master 
of  the  kingdom  of  Italy,  he  wisely  made 
choice  of  Boetius  to  be  the  dhector  of  his 
councils,  and  governed  for  many  years  to  the 
universal  satisfection  of  his  subjects.     From 

»  Edward  Philips,  who  writ  one  of  the  best  ac- 
comets  we  have  of  the  poets,  ancient  and  modem, 
saya,-  "  some  authors  assert  that  Help^s  was 
daughter  of  a  Sicilian  king,  and  that  she  writ 
hymns  in  honour  of  the  apostles  after  she  em* 
braced  Christianity." 

Philips's  authority  carries  weight  with  it: 
for  Milton  was  the  instructor  of  his  youthful  stu- 
dies, and  afterwards  revised  the  work  we  here 
allode  to;  Philips's  mother  being  Milton's  sis- 
ter. 

Philips's  book  was  published  in  12mo,  1665, 
and  entitnled  Theatrum  Poetamm.    One  Win- 


a  principle  of  self-interest  he  had  long  con- 
cealed his  inclination  for  Arianism ;  but  a  se- 
ries of  prosperous  government  made  hhn  am- 
bitioiis,  self-confident,  and  jealous  of  Boetius^s 
glory.  In  addition  to  this,  the  Gothic  chief- 
tains that  belonged  to  him  were  uneasy  to  see 
all  power  in  the  hands  of  a  Roman  ;  and  one 
of  them  in  particular,  named  Trigilla,  h.iv- 
ing  gained  a  new  and  great  ascendancy  over 
the  king,  contrived  our  statesman's  ruin,  hf 
suborning  false  witnesses,  and  devising  trea- 
sonable letters  between  him  and  Justin^  em- 
peror of  the  east 

Boetius  was  first  banished  to  Pavia,  and  after' 
four  years  confinement  privately  executed  ia 
prison.  His  faUierr  in-law,  Symmachus,  in- 
curred the  same  fate^  Theodoric  soon  afters 
wards  died  with  remorse,  uiider  all  the  agonifls 
of  a  disturbed  mind. 

It  has  been  looked  upon  by  many  good  chris- 
tians as  no  small  misfortune,  that  Boetius  ia 
bis  Consolation  has  not  derived  bis  afguments 
from  divine  wisdom  as  well  as  prophane  phi-< 
losophy.  One  may  perceive  here  and  there 
several  hints  taken  from  Scripture,  but  nothing 
as  i  remember,  in  totidem  verbis:  yet  his  ge- 
neral belief  of  Christianity  has  never  been  sus- 
pected, nor  even  his  orthodoxy ;  lor  he  writ 
an  express  treatise  on  the  consubstantiality  of 
the  Trinity,  which  is  still  preserved,  and  look- 
ed upon  to  be  genuine. 

These  circumstances  induced  me  to  conclude 
this  epistle  in  a  manner  not  unworthy  of  our 
philosopher,  and  highly  agreeable  to  his  imi- 
tator. 

It  has  often  been  thought,  that  a  second  part 
added  to  Boetins's  Consolation,  written  in  the 
same  manner  of  a  vision,  and  consisting  of 
verse  and  prose  interchangeably, where  Divine 
Wisdom  is  introduced  as  the  speaker  and  com- 
forter, would  afford  us  one  of  the  finest  and 
most  instructive  works  that  could  be  compos- 
ed.    The  sieur  de  Ceriziers,    almoner    to 

,  Louis  the  XlUtb,  made  an  attempt  of  thb 
kind  about  the  year  1636,  and  executed  k 
with  some  degree  of  success. 

Boetius  was  commented  upon  by  no  less  a  pei^ 
son  than  Thomas  Aquinas,  who  was  one  of  the 
clearest  and  purest  writers  of  his  time.  This 
shows  the  esteem  in  which  the  scholastic  ages 
held  him. 

In  our  country  king  Alfred  was  the  fir^t  whs 
translated  the  Consolation  of  Philosophy,  and 
this  translation  is  still  extant  Chaucer,  as 
we  have  already  hinted,  gave  us  another  ver- 
sion ;  and  a  third,  I  think,  was  published  bj 
the  monks  of  Tavistock,  at  the  second  press 
that  was  established  in  England.  A  fourth 
translation  was  made  (as  some  say)  by  queen 
Elizabeth ;  and  one  or  too  more  preceded  the 
version  published  by  lord  Preston. 

I  have  nothing  Csrther  to  add,  but  that  my  wor- 
thy friend,  to  whom  this  elegy  is  addressed, 
will  be  pleased  to  bear  in  menoory  these  beau- 
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Ipte  CHModft  geref,  patrUaqne  exempla  panbn; 
PofcttsTOt:    prsflUtque  domi  dotUm  trimii. 


Jamqoe  vmJe,  3c  penit^  noti  tibi  Tstit  miBomn 
Corde  odre  veta.— 


EPISTLE 

ftCM  tOinVt  TO  MU  WIfB  IVfTtCIAVA. 

And  it  eame  to  pMs  from  the  time  that  he  (Po- 
tiphar)  had  made  him  orer-teer  in  his  house, 
and  over  all  that  be  bad,  that  tbe  Lord  MesBcd 
the  EgyptiaD*8  house  for  Joseph's  sake ;  and 
the  blessing  of  the  Lord  was  upoo  all  be  bad 
m  the  boose  and  in  tbe  field. 

Gen.  oh.  ixidx,  ▼.  5. 

INTRODUCTION. 

Tai  man,  that's  traly  read  in  virtue's  bvs, 
Impioves  from  censure,  and  distrusts  applauae. 
Firm  in  his  hope,  be  yields  not  to  despair  *  ; 
The  cube  reverst  is  still  erect  and  squarel. 
Eliot,  to  whom  kind  Nature  did  impart 
The  coolest  bead,  and  yet  the  warme«t  heait: 
Blest  in  thy  nuptials,  blest  in  thy  retreat. 
Privately  good,  and  amiably  great; 
Accept  with  candour  these  spontamous  lays» 
And  grant  me  pardon,  for  I  ask  not  praise.-^ 
In  proof  the  Muse  true  oracles  recites. 
Hear  what  Boetius  to  bis  oousort  writes. 
Mark  well  tbe  man,   and  UeaT*n  thy  bbour 

bless; — 
In  aO  be  like  him,  but  unbappiness ! 
Thus  he  aqpir'd  on  meditation's  wings. 
And  totJtebestofooasortithuBliesingt; 


RusnciAjiAy  loreliest  of  thy  kind« 
Most  in  my  eyes,  and  ever  in  my  mind ; 
Ezird  from  all  the  joys  the  worid  can  give^ 
And— (for  my  greater  grief!)  alfow'd  to  lire : 
(By  him  i,  I  train'd  to  gk>ry,  basely  left;) 
Of  all  things,  but  my  innocence,  bereft: 
Patrician,  consul,  statesman  but  in  name; 
Of  honour  plundered,  and  proscribed  in  fame: 
(BetrayM  l:^  men  my  patronage  bad.fed. 
And  curst  by  lips  to  which  I  gave  their  bread  ;) 
To  thee  i  breathe  my  elegies  of  woe; 
For  thee,  and  chiefly  thee,  my  sorrows  6ow: 
Joint-partner  of  mv  life,  my  heart's  relief  > 
Alike  partaker  of  my  joys  or  grief ! 

All-bounteuus^od,  bow  gracious  was  the  care 
To  mix  thy  antioote  with  my  despair  I 
Rusticiana  lives  to  smooth  my  death* 


O  wifie,  more  gentle  than  the  western  breeca. 
Which  (loath  to  part)  dwells  whispering  on  the 

trees: 
Chaste  as  th' lamb  th' indulgent  pastor  leads 
To  living  streams  throe  Sharon's  flow'ry  okeads; 
Mild  as  the  voice  of  coo^srt  to  deitpair; 
Fair  as  tbe  spring,  and  yet  more  true  than  foir^ 
Delightful  as  tbe  all-enlitening  Sun ; 
Brigbter  than  rills,  that  glitter  as  they  run. 
And  mark  thee  spotless; — air  thy  purity 
Denotes,  thy  clearness  fire,  and  earth  thy  con» 

stancy*. 
Weep  not  to  read  these  melancboly  strains  ; 
Change  courts  for  cells,  and  coronets  for  cha  ins^~* 
No  greatness  can  be  lost,  where  God  remains  ! 

Say,  what  avails  me,  that  I  boast  the  fame 
And  deathless  honours  of  tbe  Manlian  name ; 
Th'  unsoil'd  succession  of  renown'd  descent. 
Equal  to  time's  historical  extent  4  ? 
One  of  my  ancestors  receiv'd  hh  doom 
There,  where  be  saved  the  liberties  of  Rome  t 
Did  not  another  plunge  into  the  wave 
Tbe  Gaulish  champion,  and  his  country  save  } 
Did  not  a  third,  ^and  harder  was  bis  fate) 
Make  bis  own  child  a  victim  for  tbe  state  ? 
And  did  not  I  my  wealth  and  life  consume. 
To  Mess  at  once  Theodoric  and  Rome>— * 
But  all  is  cancell'd  and  forgotten  sincr  ; 
Past  merits  were  reproaches  to  my  prinpe  { 

As  my  own  glory  serv'd  to  ruin  me. 
Thy  birth  from  Symmacbus  avails  not  thee : 
Thy  meekness,  prudence,  beauty,  imiooeocc. 
Thy  knowledge,  and  thy  Tirtoen,  gave  offence. 
When  excellence  is  eminent,*  like  thine. 
Our  eyes  are  dazzled  with  too  bright  a  dmne ; 
De^tb  must  tbe  mediupa  give,   that  makes  it 
mildly  shine. 

What  visionary  hope  the  wretch  beguiles. 
Who  founds  bis  confidence  on  princes'  smiles  ? 
True  to  their  int'rest,  mindless  of  their  trust. 
Convenient  is  tbe  regal  term  for  just. 
The  plant,  my  cultivating  bands  had  made 
A  spreading  tree,  qipress'd  me  with  its  shade  ^ 
Ambition  pusb'd  forth  many  a  vig'rous  shoot. 
And  rancid  jealousy  maour'd  the  root : 
Ingratitude  a  willmg  heart  misled. 
And  sycophants  tbe  growing  mischief  fed, 

^  Quia  te  feUdssimum  conjugis  podore  wm 
prvdkavit? 

Pbilosopbse  Verba  ad  Boetiuni, 

De  Conaolat.  L.  II,  Proa.  3. 

Vivit  uxor  ingenio    modesta,   pudidtiae  {pu- 

dure  prccellens,  et,  ut  omnes  ejus  dotes  bre^'v 

ter  includam,  patri  (Symmacb<^  similis.    Vivit 

inoiiam. .  tibioue    tant^m.     vitss   haios    esnaa. 
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iTiUtl^  Arian  wpbirt » crept thio^  "ll  wtra»t; 
The  teapter  plyM  him,    and  there  split  the 

laint. 
iTh'  assafliiB-baDd  which  OdcAcer  slew. 
Once  mofe,  disUin'd  with  bkwd,   ippear'd  to 
Not  foe  by  foe  in  hostile  fields  opprcst,      [view : 
But  friend  wHh  friend,  th'  inviter  end  the  guest*. 


(Swiftto  encourage,  eager  to  redress. 
The  steward  of  a  nation's  happiness ;) 
Tftught  turn,  each  gift  he  gave,  by  truth  to  scan; 
T'  adapt  the  man  to  place,  not  place  to  man  ; 
To  guard  the  public  wealth  with  anxious  care. 
Studious  of  peace,  but  still  prepared  for  war : 
Taught  him,  that  princes  of  celestial  kind. 


1^  tow  iwSi  my  m\.  how  v«n  my  toib,    Uke  Noma.  cuWr^e  the  fleia  «>d  miod  •• : 


To  SOW  religkm's  seeds  in  courUy  soils ! 

The  few  surririog  planU  that  fix'd  their  rwty 

O'crcharg'd  with  specious  herbage,  bore  no  fruit, 

C4orv*d  to  satiety  with  unctuous  juice 

^fom  afot  earth,  and  form'd  for  bulk,  not  use  j 

Till  all  the  cultivating  hand  revives 

Is  steril  plenty  of  luxuriant  leaves  ».— 

Or,  where  we  aow'd  the  grain  of  life,  swcoeeds 

A  copious  harvest  of  pernicious  weeds,     [stands, 

WhSc  com  once  stood,    th»  insatiate  turtle 

Aod  deletereous  he«k)C  chokes  the  laods. 

If  enojars  purely  human  are  forgiVn, 
J  daiepiieent  my  last  appeal  to  Hcav»n, 
Rel'mB  aad  clear  honesty,  oombinM, 
Kade  up  the  short  full  system  of  my  mind. 
Nicely  I  mark»d  the  quicksands  of  the  state. 
The  Clown's  encroachments,  and  the  peoples 

hate; 
IZoi^-wahi'd  my  prince  of  arbitrary  sway, 
And  taught  his  sulyecU  willingly  t'  obey : 
Thus  ev>ry  thing  oonspir'd  to  one  great  end. 
The  nation  was  my  child,  the  king  my  friend. 
Both  stiU  1  serv'd  with  uniform  intent. 
The  good  of  both  with  equal  fervour  meant ; 
And,  whcresoe'er  th'  infraction  first  arose, 
fn^  judged  th'  aggressors  man's  ai^  native's 
foes* 
Monai«hs,  somet'iiQies,  discard  thro'  ^>  or 
hate»  t»tatej 

Those,  whose  good  sense  and  ▼Uiues  poi»e  the 
So  mariners,  when  stprmi  the  oceap  sweep, 
j3ommit  tiieir  guaidian-ball?ist  to  the  deep. 
Methinks.  in  these  my  solitudes,  i  hear 
Tricilla  whUp^rinc  in  the  tyrant's  ear  B, 
"  Assert  the  glories  which  are  all  thy  own ; 
And  lopthe  branch  that  over-ihades  the  throne }" 
When  he  and  malice  know,  I  taught  no  irore 
Than  ev'ry  righteous  statesman  Uught  before. 
I  show'd  my  prince  ♦-^•The  first  of  regal  arts 
Was  to  rv.gn  monard)  of  the  people?!  hearu ; 

s  Theodoric  in  his  heart  iras  strongly  incline^ 

|o  Arianism.  ,  ,.  .«  ju 

•  Odolu^r  and  Theodoric  had  divided  by  agrcc- 
mentlhe  kingdom  of  Italy  between  them.  The- 
^tter  invited  the  former  to  a  banquet,  and  kiUed 
him  with  his  own  hand.  .... 

1  _  pescia  falcis 

Sylva  comam  toUit,  fructumque  expirat  in 
umbras.  Stat.  Sylv«. 

*  L.  I,  Pros.  4.  ... 
f  The  precepts  of  government,  compnjed  m 

the  following  lines,  and  recommended  by  Boe- 
this,  are  extracted  almost  verbatim  from  Cas- 
•iodorus»s  Letters.  Cassiodorus  was  secretory  to 
Theodoric  and  Athalanc,  kings  of  the  Goths. 
He  was  a  stotcsman  of  great  genius,  and  an  au- 
thor of  wonderful  invention. 

An  ancient  writer  of  the  church  has  justly 
marked  out  the  difBerenpe  betwixt  a  king  wKi  a 
^/nxULi  ;« they  have  both"  (uyshe)  "lOiiolute 


Wam'd  him  'gainst  pow'r,  which  suffers  no  con- 
trol; 
Bat  mostly  that,  which  persecutes  the  soul : 
Then  by  examples,  or  from  reason,  sboWil, 
That  noue  are  true  to  roan  who*re  Mae  to  God  "; 
And  that  our  lives,  except  by  freedom  blest. 
Are  a  dull  paauve  slavery  at  best" 
Hence  righteous  kings  of  softer  clay  are  made  ; 
Not  for  their  sab^ecU  m'is'ry,  but  their  aid  ^. 
True  liberty,  by  pious  mooaichs  giv'n. 
Is  en^bkmatic  manna  raia'd  from  Heav'n : 
Without  it,  ev'ry  appetite  is  paH'd, 
The  body  fotter'd,  and  the  mmd  eathrall'd^s. 

Thus  when  by  obance  some  nistic  band  invadet 
The  nightingale's  recess  m^poplar-shadee. 
And  bears  the  pris'ner  with  offensive  care 
To  Nero's  house  of  gold,  and  Nero's  fore; 
Th'  aiirial  chorister,  no  longer  free. 
Wails  and  detesto  man's  civil  cruelty:' 
Still  dumb  th'  imprison'd  sylvan  bard  remains ; 
(Your  human  bards  makft    mosic   with   thor 

chains;) 
And  when  from  his  exalted  cage  he  sees     [trees. 
The  hills,  the  dales,  the  lawns,  the  streams,  the 
He  looks  on  courtly  (bod  with  loathing  eyes. 
And  sighs  for  Uberty,  and  worms,  and  flies  '4. 


power  and  abundance  of  people  under  their  com- 
mand ;  but  exert  their  authority  and  power  in  a 
very  difiereot  manner:  for  the  former  seeks  only 
the  goi.d  of  those  whom  he  governs,  and  haaardf 
all,  even  his  Itfe,  that  they  may  Uve  in  peace  and 
safety."  He  then  gives  the  contrast  of  their 
charaotets  in  more  full  detail. 
Syneyius  Bishcp  of  Cyreo^  to  the  Emperor 
'  Arcadius. 

loQvid.  MctXV,  ▼.  482. 
'>Asayii«  of  Constantius  Chloras,  thefotber 
of  Constantine  the  Great 

12  The  phacaeier  of  a  just  and  pious  pfipoe  is 
finely  marked  by  Isaiah,  «h,  xvi,  v.  5.  "In 
mercy  shall  the  throne  be  established,  apd  he 
shall  sit  upon  it  ip  truth,  in  the  tobemacle  of 
JDavid ;  judging  and  seeking  judgment,  and  hast- 
ing  righteousness."  .    ^^  a 

'3  Much  to  thispurp«e  is  a  passage  in  the  Son 
of  Sirach:— "  As  long  as  thou  livest,  andhwt 
breath  in  thee,  give  not  thyself  over  to  any.  In 
all  thy  works  keep  to  thyself  the  pre-eminence, 
and  leave  not  a  staip  in  thine  honour." 

Ecclus.  ch.  xxxuu 

U  One  canit  altis  garrula  ramjs  .^ 
•      Ales,  caves  clauditur  antro. 
Huic  licet  illito  pocula  mclle 
Largasque  dapes  dulci  studio 
Ludens  hominum  cura  ministret ; 
Si  umen  alto  saliens  tecto 
Nemorum  gratas  viderit  umbras,  i 
Sparsas  pedibus  preterit  escas  ^ 
Sylvas  tantom  moesta  requirit 

Boet,  de  Cpps^lat  L.  UI,  Metr.  % 
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HARTE'S  POEMS. 


Such  tmfhs  my  crimes!  But  Charity's  soft 
▼eil 
Shall  shade  the  hateful  remuant  of  the  tale. 
The  daughter  of  a  S\i]]inachus  **  disdains 
Vindictive  plaints  and  ammonious  strains ; 
Make  the  solemnity  of  grief  appear 
Magnificently  domb,  without  a  tear ! 
Brare  as  onr  sex,  and  as  thy  own  resigned ; 
TJnoonqner'd,  like  thy  beauty,  be  thy  mind  ' — 
Wretch  that  I  was,  howdar'd  I  to  complain  > 
}{eav'o*s  chasUsemeots  are  never  dealt  in  vain ! 
In  somethhig,  or  my  pride  or  frailty  err'd, 
And  my  just  doom  was  certain,  tbo'  deferred. 
The  mists  of  twilight-sunshine,  and  esteem, 
Made  me  not  greater  grow,  but  greater  seem. 
When  I  the  paths  of  human  grandeur  trod. 
Might  sot  my  alien  heart  diverge  from  God  ? 
Might  I  not  raise  my  kins-folk  and  ray  friends 
From  private  reasons,  and  for  private  ends; 
Exclusive  of  the  better  few,  who  stay 
Far  from  the  solar  walk,  and  court's  high-way  '^ 
Might  I  not  swell  too  much  on  earthly  powV, 
Man^s  ideot- play-thing,  gewgaw  of  an  hour? 
Or  might  not  false  compliance,  flatt'ry,  'art, 
Vnhinge  my  truth,  uochristianize  my  heart? 

Why  nara'd  I  m  these  lines  my  wealth,  my 
race  », 
The  consul's  station,  or  the  statesman's  place; 
The  confidence  I  gained,  the  trusts  I  bore  ?— 
Sec,  my  heart  sickens  to  review  them  more ! 
Boast  as  we  will,  dissemble  as  we  can, 
A  pious  peasant  Is  the  greater  man. 

How  hard  the  contest,  and  how  sharp  the  strife 
To  part  the  great  from  pageantry  of  life  ! 
To  wean  the  bearded  infant  from  his  toys, 
Vain  hopes,  vain  honours,  and  still  vainer  joys ! 
See  the  proud  demi-god  in  triumph  sit, 
With  nauseous  incense  chok'd,  and  hireling  wit; 
Hymn'd  by  a  chorus  of  self-serving  tools. 
The  Niaroch  '^  of  bis  knaves,    and  calf  ^  of 

fools!— 
I'll  dwell  no  longer  on  this  angry  theme  S' ;— i 
But  sketch  the  moral  picture  of  a  dream  ^. 

One  night,  with  grief  o'er  charg'd,  with  cares 
opprest, 
like  a  sick  child,  I  rooan'd  myself  to  rest : 

^  Pretiosissimum  generis  humani  decus  Sym- 
machus  socer ; 
Vir  totus  ei  sapientia,  virtutibusque  factus. 
Boet.  de  Consolat.  L.  11,  Pros.  4. 

Socer  Symmachus,  sanctus,    atque    actu  ipso 
reverendus.         Ibid.  L.  I,  Pros.  4. 

•^  "  In  chusing  men  who  are  to  discharge  the 
highest  offices,  the  safest  conduct  is  to  take  the 
man  who  goes  out  of  his  way  in  order  to  decline 
it,  and  not  the  man  who  intrudes  boldly  fur  it." 
St.  Bernard. 

M  See  the  early  part  of  the  epistle. 

^9  2  Kings,  ch.  xix,  v.  37. 

»  Exod.  ch.  xxxii,  v.  4,     1  Kings,  ch.  xiT,  v. 
f8. 

2»  De  sceleribus  ac  fraudibus  delntomm  recta  I 


When  lo,  a  fi^re  of  cele^tal  mien 
(Known  indistinctly  once,  and  fiaintly  seen) 
Approacb'd  me ;  far  and  graccfal  as  a  queeii« 
Now,  (strange  to  tcii !)    she  seem'd  of  hoBiaa 

size. 
And  now,  her  form  anpist  half  rwich'd  the  skies®. 

Sweet-smiling,  with  an  accent  soft  she  said, 
*«  Is  this  Boetius  ?  Or  Bc^tias'  shade  ? 
What  sudden  stroke  of  unexpected  woe 
Congeals  thy  team,  and  wants  the  pow'r  to  flov  I 
Incapable  of  comfort  or  relief, 
See  a  dumb  image  petrify'd  with  grief! 
Th'  impetuous  storm  arose  not  by  degrees, 
'But  bursts  like  hurricanes  on  Adria's  seas  **." 

She  spoke,  and  to  my  throbbing  heart  appJy'd 
Her  tender  hand;    **My  sou,   my  son,"    siie 
cry'd,  [ea^; 

"Med'cines,  and  not  complaints,  thy  pangs  Hrast 
False  greatness,  and  false  pride,  are  thy  disease,** 
Then  with  her  other  hand  she  toiich'd  my  eycatJ^ 
Soft,  as  when  Zephyr's  breath  o'er  roses  fiiea : 
Instant  ray  sense  retum'd,  restor'd  and  wtMle, 
To  re-possess  its  empire  of  the  soal. 
So,  when  o'er  Phoebus  low-bung  cloods  prerai^ 
Sleep  on  each  hill,  and  sadden  ev'ry  dale; 
Sudden,  up-springing  from  the  noitb,  invades 
A  purging  wind,  which  first  disturbs  the  shades i 
Thins  the  black  phalanx ;  till  with  fury  dnvhi 
Swift  disappears  the  flying  wreck  of  Heav'n  : 
To  iis  own  native  bhie  the  sky  refines. 
And  the  Sun's  orb  with  double  radiance  shines**. 

1l)e  dame  celestial  marked  with  glad  surpri»s 
Recover 'd  reason  laboring  in  my  eyes. 
And,  kindly  smiling,  said,  or  seem'd  to  say  ; 
"  At  iengtli,  my  son,  the  intellectual  ray 
Jnst  gleams  the  hopeful  promise  of  a  day. 
Patients  like  thee  must  cautiously  be  fbd 
With  milk  diluted,  and  innoxious  bread  : 
Permit  me  then  in  gentlest  strains  to  give 
Rules  to  die  happy,  and  contented  live ; 
And,  when  thy  stomach  can  strong  food  digest. 
My  prudence  shall  administer  the  resi*7. 
I  never  leave  my  children  on  the  road. 
But  lead  each  pilgrim  to  his  blest  abode  **. 

'*  Suffice  it  first  this  wholesome  truth  t*  !■»• 
part; 
Coy  Fortune's  absence  stings  thee  to  the  heart  a 
A  willingmistress  to  the  young  and  bold. 
But  scornful  of  the  tim'rous  and  the  old : 
Mere  lust  of  change  compeli'd  her  to  cashier 
Her  best  lov'd  Pompey  in  his  fiftieth  year. 

23  L.  I,  Pros.  1,  De  Consolat.  Phibsoph. 
«  De  Consolat.  Philosoph.  L.  I,  Pros.  2. 
^  L.  I,  Pros.,9. 

28  Tunc  me  discussa  liquemnt  nocte  tenebrc^ 
Luminibusqiie  prior  rediit  vigor. 

Ut  cum  prscipitt  glomeraotur  sidera  Coro 
Nimbosisque  polus  stetit  imbribus : 

Sol  latet,  ac  nondnm  cceb  venientibus  astrit 
Desuper  in  terram  nox  funditur. 

Banc,  si  Thretcio  Boreas  emissus  ab  antio 
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^6  frowm  of  a  capt-ieioas  jilt  yoa  momn, 
Who*8  thine  or  mine,  and  ev'ry  man's  by  turn  : 
Were  Fortune  crnstant,  she's  no  more  the  same. 
But,  changed  iii  species,  tal^es  another  name. 
Say.  when  that  prodigy^  of  falsehood  smil'd. 
And  all  the  sorceress  thy  heart  beguil'd ; 
When  er'ryjoy  that  full  possession  gave 
Rose  to  the  highest  relish  man  can  crave ; 
Wast  thou  then  happy  to  thy  soul's  desire  ?— 
Something  to  seek,  and  something  to  require. 
Still,  still  perplex'd  thee,  unforeseen  before.^- 
TTiy  draughts  were  mighty,  but  thy  dropsy  more». 
*Tis  granted,  Fortune^s  vanish'd — and  what  then  ? 
Thou*rt  still  as  truly  rich  as  all  good  men : 
Thy  mind^s  thy  own^  (if  that  be  calm  and 

ev*n  !)— 
Thy  fiiith  in  Providence,  thy  funds  in  Heav'n. 
The  Indian  only  took  her  jmgling  bells. 
Her  rags  of  silk,  and  trumpery  of  shells : 
Virtue's  a  plunder  of  a  cumb'rous  make. 
She  cannot,  and  she  does  not  chuse  to  take^'. — 
Accept  the  inconstaut,  if  she  deigns  to  stay; 
And,  if  she  leaves  thee,  speed  her  on  the  way : 
For  Where's  the  diff*rence,  mighty  reas'ner,  say, 
When  man  by  death  of  all  things  is  bereft. 
If  he  leaves  Fortune,  or  by  Fortune's  left**? 
Fortune  to  Galba'9  door  the  diadem  brought ; 
The  door  was  clos'd,  and  other  sons  she  sought : 
Fortune's  a  woman,  over  fond  or  blind ; 
A  step-dame  now,  and  now  a  mother  kind. 

"  Eschew  the  lust  of  pow'r,  and  pride  of 

life  ;— 
One  jarring  mass  of  counter-working  strife  ! 
Vain  hopes,  which  only  idiot  minds  employ ; 
And  fancy  builds  for  fancy  to  destroy  ! 
All  must  be  wretched  who  expect  too  much  ;. 
life's  chymic  gold  proves  recreant  to  the  touch. 
"  The  man  who  fears,  nor  hopes  for  earthly 

things, 
Disarms  the  tyrant,  and  looks  down  on  kings : 
Whilst  the  depend  in  &?>  craving,  flatt'ring  slave, 
Makes  hii  own  chain  that  drags  him   to  the 

grave  ^." 
The  goddess  now,  wiUi  mild  and  sober  grace 
Inclining,  look'd  me  stcdfast  in  the  face. 

**  Thy  exile  next  sits  heavy  on  thy  mind ; 
Thy  pomp,  thy  wealth,  thy  villas,  left  behind. 
Ah,  quit  these  nothings  to  the  hungry  tribe ; 
States  cannot  banish  thee  ;  they  may  proscribe. 
The  good  man's  country  is  in  ev'ry  clime. 
His  God  in  ev'ry  place,  at  ev'ry  time ; 
In  civiiiz'd,  or  in  barbarian  lands, 
Wherever  Virtue  breather,  an  altar  stands^  I 

^  Intelligo  multiformes  illius  prodigii  fucos* 

L.  II,  Pros.  1. 
^  Largis  cum  potius  muneribus  fluens 
gitis  arde8<:it  babendi.  L.  Il|  Metr.  2« 

31  L.  II,  Pros.  1. 

^  Quid   igitur  referre  pntes,  tnn^  illam  mo- 
ricendo  deseras^  an  te  illafugiendo? 

Lib.  If,  Pros.  3. 
S)  Quisqnifl  composite  serenus  sbvo 
Nee  speres  aliquid,  nee  extimescas, 
EzarmAveris  impotentrs  hram. 
At  qnisquis  trepidus  pavet,  rel  opiat, 
Nectit,  qua  valeat  trahi,  catenam. 

BoetL.  I. 
^  L.  I,  Pros.  5,  Boetius. 


"  A  farther  weakness  in  thy  heart  I  read  ; 
Thy  prison  shocks  thee  with  unusual  dread  : 
Dark  solitude  thy  wav'riog  mind  appalls. 
Damp  floors,  and  low  hung  roofs,  aad  naked 

walls. 
Yet  here  the  mind  of  Socrates  could  soar  ; 
And,  being  less  than  man,  he  rose  to  more. 
Wish  not  to  see  new  hosts  of  clients  wait 
In  rows  submissive  through  vast  rooms  of  state  | 
Nor,  on  the  litter  of  coarse  rushes  spread. 
Lament  the  absence  of  thy  downy  bed  : 
Nor  grieve  thou,  that  thy  plunder'd  books  afford 
No  consolation  to  their  exil'd  lord  : 
Read  thy  own  hearl^;  its  nx>tions  nicely  scan; 
There's  a  sufficient  library  for  man3^. 
And  yet  a  nobler  volume  still  remains ; 
The  book  of  Providence  all  truths  contains : 
For  ever  useful,  and  fb»  ever  clear. 
To  all  men  open,  and  to  all  men  near : 
Bytyranta  unsuppress'd,  untouch'd  by  fire  ; 
Old  as  mankind f  and  with  mankind  t'  expire*^. 

"  Next,  what  aggrieves  thee  most,  is  lots  of 
fame, 
And  the  chaste  pride  of  a  once  spotless  name : 
But  mark,  my  son,  the  truths  I  shall  impart. 
And  grave  them  on  the  Ublets  of  thy  heart: 
The  first  keen  stroke  th'  unfortunate  shall  find^ 
Is  losing  the  opinion  of  mankind-'  : 
Slander  and  accusation  take  their  rise 
From  thy  declining  fortunes,  not  thy  vice. 
How  rarely  is  a  poor  man  highly  dcem'd  ; 
Or  a  rich  upstart  villain  dis-esteem'd  ?— 
From  chilly  shades  the  gnats  of  fortune  ran 
To  buz  in  heat  and  twmkle  in  the  sun ; 
Till  Heav'n  (at  Heav'n's  appointed  season  kind,) 
Sweeps  off  th'  Egyptian  plague  with  such  a  wind. 
That  not  one  blood  sucker  is  left  behind. 

"  Boast  not,  nor  grieve  at  good  or  evil  fame3»  J 
Be  true  to  God,  and  thou  art  still  the  same. 
Man  cannot  give  thee  virtues  thou  bast  not. 
Nor  steal  the  virtues  thou  hast  truly  got. 

"  And  what's  the  applause  of  learning  or  of 
wit? 
Critics  unwrite  whate'er  the  author  writi 


-  Ubicunque  Virtus; 


Heic,  puto,  tcmplum  est 

Jac.  Balde  Od9« 
Heav'n,  to  men  well  dispos'd,  is  ev'ry  where, 
Dr.  IVmne. 
3s  "  There  are  two  lessons  which  God  inbtilli 
every  day  Into  the  faithful :  the  one  is,  to  see 
their  own  faults :  the  other  is,  to  comprehend  the 
divine  goodness."  Thom.  k  Kemp. 

*  "  The  best  looking-glass  wherein  to  see  thy 
God  is  perfectly  to  see  thyself." 

Hugo  de  Anima. 
37  L.  I,  Pros.  4.  Boetius. 
3s  At  vero  hie  etiam  nostris  malis  cumulus 
accedit,  quo<l  existlmatio  plurimorum  non  rerum 
mcrita,  sed  fortuns  spectat  eventum ;  eaque 
tantum  judicat  esse  provisa,  quae  felicitas  com- 
mend averit.  Quo  fit,  ut  existimatio  bona,  prima 
omnium  deserat  infelices. 

Boetius,  Ibid. 
30  Si  vis  beatns   esse,   cogita  hoc  primum, 
oontemnere  et  contenmi;  uondum  es  felix,  si  te 
turba  non  deriserit. 

Antisthenis  Dictum* 
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Toanew  ftdethif  leoond  Kfe  must  yit^. 
And  death  will  twice  be  master  of  the  field^. 

<' Nor  grieve,  nor  marmur,  nor  indulge  despair. 
To  see  the  villain  cloth'd,  and  good  man  bare  ; 
To  see  impiety  with  pomp  enthron'd  ;— 
(Virtue  onsougbt  for,  honesty  nnown'd :) 
Heav'n^  diipensatioiis  no  man  can  explore  ; 
In  this,  to  fkthom  God,  is  to  be  more  ! 
Ifleermanbat  guesses  the  divine  decree  ; 
The  most  the  Stagyrite  himself  could  see. 
Was  the  faint  glimm'ring  of  cqntingency. 
Yet  deem  not  rich  men  happy,  nor  the  poor 
TJnprosp*rous ;  wait  th'  event,  and  judge  no  more. 
True  salety  to  Heav'n's  children  must  belong: 
With  Ood  the  rich  are  weak,  the  poor  are  strong. 
Tb'  irrevocatile  sanction  stands  prqwr'd; 
Vice  has  its  curse,  and  virtue  its  reward  *K 
Conscience,  man's  centtnel,  forbids  to  stray. 
Nor  shows  us  the  great  gulf  for  HeavVs  high- 
way. 

"  To  serve  the  great*  and  aggrandise  onr  pride. 
We  barter  honour,  and  our  faith  beside : 
Mindless  of  future  bliss,  and  heav'nly  fiime. 
We  strip  and  sdl  the  Christian  to  the  name. 
Ambitiom,  like  the  sea  by  tempests  tost, 
Still  makes  new  conquests  for  old  conquests  lost : 
Coiirt-fovours  lie  above  the  common  road 
By  modesty  and  humble  virtue  trod ; 
Like  trees  on  precipices,  tliey  display 
Fair  froit.  Which  none  can  reach  but  bonds  of 
prey. 

«  All  men  fifom  want,  as  from  contagion,  fly  ; 
They  weary  Earth,  %nd  importune  the  skyj 
Gain  riches,  and  yet  'scape  not  poverty : 
The  once  mean  soul  preserves  its  earthly  part, 
The  beggar'aflatt'ry,  and  the  beggar's  heart. 

« In  spite  of  titles,  glory,  kindred,  pelf, 
Lov*st  thou  an  object  better  than  thyself } 
You  answer.  No. — If  that,  my  son,  be  true, 
Then  give  to  God  the  thanks  to  God  ar«  due. 
No  man  is  crowned  the  flkv'rlte  of  the  skies. 
Till  Heav*n  his  ftdth  by  sharp  afBiction  tries : 
Nor  chains,  disgrace,  nor  tyrants  can  control 
Th'  ability  to  saveth'  immortal  soul. 
How  oft  did  Seneca  deplore  his  fate, 
D^mrr'd  that  recollectkm  Which ^you  hate! 
How  often  did  Papinian  waste  his  br«a(h 
T'   nnplore   like   your's,   a  pausing  time  for 
deaths*?— 

*'  Place  in  thy  sight  HeavVs  confessors  re- 
And  suffer  with  humility  of  mind :  [stgn*d, 

As  thy  prosperities  pass'd  swift  away, 
'Just  so  thy  grief  shall  make  a  transient  stay  ^K 

40  Cdrn'sert  vobis  raplet  hoc  etiUA  dies. 
Jam  vos  secunda  mors  manet. 

Boetius,  L.  II,  Metr.  7. 
<i  Si  ea  que  panic  ante  txmdusa  sunt,  in- 
•onvnlsa  sequantur,  ipso  de  Cojus  nunc  regno 
loquimur,  anctore  cognosces,  jempet  quidem 
potentes  booos  esse,  nialos  vero  atgectos  semper 
&  imbecilles;  nee  sine  ptttta  unquam  esse  vitia, 
y»6c  sine  prttitib  vlrtutes;  b6nis  MIcia,  maHs 
semper  infortunata  contingere. 
'     Boedns,  L,  IV,  Prosa  1, 

De  Gbnsdlat.  PhTlosoph. 
Qui  semhia  vhti^  fma  ta0o(%Ue. 
r  «s  Boet.  L.  lU,  Proa.  5. 

^'Q^odii  idehrcQte  fcrtnnantnm.ctse  noo 


Thy  life's  last  boor  (oor  is  k  fiur  froai  Oee) 
Is  the  last  hour  of  human  misery. 
Extremes  of  grief  or  joy  are  rirdy  ^v^u* 
And  last  as  rarely,  by  the  will  of  HeaiVn.** 

So  spake  Pliilosopby,  and  upwards  flew^ 
Inspiring  confidence  as  she  withdraw. 

Here  let  my  just  resentments  cease  to  flov^ 
Here  let  me  close  my  elegies  of  woe. 

ItosUciana,  fawest  of  the  fair. 
My  present  object,  and  my  future  care  ; 
Be  mhidAilof  my  children,  and  thy  vows  ^— > 
And  ('gainst  thy  judgment)  O  defend  thy  spouiik 
My  children  are  my  other  self  to  thee  :— 
Heav'n  3rou  distrust  if  you  lament  for  me. 

Weep  not  my  fate :  is  man  to  be  d^plor'd. 
From  a  daiic  prison  to  free  air  restor'd  ? 
Admir'd  by  fViends,  and  envy*d  Iff  my  fee^ 
I  die,  when  glory  to  the  highest  rose. 
I've  mouVited  to  the  summit  of  a  ball; 
If  I  go  fofther,  I  descend,  or  Ml. 
Hail  death,  thou  lenient  cordial  of  relief; 
Preventive  of  my  shame  and  of  my  grief! 
Kind  Nature  crops  me  in  lull  virtue's  bloan^. 
Not  left  to  shrink  and  wither  for  the  tomb. 
Shed  not  a  tear,  but  vindicate  thy  pow*r, 
Enrich'd  like  Egypt's  soil  without  a  sbow'r. 
Fortune,  which  gave  too  much,  did  soon  reptoi^ 
There  was  no  solstice  in  a  course  like  mine. 
With  calmness  I  my  bleeding  death  behold ; 
Suns  set  in  crimson-streams  to  rise  In  goM. 

Farewell,  and  may  Heav'n's  bomity  heap  otf 
thee, 
(As  more  deserving)  what  it  takes  from  me ^  !— 
That  peace,  which  made  thy  social  virtues  iiliiar, 
The  peace  of  conscience,  and  the  peace  ffivtne. 
Be  ever,  O  thou  best  of  women,  thme ! 

Forgive,  Almighty  PoWr,  this  worldly  part; 
These  last  convulskxu  of  an  husband's  heart : 
Give  us  thy  self;  and  teach  our  minds  to  sea 
The  Saviour  and  the  Paradete  in  thee ! 


RELWIOVS  MBtANCffOLr, 
AN  EMBLEMATICAL  ELBOY. 

Shall  not  every  one  mourn  that  dwelleth  thereat 

Amos,  ch.  viii,  v.  8. 
I  did  mourn  as  a  dove ;  mine  eyes  failed  wiCh 
kx>k]Dg  upwards. 

Isaiah,  ch.  xvzviii,  ▼.  14. 
Fear  not  thou,  my  servant,  saith  the  Lord  $  Isr 
l  am  with  thee.     I  will  not  make  a  full  end 
of  thee  i  bat  correct  thee  in  measnre. 

Jer.  ch.  xlvi,  v.  uft. 

exMmas,  qoonlam  qbe  tmic  Issta  videbantari 
abidrunt :  son  est  quod  te  miseram  pates,  quo> 
qsKtmnc  credaatur  mcssta,  prSBtereaat.'' 
Idem,  L.U,  Pros.  3. 

«4  .-.....-«_  Raperis,  dob  indigus  mUg 
Non  nimius.  Stat. 

^Pars   anims  Tioiura   me«,   cni  liaqnera 


O  Utmam !  quo  dura  nihi  rapit  Atropot 
1  Stat^Syhnib 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

It  is  to  be  hoped  the  reader  willptrHoo  me,  if 
1  l»ke  the  liberty  of  preaxiog  to  ibis  elegy  a 
Might  advertisement,  instead  of  inserting  what 
might  seem  too  long  for  a  note  in  the  body  of  the 
poem. 

Having  ventured  (apd  I  am  sure  it  is  licentia 
nmpta  pudenter  i,)  to  introduce  three  or  four 
new  expressions  in  a  Tolume  of  near  five  thou- 
sand lines,  and  one,  namely,  dew-tioged  ray,  in 
the  present  elegy,  1  thought  myself  obliged  to 
make  some  apology  on  that  subject;  since  all 
innovatioiis  in  poets  like  me,  (who  can  only  pre- 
tend to  a  certahn  degree  of  mediocrity)  are  more 
fr  less  of  an  affected  cast,  and  rarely  to  be  ex- 
cused I  inasmuch  as  we  have  the  vanity  to  teach 
others  what  we  do  not  thoroughly  understand 
iMirselves. 

'  And  here  permit  me  to  call  that  language  of 
•urs  classical  English,  which  is  to  be  found  in  a 
few  chosen  writers  inclusively  from  the  times  of 
Spencer  till  the  death  of  Mr.  Pope;  for  false 
refinements,  af^er  a  language  has  arisen  to  a 
certain  degree  of  perfection,  give  reasons  to  sus- 
t>ect  that  a  langoagc  is  uppn  the  decline.  The 
same  circumstances  have  happened  formerly, 
and  the  event  has  been  almost  iovariabiy  the 
same.  Compare  Sutius  and  Claudian  with  Vir- 
gil and  Horace:  and  yet  the  former  was,  if  one 
may  so  speak,  immediate  heir  at  law  to  the 
latter. 

I  have  known  some  of  my  ootemporary  poets 
(and  those  not  very  voluminous  writers)  who  have 
coined  their  one  pr  two  hundred  words  a  man ; 
whereas  Dryden  and  Pope  devised  only  about 
threescore  words  between  them ;  many  of  which 
were  compound  epithets :  but  most  of  the  woids 
which  they  introduced  into  our  language  proved 
in  the  event  to  be  vigorous  and  perennial  plants, 
being  chosen  and  raised  from  excellent  offsets  >. 
— Indet  d  the  former  author  revived  also  a  great 
number  of  ancient  words  and  expresstonx  ;  and 
this  he  did  (beginning  at  Chaucer)  with  so  much 
delicacy  of  choice,  and  in  a  manner  so  compre- 
hensive, that  he  left  the  latter  author  (who  was 
in  that  point  equally  judicious  and  sagacious) 
very  little  to  do,  or  next  to  nothing. 

Some  few  of  Dryden's  revived  words  I  have 
presumed  to  continue ;  of  which  take  the  follow- 
ing instances ;  as  grideline,  filmont,  and  car- 
mine, (with  reference  to  colours,  and  mixtures 
of  colours;)  cymar,  eygre,  trine,  EYPHKA,  pa- 
raclete, panoply,  rood,  dorp,  eglantine,  orisons, 
aspirations,  kc.  I  mention  this,  lest  any  one 
should  be  angry  with  me,  or  pleased  with  me  in 

■Herat 

^  I  must  here  make  one  exception.  Dryden 
showed  some  weakness,  in  anglicising  common 
French  words,  and  those  not  over  elegant,  when 
at  the  kame  time  we  bad  synonymous  words  of 
•ur  own  growth.  Thus,  fur  example,  he  intro- 
duoed  levee,  couched,  bouiefeu,  simagres,  frm- 
cheur,  fougue,  &c.  Kor  was  be  more  lucky  in 
the  lUlian  falsari : 


-his  shield 


Was  fiUtify 'd,  and  round  with  javniw  fill'd. 
]>rydfii>8  Virg. 


80f 

particular  places,  where  t  discover  neither  bold- 
ness nor  invention. — I  owe  also  to  Fenton  the 
particfple  meandered;  and  to  Sir  W.  D'Ave- 
nant  the  latinism  of  funeral  ilicet. 

As  to  compound  epithets,  those  ambiUota  or- 
namenta  •  of  modem  poetry,  Dryden  has  devis- 
ed a  few  of  them,  with  equal  diffidence  aixl 
caution;  but  those  few  are  exquisitely  beauti- 
ful. Mr.  Pope  seized  on  them  as  family  dia- 
monds', and  added  thereto  an  equal  numberf 
dog  from  his  own  mines,  and  heightened  by  hit 
own  polishing. 

Compound  epithets  first  came  into  their  great 
vogue  about  the  year  1598.  Shakespeare  and 
Ben  Jonson  both  ridiculed  the  ostenUtious  and 
immoderate  use  of  them,  in  their  prologues  to 
Troilus  and  Cressida  and  to  Every  Man  in  hit 
Humour.  By  the  above-named  prologues  it  also 
appears,  that  bombast  grew  fiuhionable  about  the 
same  ere.  Now  in  both  instances  an  affected  taste 
is  the  same  as  a  folse  ta^  The  author  of  Hiero« 
nimo  (who  as  I  may  venture  to  assure  the  reader^ 
was  one  John  Smith «)  first  led  up  the  danoe.  Then 
came  the  bold  and  self-sufficient  translator  of  Du 
Bartas  \  who  broke  down  all  the  flood-gates  of 
the  true  stream  of  eloquence  (which  formerly 
preserved  the  river  clear,  within  due  bounds,  and 
full  to  its  banks)  and,  like  the  rat  ip  the  Low. 
Country  dikes,  mischievously  or  Wantonly  de- 
luged the  whole  land. 

Of  mnovated  phrases  and  words ;  of  words 
revived ;  of  compound  epithets,  &c,  I  may  one 
day  or  other  say  more,  in  a  distinct  criticism  oa 
Dryden's  poetry.  It  shall  therefore  only  suffice 
to  observe  here,  that  our  two  great  poetical  mas- 
ters* never  thought  that  the  interposition  of  an 
hyphen,  without  just  grounds  and  reasons,  made 
a  compound  epithet  On  the  contrary,  it  was 
their  opinion,  (and  to  this  opinion  their  practice 
was  conformable)  that  such  vnion  should  only  be 
made  between  two  nouns,  as  patridt-king,  ideot- 
laugh|  3cc.— or  between  an  adjective  and  noon, 
or  noun  and  adjective,  vice  versa,  or  an  adjec- 
tive and  participle;  as  laughter-ioving,  cloud- 
compelling,  rosy-fingered,  fcc. — As  also  by  an 
adverb  used  as  part  oif  an  adjective,  as  you  may 
see  in  the  words  wefl-oonoocted,  well-digested. 
Ace — ^But  never  by  a  full  real  adverb  and  adjec- 
tive, as  inly-pining,  sadly-mnsing,  and,  to  niake 
free  with  my^lf,  (though  I  only  did  it  by  way  of 
irony)  my  expr^skm  of  simply-marryM  epi- 
thets, of  which  sort  of  novelties  modem  poe- 
try chiefly  consists.  Nor  Should  such  com- 
pound epithets  be  looked  upon  as  the  poet's 
making;  forthey  owe  their  exiMenoe  to  the  com- 
positor of  the  pressy  and  the  intervention  of  an 
hyphen. 

Much  of  the  same  analogy  by  which  Dryden 
and  Pope  guided  themselves  in  the  present  case, 
may  be  seen  in  the  purer  Greek  and  Roman  lan« 
gushes  :  but  all  the  hyphens  in  the  worid,  (sup- 
posing hyphens  had  been  then  known)  would  not 
have  truly  joined  together  tike  dulce  ndentem,  or 
doAce  loqaentem,  of  Horace. 

In  a  word,  some  fbw  precantions  of  thepre- 

•  Horat 

4  John  smith  writ  ttHotiie  HiCtor  of  GanmoBy* 

•  Jortraa  Sylfsitti'. 
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lent  kind  we  not  nnnecessaiy:  English  poetry  /  Orion  added  noise  to  dumb  desmiiV. 


l>egiD8  to  grow  capricions,  fantastical,  and  af- 
fectedly luxuriant;  and  therefore  ^as  Aii^rustud 
•aid  of  Hateriiui)  sufflaminari  paululikin  debet. 


RELIGIOUS  MELANCHOLY^ 
AN  EMBLEMATICAL  ELEGY, 

Pains  and  diseases  ;  stripes  and  labour  too* ! 
«*  What  more  could  Edom  and  proud  Ashur  do?'* 
Scourge  after  scourge,   and   blows  succeeding 

blows? 
Ix)rd,  has  thy  hand  no  m^rcy,  and  our  woes 
Ko  intermission  ?  Gracious  Being,  please 
To  calm  our  fears,  and  give  the  tx»dy  ease  ! 
The  poor  man,  and  tlie  slave  of  er'ry  kind,  [find: 
^Midst  pains  and  toils  may  gleams  of  comfort 
Dut  who  can  bear  the  sickness  of  the  mind  > 
The  pow»r  of  Melancholy  mounts  the  throne, 
And  makes  the  realms  of  wisdom  half  her  own  2 : 
Kot  David's  lyre,  with  David's  voice  conjoinM, 
Can  drive    th*    oppresaive  phantom  from  the 

mind  ^  } 
Ko  more  the  Sun  delights,  nor  lawns,  nor  trees ; 
The  vernal  blossoms  or  the  summer's  breeze. 
No  longer  Fxho  makes  the  d alt's  rejoice 
With  spoilive  ?oun<^«,  and  pictures  of  a  voire  4: 
Th'  atrial  choir,  which  sunj;  so  s^oft  anci  clear. 
Now  grates  h3rsh  mubic  to  the  froward  ear: 
The  gently  murm'ring  rills  ofTcitd  from  far. 
And  emulate  the  clangour  of  a  war : 
Books  have  no  wit,  the  liveliest  wits  have  none; 
And  hope,  the  last  of  ev'ry  friend,  is  gone ! 
Nor  rest  nor  joy  to  Virtue's  self  are  eiv'n. 
Till  the  disease  is  rectify 'd  by  Heav'n. 
And  yet  this  Iliad  of  intestine  woes 
{So  fmit  is  man)  from  seeming  nothings  rose : 
A  drop  of  acrid  juice,  a  blast  of  air, 
Th'  obstruction  of  a  tube  as  fine  as  hair ; 
Or  spasm  within  a  labyrinth  of  threads. 
More  fubtile  far  than  those  the  spider  spreads  y 

What  sullen  planet  rul'd  our  hapless  birth, 
Averse  from  joys,  and  enemy  of  mirth  ? 
Wat'ry  Arcturus  in  a  luckless  place 
South'd  ^,  and  portended  tears  to  all  our  race : 
With  him  the  weeping  Pleiades  conjoin, 
And  Mazzarotb  nuule  up  the  mournful  trine  T : 


>  The  hint  of  this  emblem  is  taken  from  our 
▼enerable  and  religions  poet  F.  Quarles,  L.  Ill, 
Embl.  4.  Mr.  Dryden  used  to  say,  that  Quarles 
cxeectled  him  in  the  facility  of  rhyming. 

Quailes'f  book,  and  the  emblematical  prints 
therein  contained,  are  chiefly  taken  from  the 
Pia  De^eria  (tf  Hugo  Hermannus.    1  he  cn- 


And  rent  w^th  hurricanes  the  driving  air  ; 

And  last  Abainthion  *  bis  dire  influence  abe^ 
Full  on  the  heart,  and  fuller  on  tiie  bead. 
Ofl  have  we  sought  (and  firaitleM  oft)  to  gait 

A  short  parenthesis  »twixt  pain  and  pato; 

But,  sick'ning  at  the  cbeeHulness  of  light. 

The  soul  bat  languished  for  th'  approach  of  night: 

Again,  immerst  in  shades,  we  seem  to  say, 

O  day-spring  9  \    gleam  thy  promiae  of  a  day  *. 

On  this  side  death  ih'  unhappy  sure  are  curst. 

Who  sigh  for  change,  and  think  the   preaenf 
worst: 

Who  weep  uopity'd,  groan  without  relief; 

••  There  is  no  end  nor  measure  of  their  grief!" 

The  happy  have  waite  twelve-months  to  oestow; 

But  those  can  spare  all  time,  who  live  in  woe ! 

Whose  liveliest  hours  are  misery  and  thrall ; 

Whose  food  is  wormwood,   and  whose  drink  li 
gall ". 

Banish  their  grief,  or  ease  their  irksome  load; 

Ephraim,  at  leagth,  was  favonr'd  by  his  God  »^ 

Ab,  what  is  man,  that  demi-godon  Earth  ? 
Proud  of  his  kn^ledge,  glorying  m  bis  birth  ; 
Profane  corrector  of  th»  Almighty's  laws. 
Full  of  th'  effect,  forgetful  of  the  cause ! 
Why  boast  of  reason,  and  yet  reason  Ul  ? 
Why  talk  of  choice,  yet  fbltow  erring  will } 
Why  vaunt  our  liberty,  and  prove  the  slar* 
Of  all  ambition  wants,  or  follies  crave  } 
lliis  is  the  lot  of  him,  sumam'd  the  wisie, 
W])o  lives  mistaken,  and  mistaken  dies  I 

The  sick  less  happy,  and  yet  happier  live; 
For  pains  and  maladies  are  God's  reprieve : 
This  respite,  'twixt  the  grave  Md  cradle  giv'iiy 
Is  th'  interpos'd  parenthesis  or  HeaT'n ! 


Scnptore-astronomy  these  three  were  all  watery 
signs,  and  emblematical  of  grief.  The  fourth 
constellation,  named  Orion,  threatened  man- 
kind with  hurricanes  and  tempests.  Sandyv  un- 
derstood the  passage  in  the  same  manner  as  I 
do.  See  his  excellent  Paraphrase  on  Job,  foKo, 
page  49,  London  1637.  Mention  is  again  made 
of  the  Seven  Stars,  (Pleiades)  and  of  Orion, 
Amos,  ch.  V,  V.  8 — and  Job,  ch.  ix,  v.  9. 

•  The  star  of  bitterness,  called  Wormwood, 
Rev.  ch.  viii,  v.  10, 

•  Job,  ch.  xxxvhi,  v.  12.     Lake,  ch.  I,  t.  T8. ' 
'AwoX^  «|  v^us.      This  poetical    word,  day- 
spring,    expressing  the  dawn  of  morning,  has 
been  never  adopted  by  our  poets,  as  £ir  as  we 
can  recollect 

*"  Deut  ch.  xxriK,  r.  66,  67. 
"  And  thy  life  shall  hang  in  doubt  before 
thee,    and  thou  shalt  fear  day  and  nirht.  and 
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Too  often  we  complain — but  flesh  is  weak ; 
Silence  would   waste  us,  and  the  heart  would 

bre^. 
Behold  yon'  rose,  the  poor  despondent  cries, 
(Pain  oD  his  1>row,  and  anguish  in  his  eyes) 
What  healthy  verdure  paints  its  juicy  shoots. 
What  equal  circulation  feeds  the  roots ! 
At  morning  dawn  it  feels  the  dew-ting'd  ray. 
But  opens  all  its  bosom  to  the  day. 
Ko  art  assistii  it,  and  no  toil  it  takes^^ 
Slumbers  at  ev*niMg,  and  with  mornmg  wakes^^. 
Why  was  I  born  ?  Or  wherefore  born  a  man  ? 
Immense  my  wish ;  yet  tetber'd  to  a  span ! 
The    slave,  that  groans  beneath  the  toilsome 

oar, 
"  Obtains  the  sabbath  of  a  welcome  shore :  *> 
His  captive  stripes  are  heal'd;  his  native  soil 
Sweetens  the  memory  of  foreign  toil. 
"  Alas,  my  sorrows  are  not  half  so  blest  ;*' 
My  labours  know  no  end,  my  pains  no  rest ! 

Tell  me,  vainrglorioos  Newtons,  if  you  can. 
What  heterogeneous  mixtures  form  the  man  f 
Pleasure  and  anguish,  ignorance  and  skill ; 
Nature  and  spirit,  slav'rjr  and  free  will ; 
Weakness  and  strength ;  old  age  and  youthful 
£rrour  and  truth ;  eternity  and  time ! —  [prime ; 
What  contradictions  have  for  ever  ran 
Betwixt  the  nether  brute  and  upper  man^  ? 

Ah !  what  are  men«  who  God's  creation  scorn? 
The  worm  their  brother  '^ ; — brother  elder  bom ! 
Plants  live  like  them,  in  fairer  robes  array'd. 
Alike  they  flourish,  and  alike  they  fade. 
The  laboring  steer  sleeps  less  distorb'd  at  night, 
And  eats  and  drinks  with  keener  appetite,-— 
Bestrain'd  by  nature  just  t*  enjoy  his  fill ; 
Useful,  and  yet  incapable  of  ill. 
Say,  man,  what  vain  pre-eminence  is  thine  ? 
Each  sense  impaired  by  gluttony  and  wine^'' : 
Thou  art  the  beast,  except  thy  soaring  mind 
Aspires  to  pleasures  of  immortal  kind : 
Else,  boasted  knowledge,  hapless  is  thy  curse, 
V  approve  the  better,  and  embrace  the  worse  ! 
So  Annas  owns  the  miracle,  and  then 
(  W^ilfuUy  blinded)  persecutes  agen*^. 

To  minds  afflicted  ever  has  been  giv'n 
A  claim  upon  the  patronage  of  Heav'n  : 
(Whilst  the  world's  idiots  ev^'ry  thought  employ 
With  hopes  to  live  and  die  without  annoy. ) 
In  the  first  agonies  of  heart-struck  grief, 
Heav'n  to  our  parenU  typifyd  relief*. 


«  M*tth.ch.vi,  V.2?. 

"  Concerning  the  sleep  of  plants,  see  an  in- 
genious Latin  treatise  lately  published  in  Sweden. 

^  Poetical  definition  of  a  centaur. 

^  Job,  cb.  xvii,  V 14. — ^There  is  a  remarkable 
passage  in  the  Psklms  upon  this  occasion,  where 
the  worm  takes  place  of  the  monarch :  **  O  praise 
the  Ix>rd,  ye  mountains  and  all  hills;  fruitful 
treef  and  all  cedars ;  beasts  and  all  cattle ;  worms 
ami  feathered  fowls ;  kings  of  the  Eartb  and  all 
people  5  princes  and  judges  of  the  world.** 

Psalm  cxlviii,  v.  10,  Septuagint  Version. 

"  "  If  we  pamper  the  flesh  too  much,  we 
nourieh  an  enemy ;  if  we  defraud  it  of  lawiful  sus- 
tenance, we  destroy  a  good  citicen." 

St,  Grcgor,  Homil. 

"  AcU,ch.iv,v.  6,18. 

^  Gen.  ch.  iii,  V,  15. 
VOL.  xri. 


Th»  Almighty  lent  an  ear  to  Hannah's  pray 'i«>. 
And  bless'd  her  with  each  blessing,  in  an  heir : 
Whilst  Hezekiah^i,  earnest  in  bis  cause, 
Gain'd  a  suspension  of  great  Nature's  laws. 
And  permanence  to  time ;— for  lo  !  the  Sun 
Retrao'd  the  journey  be  had  latf  ly  run.— 

But  most  th*  unhappy  wretch^  aggriev'd  lii 
Rais'd  pity  in  the  Saviour  of  mankind*,  [mind". 
He  ask'd  for  peace  ;  Heav'n  gave  him  its  own 
Demons  were  dumb,  and  Legion  dispossest.  [rest. 
Withered  with  pal8y»d  blasts,  the  limbs  resume* 
Thy  strength,  9  manhood;  and,  O  youth,  thy 
9yro-Phenicia's  maiden  re'.enjoy'd  [Uoom  « ! 
That  equal  mind,  which  Satan  once  destroy'd  m. 
And,  when  the  heav'nly  Ephphatha  **  was  spoke^ 

The  deaf-bom  heard,  the    dumb-bom  silence 
broke. 

Th'  ethereal  fluid  mov'd,  the  speech  retura'd ; 

No   spasms   were    dreaded,    nb    despondence 
mouro'd. 
Then  rouse,  my  soul,  and  bid  the  world  adieu. 

Its  maxims,  wisdom,  joys  and  glory  too ; 

The  mighty  EYPHKA»  appears  in  view. 
Just  so,  thegen'rous  ialcon>i^,  long  immur'd 

In  doleful  cell,  by  osier-bars  secur'd, 

Laments  herfote ;  till,  flittmg  swiWy  by, 

Th'  aerial  prize  attracU  her  eager  eye  : 

Instant  she  summons  all  her  strength  and  fire ; 

Her  aspect  kindles  fierce  with  keen  desire ; 

She   pmnes  her   tatler'd  plumes   in  conscious 

And  bounds  from  perch  to  perch,  and  side  to 
Impatient  of  her  jail,  and  long  detained. 
She  breaks  the  bounds  her  liberty  restraint  : 
Then,  having  gain'd  the  point  by  HeaWn  de< 

sigu'd. 
Soars  'midst  the  clouds,  and  proves  her  high- 
bom  kind. 
When  Adam  did  his  Paradise  forego. 
He  earned  his  hard-bought  bread  with  sweating 

brow. — 
Give  us  the  labour,  but  suppress  the  woe 
Merit  we  boastnot :  but  Christ's  sacred  side 
Has  pour*d  for  all  its  sacramental  tide. 
No  sin,  no  guile,  no  blemishes  had  he ; 
A  self*made  slave  to  set  the  captive  free ! 

Yet  pain  and  anguish  still  too  far  presume  ; 
Just  are  Heav'n's  ways,  and  righteous  is  iM 

doom. 

All  chastisement,  before  we  reach  the  grave. 

Are  bitter  med*cine^,  kindly  meant  to  save. 

Thus  let  the  rhetVic  of  our  suflPrings  move ; 

The  voice  of  grief  is  oh  the  voice  of  loveV  * 


^  1  Kings,  ch.  I. 

«*  2  Kings,  ch.  XX. 

*•  Mark,  ch.  v,  v.  3 — 9.  And  also  •'  the  spirit 
of  the  Lord  is  upon  me  (saith  Christ :)  he  sent  me 
to  heal  the  broken-hearted,"  &c,  Luke,  ch.  iv4 
V.  1 8.     Compare  likewise  Isaiah,  ch.  Ixi,  v.  1. 

«3  Matth.  ch.  IV,  v.  24,  &c.     Acts  viii,  v.  7* 

«  Mark  vii,  v.  26. 

«5  Ibid.  V.  34. 

«  See  Oryden's  Relig,  Laid  ;  9nd  Prior's  Ode 
cntiUed,  What  is  Man  ?  ETPHKA  signifiei 
finding  out  the  great  point  desired. 

^  The  hint  of  this  similie  is  taken  from 
Quarles. 

*  **  There  is  sometime*  a  certain  pleasure  in 
l^d 
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The  bed  of  Rickness  (after  cares  and  strife) 
Is  weak  man's  cradlu  for  a  second  life : 
Death's  but  a  moment  \  and,  before  we  die. 
We  touch  the  threshold  of 'enmity  ! 

So,  stretchM  beneath  tlic  juniper's  chill  shade, 
Th'  afflicted  prophet  ^  in  despondence  pray'd  : 
**  Oh,  take  the  burthen  of  my  life  away. 
Dead  are  roy  sires ;  nor  better  1  than  they : " 
At  length  a  seraph  cry'd,  **  Arise  and  eat  j 
Behold  thy  bev'rage;  and  behold  thy  meat: 
Heav'n's  one  repaint  t»hali  future  sti-ength  supply 
For  forty  days,  till  Horeb  mt^ts  thy  eyc^\" 
The  good  mau  neither    fears,  'desponds,  nor 

faint£, 
ArmM  with  the  heav'nly  panoply  ^*  of  saints. 


ilEDlTJTIONSON  CHRISVS  DEATH 
AND. PASSION. 

AN  EMBLEM. 

He  was  wounded  for  our  transgressions,  he  was 
bruised  for  our  iniquities:  the  chastisement 
of  oar  peace  was  upon  him. 

Isaiah,  ch.  liii,  v.  5* 

tUi\/M,  XPI£T£-    vStfOf,  «f  AvTocdiXiir. 
Greg.  Naz.  Cann.  lamb. 

Respice  dam  transis,  quia  sis  mihi  causa  doloris* 

Hastb  not  so  fast,  on  worldly  cares  employ'd,. 
Thy  bleeding  Saviour  '  asks  a  short  delay : 
What  trifling  btiss  is  still  to  be  enjoy'd, 
What  change  of  folly  wings  thee  on  thy  way  ? 
Look  back  a  moment,  pause  a  whrle  3,  aud  stay. 
For  thee  thy  God  assumed  the  human  frame  j 
For  thee  the  guiltless  pains  and  anguish  try'd  j 
Thy  passion  (sin  excepted)  his  became : 
Like  thee  he  soffer'd,  hunger,  wept,  and  dy'd. 

Kor  wealth  nor  plenty  did  he  ever  taste, 
The  moss  his  pillow  ofi,  his  couch  the  ground ; 
The  poor  man^s  bread  completed  his  repast; 
Home  he  had  none,  and  quiet  never  found. 
For  fell  reproach  pursued,  and  almM  the  wound  >: 

weeping :  H  is  a  sort  of  consolation  to  an  afflicted 
person  to  be  thoroughlysensible  of  his  affliction.*' 
St.  Ambiose. 

»  E18ab. 

30  2  Kings,  ch.  xix.,  v.  4 — 8. 

3»  Eph.  ch.  vi,  V.  14 — 17.— Panoply  (from 
the  Greek),  a  complete  suit  of  armour.  Mr. 
Pope,  Dryden. 

J  «*  Christ  is  the  way,  the  truth,  and  the  life. 
The  way  wherein  thou  oughtest  to  walk ;  the 
truth  which  thou  desirest  to  obtain :  and  the  life 
of  happiness  which  thou  longest  to  enjoy.  ** 

St.  August. 

2  '*  If  you  labour  for  a  time,  you  will  after- 
wards enjoy  an  eternity  of  rest.  Your  sufferings 
are  of  a  short  duration,  your  joy  will  last  for 
ever:  and  if  your  resolution  wavers,  andisgo- 


incr  tn  f^ACPrf  i 


The  wise  men  mocked  him,    and  the  learned 

.  8Com*d; 
Th'  ambitious  worldling  other  patrons  tiy'd  ; 
The  pow'r  that  judg'd  him,  ev'ry  foe  suborned  ^ 
He  wept  un-pityM,  and  ou-hoDOur'd  dy'd. 

For  ever  mournful,  but  for  ever  dear, 
O  love  stupendous !  glorious  degradation ! 
No  death  of  sickness,  with  a  common  tear  ; — 
No  soft  extinction  claims  our  soitows  here; 
But  anguish,  shame,  and  agonizing  passion  ! 
The  riches  of  the  world,  and  worldly  praise^ 
No  monument  of  gratitude  can  prove; 
Obedien(:e  only  the  great  debt  repays. 
An  imitative  heart,  and  undirided  love ! 

To  see  the  image  of  th'  All-glorious  Pow'r 

Suspend  his  immortality,  and  dwell 

In  mortal  bondagje,  tortnr'd  ev'ry  hoar; 

A  self-made  prisoner  in  a  dolesomecell. 

Victim  for  sin,  and  conqueror  of  Hell  4 ! 

Lustration  for  offences  not  his  own ! 

Th'  unspotted  for  th*  impure  resigned  his  breatb; 

No  other  oflf  ring  could  thy  crimes  atone: 

Then  blamt;thy  Saviour's  love,  but  not  his  death. 

From  this  one  prospect  draw  thy  sole  relief. 
Here  learn  submission,  passive  duties  learn; 
Here  drink  the  calm  oblivion  of  thy  grief: 
Eschew  each  danger,  ev'ry  good  discern. 
And  the  true  wages  of  thy  virtue  earn. 
Reflect,  O  man,  on  such  stupendous  love. 
Such  sympathy  divine,  and  tender  care  »  ; 
Beseech  the  Paraclete  •thine  heart  to  move. 
And  offer  up  to  Heav'n  this  silent  pray'r.     . 

7  <<  Great  God,  thy  judgments  are  wHh  justice 

crown*d, 
To  hunoan  crimes  and  erronrs  gracious  still; 
Yet,  tbaugh  thy  mercies  more  and  moreSabouod, 
Right  reason  spares  not  fresh-existii^  ill, 

*<  For  he  (Pilate)  knew  thai  the  chief  priests 
had  .delivered  him  for  envy." 

Mark,  ch,  xv,  v.  10. 

An  antient  Heathen  also  bath  personified  eovy, 
and  painted  her  in  a  mischievous  attitude; 

— — ^—  Gnara  malonim, 

lovidia  infelix !  animi  vitalia  vidtt* 
La&dendique  vias. 
4  Nolo  vivere  slue  vuloere,  com  te   videam 
vulneratum.  Boaaveat. 

'*  To  know  God,  without  knowing  our  misery; 
creates  pride:  to  know  misery^  without  know- 
ing Christ,  causes  despondence. '* 

Si.  Augustia. 
ft  "Tlicy  make  a  fi-ee-will  offeriqg  to  God, 
who  in  the  midst  of  their  su^rnigs  preserve 
their  gratitude  and  aoknowledgemeDts.** 

Cassian. 
•  "  God's  Holy  Spirit  worketh  in  the  follow- 
ing manner  in  his  rational  children.    It  iDstniotSr 
mov   :,  aiu.  admonishes:  as  for  example ;  it   in- 
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Kor  can  thy  goodness  oouDter-work  tby  will. 
Ah  no !  The  gkwm  of  sin  so  dreadful  diows, 
That  borroar,goilt,and  death  the  conseience  fill : 
Eternal  laws  oor  hapfpness  oppose  ; 
Thy  natore  and  our  Mtcs  are  everiastineF  foes  I 

**  Serere  thy  tmth,  yet  gtorkms  is  thy  schemei 
Complete  the  Tengeanoe  of  thy  just  deshe  ; 
See  fhim  our  eyes  the  gushing  torrents  stream^ 
Yet  strike  us,  blast  us  with  celestial  fire  ; 
Our  doom,  and  thy  decrees,  alike  conspire. 
Yet  dying  we  will  lore  thee  and  adore. 
Where  shall  the  flaming  flashes  of  thy  iie 


TriuDspierce  our  bodies  ?  Ev'iy  nerre  and  pore 
With  Christ's  immaculate  blood  is  oo? er'd  and 
o'er."  » 

*'  When  we  praise  God  we  oiay  speak  modi,  and 
yet  come  short :  Wherefore  in  sum,  he  is  all. 
When  you  gloriiy  him,  exalt  him  as  much 
as  you  can :  for  eren  yet  he  will  for  exceed. 
And  when  you  exalt  lum,  put  forth  all  your 
strength,  and  be  no^  weary,  for  you  can  never 
go  for  enough."  Eodus*  cb.  zliiL  ▼«  37-« 
30. 
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410  THE  LIFE  OF  LXNGHORNE. 

and  «s  to  bif  enemies,  I  know  of  none  fltore  formrdable  than  Cfaardiill^  KeHy,  and 
Wtmrkk^  two  ^  wliom  were  Itbellere  by  profession.  Smollet,  whose  jealousj  o[ 
the  Montkly  ReTicw  led  /faim  often  to  di^raoe  his  talents  bj  inTidiovs  attacks  on 
the  svppoeed  writers  belonging  to  it,  bestows  almost  uniform  praise  on  Lang. 
liorne*f  Tarious  works. 

In  1766,  his  prodncdons  were,  The  second  Epistle  on  the  Enlargement  of  the 
Mind  ;  an  edition  of  the  poems  of  the  eirgant  and  tender  Collins,  with  a  criti* 
cism  and  some  memoirs  ;  and  letters  on  that  difficult  subject,  The  Eloquence  of 
the  Pulpit.  He  had  now  occasion  to  exert  his  own  talents  before  a  more  enligh. 
tened  auditorj  than  he  had  ever  yet  addressed,  having  been  appointed  by  Dr. 
Hnrd  (the  Tenerable  bishop  of  Winchester)  to  the  office  of  assistant  preacher  at 
JUocoln's-Inn  Chapel. 

In  the  following  year,  we  do  not  find  that  any  thing  original  came  from  his 
pen ;  he  prepared  for  the  prea's,  howererj  an  enlarged  edition  of  his  Effusions  of 
Friendship  and  Fancy,  and  a  collection  of  his  poems,  in  two  toIs.  l2mo.  The  prio. 
cipal  article  of  these,  not  before  published,  is  a  dramatic  poem,  or  Tragedy,  enti- 
tled. The  Fatal  Prophecy.  This  was  his  only  attempt  in  this  species  of  poetry, 
and  was  uniTcrsally  accounted  unsuccessful.  He  had  the  good  sense  to  acquiesce  m 
the  decision,  and  neither  attempted  the  drama  again,  nOr  reprinted  this  specimen. 

Diiring  Churchill's  career,  our  author  cndeaTOured  to  counteract  the  scurri. 
Jity  he  had  thrown  out  against  Scotland  io  his  Prophecy  of  Famine,  by  an  ele- 
gant poem  entitled  Genius  and  Valour.  This  prorokcd  Churchill  to  introduce 
his  name  once  or  twice  with  his  usual  epithets  of  contempt,  which  Langhome 
idisregarded,  and  disr^ardcd  his  own  interest  at  the  same  tifne,  by  dedicating  this 
poem  to  lord  Bute,  a  minister  going  out  of  place!  It  produced  hhn,  however,  a 
very  flattering  letter  in  the  year  17(>6,  from  Dr.  Robertson,  the  celebrated  histo- 
rian,  and  principal  of  the  unitersity  of  Edruburgh,  requesting  him  to  accept  a 
diploma  for  the  degree  of  doctor  in  divinity.  He  was  farther  consoled  hj  the  ap- 
probation of  every  wise  and  loyal  man  who  contemplated  then^is^ries  of  fibnnioni 
And  the  glaring  absurdity  of  perpetuating  national  prejudices. 

In  ITOT)  after  a  courtship  of  fire  years,  Dr.  Langhorne  obtained  the  hand  of 
Miss  Cracvaft,  to  whom  he  had  ever  been  tenderly  attached,  and*  with  whom  he 
had  kept  up  a  eorrespoodence  ^  since  his  departure  from  Hackthof  n.  By  what 
peaos  her  famSy  were  reconciled  to  the  match,  we  are  not  fold  ;  but  some  fortune 
accospaoied  it,  as  the  living  ef  Bhigden  in  Somersetshire  was  pnriihased  for  hhn, 
and  there  he  went  immediately  to  reside.  His  happmess,  however,  with  this  lady 
was  of  short  duration,  as  she  died  in  childMrth  of  a  son,  May  4,  1768.  She 
was  interred  in  the  chancel  of  Blagden  church,  with  the  followiog  lines  on  her 
monnmerit,  written  by  her  husband ; 

With  Sappho's  taste,  with  Arria's  tender  heart, 
Lacretia*s  honour,  and  Cecilia's  art, 
That  such  a  womav  died  surprise  oaa't  give, 
Tis  only  strange  that  such  a  one  should  liye. 
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He  afterwards  eomposed  a  more  degatit  and  pathetic  tribute  to  heSr  Tirtaes, 
which  maj  be  found  among  his  poems.  The  allusion  to  the  cause  of  her  de^th  is 
^n  or^aal  thought  introduced  with  great  skill  and  tenderness. 

During  Mrs.  Langhome's  life,  he  produced  one  poem  onlj,  entitled  Precepts 
Df  Conjugal  Happiness,  addressed  to  Mrs.  Neltfaorpe^  a  sister  of  his  wife.  To  this 
lady  he  committed  the  care  of  his  infant  child,  who  has  lived  to  acknowledge  her 
friendship,  and  to  discharge  the  duties  of  an  affectionate  eon,  by  the  late  Memoirs 
of  his  father,  prefixed  to  an  elegant  edition  of  his  poems.-:— In  thePrecepts  of  Con« 
jngal  Happiness,  there  is  more  good  sense  than  poetry.  It  appears  to  hare  been 
a  temporary  effusion  on  which  he  bestowed  no  extraordinary  pains. 

Not  long  after  Mrs.  liaughorne^s  death,  our  author  went  to  reside  at  Folke- 
stone  in  Kent  where  hb  brother,  the  rer.  William  Langhorne,  then  officiated  as 
minister,  a  man  of  a  very  amiable  character.  He  was  bom  in  the  year  1721,  and 
presented  by  the  archbbhop  of  Canterbury  to  the  rectory  of  fiakinge,  with  the  per. 
petual  curacy  of  Folkestone,  in  17M,  and  on  this  preferment  he  passed  the  re- 
inainder  of  his  life.  He  published  Job,  a  poem  ;  and  a  poetical  paraphrase  on  a 
part  of  Isaiah  ;  neither  of  which  raised  him  to  the  fame  of  a  poet,  although  they  are 
not  without  the  merit  of  correctness  and  spirit.  He  died  Feb.  17,  1772,  and  his 
brother  wrote  some  elegant  lines  to  his  memory,  which  are  hdscribed  on  a  tablet  in 
the  chancel  of  Folkestone  church  ^ 

Petween  these  brothers  the  closest  affection  subsisted;  each  was  to  other  <<  more 
the  friend  than  brother  of  his  heart"  During  their  residence  together  at  Folke* 
stone,  they  were  employed  in  preparing  a  new  translation  of  PlutarcVs  Htcs:  and 
onr  poet,  wh6  became  about  this  time  intimate  with  Scott,  ^e  poet  of  Amwell 
{who  likeroe  had  just  lost  a  beloved  wife  from  a  similar  cause),  paid  him  a  Tisit 
at  Amwell,  where  he  wrote  the  Monody  inscribed  to  Mr.  Scott. 

Amidst  these  engagements  he  found  leisure  to  girp  to  the  world  two  produc* 
tions  strongly  marked  by  the  peculiarities  of  his  style  and  turn  of  thinking:  the 
one  ^titl^  Frederick  and  Phar^mond,  or  the  Consolations  of  Human  Life,  8to.; 
the  other,  Letters  supposed  to  have  passed  between  M.  de  St.  Evremond  and  Waller* 
In  this  hut,  while  he  was  allowed  to  hare  pteserred  their  characters  tolerably,  he 
was  at  the  same  time  accused  by  the  critic  in  the  Monthly  Review,  of  taking  fre* 
guent  opportunities  to  compliment  himself  on  the  merit  of  the  letters  he  had  writ* 
ten  for  St.  Evremond  and  Waller.  This  produced  a  complaint  from  Lan^rne^ 
which  was  answered  by  th^  reviewer,  jrespectfully  indeed,  bat  not  in  the  aajiner 
that  might  hare  bedn  expected  from  an  assotiate.  It  is  from  this  drcumstaaca 
that  1  have  been  led  to  conjecture  that  his  connexion  with  the  Review  ceased  when 
be  left  London  in  conseqaence  of  his  obtaming  the  living  of  Blagden. — Frederick 
and  Fharamond  was  begAn  with  a  view  to  alleviate  the  afflictions  of  a  friend,  an^ 
pursued  perhaps  to  alleviate  his  own«  It  attempts  that  by  argument  which  is  rar^y 
accomplished  but  by  time. 

I^he  translation  of  Plutarch,  by  the  brothers,  appeared  ia  1770«  and  soon  be. 
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POEMS 


OF 


DR.  JOHN  LANGHORNE. 


TO    THE  REV.  MR.  J.   LANGHORNE,  OK   RBADIKG   HIS 
VISIONS   OP   FANCY,  &C. 

BY  MISS  WHATELEY. 

Fraught  with  each  wish  the  fricodly  breast  can 
form, 

A  girople  Muse^O !  Langhome,  would  iotrude; 
Her  lays  are  lao^uid,  but  her  heart  is  warm, 

Though  not  with  Fanny's  potent  powers  endued. 

Fancy,  though  erst  she  shed  a  glimmeriDg  ray, 
Andop'd  to  feiry  scenes  my  infant  eye, 

^rom  Pain  and  Care,  has  wing'd  her  cheerful 
^ay. 
And  with  Hygeia  sought  a  milder  sky. 

No  more  my  tiembliug  hand  attempts  the  lyre. 

Which  Shenstone  oft  (sweet  bard)  has  deigned 

to  praise; 

Eren  tuneiiil  Langhonie's  friendship  fails  t'  inspire 

The  glow  that  warm'd  my  breast  in  happier 

days. 

Yet  not  this  cold  heart  can  remain  unmov'd. 

When  thy  sweet  numbers  strike  my  raptur'd 
The  silver  soonds,  by  ev'ry  Muse  approvM,[€ar; 

Suspend  a  while  the  melancholy  tear. 
What  time,  on  Arrowe»s  osier*d  banks  reclin'd, 

I  to  the  pale  Moon  pour'd  thy  plaintive  lay; 
Smooth  roird  the  waveti,  more  gently  sigh'd  the 
wind. 

And  Echo  stole  the  tender  notes  away. 

Sweet  Elves  and  Fays,  that  o'er  the  shadowy 


plains 


tkt%t*»    VMll^MA 


For  thee  may  Faroe  her  fairest  chaplets  twine ; 

Each    fragrant  bloom  that  paints    Aonia's 
brow. 
Each  flow'r,  that  blows  by  Alcld^e,  be  thine ; 

With  the  chaste  laurel's  never^foding  bough. 
On  thee  may  faithful  friendship's  cofdial  smile. 

Attendant  wait  to  sooth  each  rising  care ; 
The  nymph  thou  lov'st  be  tinoe  devoid  of  guHe, 

Mild,  virtuous,  kind,  conqiassioDAle,  and  fair. 

May  thy  sweet  lyre  stlH  charm  the  generous 
mind, 

7*hy  liberal  Muse  the  patriot  spirit  raise  ;    ' 
While,  in  thy  page  to  latest  time  consign'd. 

Virtue  receives  the  meed  of  polish*d  praise. . 


SONNET  TO  MR.  LANGHORNE: 

BY  JOHN  SCOTT,  ESQ. 

Lakcbornb,  unknown  tome  (seqoester'd  swajo!^ 
Save  by  the  Muse's  soul^^nchaoting  lay. 

To  kindred  spiriu  never  sung  in  vain. 
Accept  the  tribute  of  this  light  essay ; 

Doe  for  thy  sweet  songs  that  amus'd  my  day  f 
Wliere  Fancy  held  her  visionary  reign,  [strain 
Or  Scotland's  honours  clahn'd  the  pastoral 

Or  Music  came  o'er  Handel  tears  to  pay : 

For  all  thy  Irwan's  flow'ry  banks  display 
Thy  Persian  lover  and  his  Indian  fair  ; 
All  Theodoiius'  mournful  lines  convey. 
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To  Nature's  friend  her  genuiiHi  gifts  would  briog, 
Tbe>light  amusements  of  life's  vacant  spring ; 
Nor  shaft  thou,  Yorke,    her  humUe   ofiering 

blkme, 
If  pure  her  incense,  and  unmixt  her  flame. 
She  pours  no  flattery  into  Folly's  ear. 
No  liiameless  hireling  of  a  shameless  peer. 
The  friends  of  Pope  indulge  her  native  lays. 
And  Gloucester  joins  with  Lyttelton  to  praise. 
Each  judge  of  art  her  strain,  though  artless, 

loves ;  [proves. 

And  Shenstone  smiPd,  and  polish'd  Hurd  ap- 
O  may  such  spirits  long  protect  my  page. 
Surviving  lights  of  wit's  departed  9ge ! 
Long  may  I  in  their  kind  opinion  live  ! 
All  meaner  praisr,  all  envy,  I  forgive. — 

Yet  fairly  be  my  future  laurels  woo ! 
Nor  let  me  bear  a  bribe  to  Hardwicke*s  aon  ! 
Should  his  free  suffrage  o#n  th^  frtvoiir'd  strain. 
Though  vain  the  toil,  the  glory  were  not  vain. 


PROEMlUJf. 

WRriTBN  IM   1766- 

In  Eden's'  vale,  where  early  fancy  wrought 
Her  wild  embroidery  on  the  {ground  of  thought, 
Where  Pembroke's  grottos,  strew'dwilh  Sidney's 

bays, 
RecalPd  the  dreams  of  visionary  days,      [youth. 
Thus  the  fond  Muse,  that  sooth'd  my  vacant 
Prophetite  sung,  and  what  she  sung  was  truth.  " 
•'*Boy,  break  thy  lyre,  and  cast  thy  reed 
away; 
Vain  are-the  honours  of  the  fruitless  bay. 
lliough  with  each  charm  thy  polish'd  lay  should 

/        Pl«a«e. 
Glow  into  strength,  yet  soften  into  ease  ; 
Should  Attic  fimcy  brighten  ev^ry  line, 
And  all  Aonia's  harmony  be  thine; 
Say  would  thy  cares  a  gratefril  age  repay. 
Fame  wreathe  thy  b^ws,  or  Fortune  gild  thy 

way? 
Ev'nher  own  fools,  if  Fortune  smile,  shall  blame; 
And  Envy  lurks  beneath  the  flowers  of  Fame. 
**  Yet,  if  resolv'd,  secure  of  future  praise, 
To  tune  sweet  songs,  and  live  melodious  days, 
I.et  not  the  hand,  that  decks  my  holy  shrine. 
Round  Folly's  head  the  blasted  laurel  twine. 
Just  to  thyself,  dishonest  grandeur  scorn ; 
Nor  gild  the  bust  of  meanness  nobly  bom. 
_  Let  truth,  let  freedom  still  thy  lays  approve ! 
Respect  my  precepts,  and  retain  my  love ! " 


STUDLEr  PARK. 

TO  THE  RBV.    MR.    f  ARRAR« 

Farrar  t  to  thee  these  early  lays  1  owe : 
Thy  friendship  warms  the  heart  from  whence 
they  flow. 


Thee,  thee  I  find,  m  all  I  find  to  plaase; 
Jn^this  thy  elegance,  in  that  thy  ease. 
Come  then  with  Fancy  tojtby  friv»rite  scene. 
Where  Studley  triompfas   in    her   wreaths  of 

green. 
And  pleas'd  for  once,  while  Eden  smiles  again. 
Forget  that  life's  inheritance  is  pain. 

Say,  shall  we  muse  along  yon  arching  shades. 
Whose  awful  gloom  no  brightenii^  ray  pervades ; 
Or  down  these  vales  where  vernal  flowers  display 
Their  golden  bosoms  to  the  smiles  of  day ;  ^ 
Where  the  fond  eye  m  sweet  distraction  strays. 
Most  pleas'd,  when  most  it  kaows  not  whoe  to 

gaae? 
Here  groves  arrang*d  in  various  order  rise, 
And  blend  their  quiv'ring  sununits  in  the  skies. 
The  regal  oak  high  o'er  the  circling  shade. 
Exalts  the  hoary  honours  of  his  head. 
The  spreading  ash  a  differing  greeu  displays. 
And  the  soMOth  asp  in  soothing  whispers  plays. 
The  fir  that  blooms  iu  Spring's  eternal  prime. 
The  spiry  poplar,  and  the  stately  lime. 

Here  moss-clad  walks,  there  lawns  of  lively 

green. 
United^  form  one  nicely-varying  scene : 
The  varying  scene  still  charms  th' attentive  sight. 
Or  brown  with  shades,  or  op'ning  into  lighL 
Here  the  gay  tenantsof  the  tuneful  grove. 
Harmonious  breathe  the  raptures  of  their  love : 
Each  warbler  sweet  that  hails  the  genial  Spring, 
Tunes  the  glad  song,  and  plies  th'  ezpuided 

wmg: 
The  love-suggested  notes  in  varied  strains. 
Fly  round  the  vocal  hills  and  lisfning  plains; 
The  vocal  hills  and  listening  plains  prolong 
In  varied  strains  the  love-%uggested  soog. 
To  thee,  all-bounteous  Nature !  thee  tbey  pay 
The  welcome  tribute  of  their  grateful  lay  ! 
To  thee,  whose  kindJy-studious  hand  prepares 
Tbe-fresh'ning  fields  and  softly-breathing  ain; 
Whose  parent-bounty  annual  still  provides 
Of  foodrul  insects  such  uidMunded  tides. 
Beneath  some  friendly  leaf  supremely  West, 
Each  pours  at  large  the  raptures  of  hb  bieast : 
Nor  changeful  seasons  nKMim,  nor  storms  onkhid. 
With  those  contebted,  and  to  these  resign*d. 
Here  sprightly  range  the  grove,  or  skim  the 

plain. 
The  sportive  deer,  a  nioely-cheeker'd  train. 
Oft  near  their  haunt,  on  him  who  curioos  strayv 
All  thronged  abreast  in  fix'd  attention  gaze ; 
Th>  intruding  spy  suspiciously  surtey> 
Then  butting  limp  along,  and  lightly  frisk  away. 
Not  so,-  when  raves  the  pack's  approaduag 

roar. 
Then  lores  endear,  then  Natnre smiles  no  more: 
In  wild  amaze,  all  tremblu)gly-dismay*d, 
Bui-st  through  the  groves,  and  bound  along  the 

glade; 
Till  now  some  destin'd  stag,  prepar'd  to  fly, 
Fires  all  the  malice  of  the  murd  'ring  cry : 
Forc'd  from  his  helpless  mates  the  fated  prey 
Bears  on  the  Wings  of  quiv'ring  fear  away : 
In  flijcht  Cab  !  could  his  matchless  fliaht  avail!) 


Digitized  by 


Google 


.  STUDLEY  PARK. 


417 


In  Taio,  yet  vigorous,  he  renewi  his  rac^, 
Ib  yahi  dark  mazes  oft  perplex  the  chase : 
With  speed  ioapir'd  by  grtef,  he  springs  again 
Throogih  vaulted  woods,  and  de? ious  wilda  in 

▼ain. 
Th*  unrav'Ubg  pack*  stUi  onward  poaringi  trace 
The  various  mazes  of  his  circling  race. 
Breathless  at  last#ith  loog«repeated  toil, 
Sick'ning  he  sUnd»— he  yields— he  falls  the  qx>il. 

From  all  the  various  blooms  of  painted  bow'rs, 
Fair  hanky  wUds,  and  vallies  fring'd  with  flow^. 
Where  Nature  in  praftision  smiles  delight. 
With  pleasore  sated  turns  the  roving  sight 

Come  then,  bright  viskn !   child  of  heav*n1y 
'day  1 
Prom  this  fair  summit  ampler  scenes  sorvey  ; 
One  spacious  field  in  circling  order  eye. 
And  active  ronnd  the  far  horizon  fly ; 
Where  dales  descend,  or  ridgy  mountains  rise, 
And  kMe  their  aspect  in  th^e  falling  skies. 

What  pleasing  scenes  the  landscape  wide  dis- 
plajrs ! 
Th'  enchanting  prospect  bids  for  ever  gaze. 
Uail  charming  fields,  of  happy  swains  the  care  I 
Hail  haf^y  swains,  possest  of  fields  so  fair ! 
In  peace  your  plenteous,  labours  long  eqjoy ; 
No  murdering  wars  shall  waste,  nor  foes  destroy ; 
While  western  gales  EartlA  taeaiing  womb  un- 
bind, 
Hw  seasons  change,and  bonnteoas  suns  are  kind. 
To  social  towns,  see  !  wealthy  Commerce  brings 
Bejoicisg  affluence  on  his  silver  wings. 
On  verdant  biUs,  see !  Aooks  mndmVous  foed. 
Or  thottghtful  liateo  to  the  lively  reed* 
See !  golden  harvests  sweep  the  bending  plains  ; 
**  And  peace  andpleiity  own  a  Brunswick  reigns." 

The  wand'ring  eye  firom  Natiiiia*s  wild  domain 
Attracted,  turas  to  foircr  seBtas  again. 
Soenes,  wbiehtothee,TefimagArt!  hekog. 
Invite  the  poet,  awl  raspiva  the  soagi 

Sweet,  phikMophk:  Musel.  thai  kiv'it  to  stray 
In  woody-ourtain'd  walks  and  dk»<^en  day. 
Lead  me,  Where  lonely  CJoalemfllatkm  roves, 
Tbrouii^h  Meat  shades  and  sofitary  grov^ 

Stop,  daring  foot !  the  sacred  maid  is  here! 
These  awful  gtoomsconfiBsa  thegoddesa  near, 
low  in  these  woods  her  fav'riteaoene' is  laid, 
The  fence  umbrageous,  and  the  dark'ning  shade. 
Whose  bow'ry  brancheabar  the  vagrant  eye, 
Assailhig  Morms  and  panthingsuns  defy. 
A  gentle  current  ealmly  steals  serene. 
In  silv*ry  mazes,  o'er  the  weeping  green. 
Till  op'nhig  bright,  its  banting  wsftem  spread. 
And  fallfisst-flashing  down  a  wide  cascade. 
A  spacioas  fake  below  expanded  lies. 
And  lends  a  mirror  to  titer  quiv'cing  skies. 
Here  pendent  domes,  there  daneing  forests  seem 
To  float  and  ti^erable  (n  the  wavinggleam. 

While  gaily  musing  o'er  it's  veidant  side, 
]»l«asM  I  behold  the  glassy  f  iv*let  glide  i 
Bright  in  the  verdure  of  the  blooming  year, 
Where  circling  groves  their^  fuH.blown  honours 


Ambrosial  daughter  of  the  spicy  Spring,  [wing ; 
While  fragrant  woodbine  scents  each  Zepbyr's 
While  nectar.fboted  Mom,  approaching,  dyes, 
In  radiant  bhish,  the  roBy:ehecker>d  ikies  j 
The  first  fair  Eden, o'er  tl)'  enchanted  pbin 
Reviving,  smiles,  or  seems  to  smile  again. 
¥9L.  XTI* 


Hail j  bKssfbl  scene  !  divine  Etysiom  baO  I 
Ye  flow^  bkxxns  eternal  sweets  exhale : 
The  blest  asylum's  here,  the  sacred  shore. 
Where  toils  tumultuous  tear  the  breast  no  more. 

From  wild  ambition  free,  from  dire  despair. 
Appalling  terrour,  and  perplexing  oare, 
Happy  the  man  who  in  these  shades  can  find 
That  angel-bliss,  serenity  of  mind ; 
Walk  the  fair  green,  or  iu  the  grotto  lie. 
With  hope-strung  breast,and  hear'n-eTected  eye! 
While  cheated  worlds,  by  pleasure's  lure  be- 

tray'd,  . 
Through  rocks  an<f  sands  pnrsne  the  siren  maid  ; 
And,  long-bewikler'd,  urge  the  weary  chase. 
Though  still  the  phantom  slips  their  vain  em- 

brace: 
'TIS  his  with  pitting  eye  to  see — to  know 
Whence  purest  joy's  perennial  founta|as  flow. 
With  this  exalting  charm  dirinely  blest. 
The  dear  reflection  of  a  blamelestt  breast: 
Where  sweet-ey'd  Love  still  smiles  serenely  gsy. 
And  hcav'nly  Virtue  beams  a  brighter  ray. 
Soft,  smoothly-pacing  slide  his  peaceful  days, 
Hi»  own  his  censure,  and  his  own  his  praise : 
Alike  to  him,  both  subjects  of  the  grave, 
ThejHsepter'd  monarch,  and  the  menial  slave. 
Thrice  Imppy  he  who  life's  poor  pains  he»  lakl 
In  the  lone  tomb  of  some  sequestei'd  shade  1 
More  amply  blest,  if  gloriously  retir'd,    [fir'd  ; 
With  learning  charm'd ,  and  with  the  Muses 
Who  nobly  dares  with  philosophic  eye,  * 

Through  full  creation's  bouoded  orbs  to  fly  ;  * 
Pleas'd,  in  their  well-form'd  systems  still  to  flad 
The  matchless  wisdom  of  th'  immortal  mind. 
Still  charm'd,  in  Nature's  various  plan,  to  trace 
His  boundless  love  and  all-sopportng  graoe^ 
Ye  pompous  great  I  whose  dream  of  gbry 
springs 
From  Sounding  titles  or  the  smiles  of  kings  : 
Ye,  laurel'd  in  the  bleeding  wreathes  of  war  1 
And  y^,  whose  hearts  are  centered  in  astar  I 
Say,  all  ye  sons  of  power  and  splendour,  say. 
E'er  could  ye  boast  one  unembiUer'd  day  } 
Cease  the  vain  hope  in  dazzling  pomp  to  find 
Divine  content,  to  humbler  lotsaMign'd  ; 
The  modest  fair  frequents  the  k>wlycell. 
Where  smiling  Peace  and  oonsoiou!*  Virtue  dwell. 
While  through  the  maze  of  winding  bow'rs  i. 
stray. 
The  shade's  dim  gloom,  or  vista*s  op'ning  day; 
Soft-sighing  graves,  where  silky  breezes  fill, 
Kiss  the  smooth  plain,  and  glassy-dimpling  rill  i 
inr  silent  vales,  by  sadly-moumiog  streams, 
Whereswift-ey'dFancy  wings  her  waving  dreams;.  ' 
What  sacred  awe  the  lonely  scenes  inspire  1 
What  joys  transport  me,  and  what  raptures  fipa  I 
Visions  divine,  enchanted  I  behold. 
And  all  the  Muses  all  their  charms  unfold. 

Ye,  woods  of  Pindus,  and  .£tolian  plain% 
No  more  shall  listen  to  immortal  strains : 
Flow  uncoQcem'd,  no  Muse  celestial  sings. 
Ye  Thracian  fountains,  and  Aonian  springs  i 
No  more  your  shades  shall  leave  their  native 

Jiore, 
Nor  songs  arrest  your  raptur'd  currents  more. 

And  thou,  Parnassus,  wrapt  in  deep  alooveti^ 
Mourn,  in  sad  silence,  thy  forsaken  groves  : 
No  more  thy  warblers  rival  notes  admire. 
Nor  choral  zephyrs  fill  the  breathing  lyre« 
Be 
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Each  4Mepiiif  iMMl  iMtodi  ito  Inglid  hMd ; 
The  straiMwe  ▼aoiik'd,  and  tbe  Mom  Aid. 

Tono]bWbilk»  viwrcftuferlbngtofrow, 
Ta  Ttleg,  where  fdreBias  ia  tweeter  aooaota  4ov  $ 
To  bloomiag  Siudk^ifH  nore  ddigiitM  ihnto 
Welcome,  ye  a^red,  ye  celettial  OMidi  1 
Wake  the  ioft  lata^  heie  strike  the  MUDdia; 

stringy 
Hake  the  gtovea  echo,  and  the  valKca  nog; 
Hanneirioiit  lead,  through  fefy-tmBng  bow'n, 
The  toft^d  Oraoei  aod  the  daooiog  Hoan. 

In  awful  scenes  reiir'd,  where  gteoaay  Night 
SUllhr«>ds,  aahaaiah'd  by  retanmig  1^; 
Where  Sileace,  ^x'd  m  meditatmi  deep. 
Folds  in  her  anas  her  favhrile  ofipiing,  Sleep  ; 
Musing'akmg  the  lonely  shades  1  roam 
Till  beaaleeas  rises  a  devoted  dome : 
ThyAme,  sen^cPtetyl   lowpUed 
In  sable  glooou,  by  deepHung  woods  embrae'd. 
Kor  radiaat  here  the  priace  cf  day  displays 
His  BomiBg  bhishes»  nor  mcridiaii  bhuw : 
'  KoHs  o*er  the  world.the  spleodid  €ri) 
Till  his  laat  gloriesgild  the  slreaaii^  . 
Then  qpOftire  gleams  thioagh  pafftiag 

Here  wwes  a  shador,  and  there  smilesa  ray. 
Just  emblem  of  the  maa  who»  fVee  fitNB  strife, 
Th>  uneasy  pains  that  vn  the  wxm  of  liibk 
Npt  da^ed  with  the  diaawnd-^easMing  xcne, 
Flash  of  a  lace,  or  briUiBBoe  ef  a  itQDe» 
Courts  the.h8t  smiles  of  UfVs  deefiniBg  my. 
Where  Bope  cxaltmgrMipt  eternal  day. 

The  sacred  solitude,  the  kme  noess. 
An  awful  pleasure  oa  my  soul  impress. 
Bapturm  diviae  through  ail  my  bosom  glew» 
The  bUm  alone  Immortal  beings  know. 
Ah,  knew  that  sovefoign  bliss  no  base  aUoy, 
Wer't  thou,  niy  Farrer !  witness  to  my  joy; 
What  BoUer  pleasure  eould  we  boast  bekiw ! 
What  joy  sobHmer  Hear'n  itself  bestow ! 
Haste,  my  gay  friend  !  my  dear  asaoeinte,  haste! 
Life  of  my  aoul,  and  parteeFof  my  breast!      ^ 
Quick  to  them  shadea,  these  magic  shades  ratire : 
Here  light  thy  giaess,  and  thy  riitue  fire  i 
Here  sheds  sweet  Piety  her  beams  dirise, 
And  all  the  goddem  fills  her  hemr'nly  shiioeb 
Cdlestial  maids  before  her  altar  moiw  e 
White  banded  Innoaeaoe»  aad  weeping  La?*. 

Her  tow'ring  domes  let  Richmond  boaSt  atone; 
Thetculptmr'd  siatae  and  the  breaithing  sloae : 
Ak»e  distinguieb^  on  the  plains  of  Stowe, 
FitMn  Jones*s  hand  the  fcaturM  marbte  ghNr: 
Though  these  ynmimber'd  cdIusdbs  front  th« 

skina. 
To  fancied  gods  ibihidden  tompiss  rim  ; 
UMBried,  Stttdley,  betlnspttnpofart, 
lis  thine  the  pow^r  to  please  a^riitnous  heart* 

From  this  lov'd  soene  witii  amdons  steps  1 
%moe 
Each  derions  wiadhig  «€  the  baidiy 


Ob  thee,  Cur  EaeUM !  fiacy  bends  lier  eyib 
Longs  o*er  the  cUA  and  deep'aing  lawns  4a  fi|^ 
Enchaated  seeseaehsih'ry-ioatiBgwawe 
Beat  thy  gaeen  banta,  thy  ismJy  Tsllisn  Imrn-. 
And  now  delighted,  now  she  joys  to  hear 
Thy4ei|>,9low  fsUs,  loqg^slfri^g  throngk  h« 
car*. 

AlUbeaateontMatmal  okQectefmy  ao^g^ 
To  thee  my  first,  my  latest  strains  helave 
T»  thee  my  lays  I  tune,  while  entiolm  Alt 
Inri^  dhanasheveeoacts  tfaeraptar'd  hanrt 
Like  thee  to  please,  she  deehB  the  paiaisd  Iw^i, 
Spreads  the  emooth  lawn,   and  ream  the  ^clf«l 

iew«re 
With  windbg  arbours  crowns  the  sykan  dale* 
And  bends  tiM$  forest  e^  the  kiwly  vale  : 
Bids  the  load  cataeaotdesp-thuai'riag  rear. 
Or  winds  the  rit^let  snnod  a  ma^  shore. 
AndiWons  still,  like  thee,  whan  she  hegailea* 
Wins  with  thy  gmoe,  and  io  thy  beanty  smiet 

In  thisgay  dome  s  wliem  apamve  Fancy  id^ys. 
And  imag'd  life  the  pictur'd  roof  asiagrs  ; 
Proud  m  thy  ehanas  the  miaBte  r  ' 
Beams  the  soft  eye^  aad  heaves 
breast. 

Tnm  thee,  prinm souraa! 
4lsm!  fiow 
The  pnnptblesstags  that  sre  boaat  behMT : 
To  thee  its  beauty  owes  this  charming  aoene. 
Tlwae  gioms  their  fiagismif ,  aad  thoae  ybsm 

ttelrgraeni 
For  thee  the  Masm  wmate^elsnal  twimv 
Imnwttai  amid!  for enscy] 

Oh,  wou'd^  thou  kad  me  thMagh* 
lamakri 
Regions  imUammfl  by  a  mcatsJ  <y; 
Or  kindly  aid,4iUle  stadiaas  leiplnm 
Those  anhmsimlhsthy  Mewtoatmd  4iefoca! 
There  wwidViog  dheedd  my  savishH  ayaaotwsi 
New  worlds  of  bekig,  and  aasr  eonmaof  ds^* 
But  If  for  lay  «eak  i#iBg  and  tffwiMing  atfM 
Too  vast  the  jeonay,  aad  lea  fall  the  li^i 
InglarioBB  heseimtana  the  katy  vaed. 
How  rollsthefomrtaia,  and  baa  aprinfithamm 

Or,  bam  metalhehaaka,  yeeacmdMfne  I 
Of  beaateoas  Us,  or  theeiber  linas 
TV>  TJBfe's  dsHghtfid  basto,  ^Am%,  ^mr  gjy. 
The  generous  F**^*'*lhas  the  paaeolaldayi 

F stiMfreefoompasslenfs'firetMtnMV 

Ne'er  felt  tlM  thani0f  angBMii  aer  «fpaiaj 
His  heart-felt  joys  still  yalnm«»nfcam[»hi 
Her  voioe  k-moido,  and  her  vtsafe  lava  t 
Plma^  with  tk 


Imbrownmg  aatattaa,  andimparpM  mwags: 
For  him  kind  Nstere  allhm  tfmmmw  yWk 
Sheiiedntkeforest,  smd  she  1 
Osay! 


Where  ancieaibmdafigst 
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4)   <>b«cttfelie4e4to^nui8lw4csaikMM, 
AndJeft  mM4uiwl  ilo.be^  e^r  known. 

Such  were  tb«  soencs  wheoe  &>eiiBer«iice  re- 
-        tir'd, 
Whm  great  JEIizpi's  fiime  the  Mute  inspir'd ; 
When  Gloriana  led  her  poet'^  dreaais, 
.OVr  Qow'ry  meadows,  and  hy  mifnViDgatieams. 
Jmnioitiil    hards!    wh(^  dealib^eabemBiiig 
lays 
Shall  9hine  diskingaish'd  w^th  eternal  4pfviMe^ 
Knew  my  poor  Muse,  like  time  to  aawr  niblime. 
And  xpum  Ihe  ruins  jof  insultiog  Time  ; 
Where'er  I  stray,   where  blfK)inbg  Flora  leads. 
O'er  «mm^    loounUins,    jnd  through  .puiple 

meads; 
Or  careless  m  the  sylvan  covert  laid. 
Where  fitlling  riUs  amuse  the  mournful  shade ; 
Ve,  n»d  fitfklB,  sl^iUd  still  resound  my  lay. 
And  thou>  fair  Studley  !  smile  for  ever  ga^. 


GMNJirS  AND  VALOVB: 

A  PASTORAL  FOBAL 
warmM  vn  bavovb  op  a  sistkii  kiugvoic. 

MPCCLZUl. 
AMTXTQRy  CPOIUJS  OF  SHBPHIltOS. ' 

WMKas  Tweed's  fair  plains  hi  liberal  beanty 
And  Ftaralaugbs beneath  a  lucid  sky ;  [lie, 

iiong-winding  rales  where  crystal  waters  lave, 
Where  blythe  birds  warble,    and  where  green 
woods  wave,  [bloom, 

A  bright  hair*d  shepherd,    in  yoqng  beauty's 
Tun'd  his  swe^t  pipe  behind  the  yellow  broom. 

Free  to  the  gale  his  waving  ringlets  lay. 
And  his  blue  eyes  difius'd  an  azure  day. 
■Light  o^his  limbs  a  careless  robe  he  flung; 
■HeaMh  rab'd  his  heart,    an4  strength  his  firm 
nerves  stnu^  ^ 

-His  native  phitns  poetic  charms  inspired, 
Wild  scenes,  twfiere  ancient  Fancy  oft  retired  i 
Oft  led  her  Faeries  to  the  Sh^heid*s  ky. 
By  Yarrow^  hailks,  or  groves  of  Eodermay. 

Nor  only  his  those  images  that  vwe  | 

Fair  to  the  gtaoee  of  Fancy's  plattic  ayet;  j 

His  cmmti^  >love  his  patriot  soul  posaess'd,        | 
His  oDuntry's  honourded  his  AIM  brsast  { 

Her  lolly  genius,  pieroDg ,  bright,  and  bold. 
Her  valour  witnase'd  by  the  world  of  old, 
Witnesa^d  onoe  more  by  recent  heaps  of  slain 
OftCamMda's^ikl  hills,  and  Minden's  plain. 
To  somid  subUraerw«k^  bit  pastoiralTetd-r 
^eaee,  Monnlain-echoes !  while  the  ttnte  pvo- 
eeed. 

AMYMTOR. 

Kotnore  of  Jt^iot,  nor  the  Aowery  br%BSy 
Where  the  blytiie  shepherd  tunes  his  lightsome 

Uys; 
No  more  of  Leader's  jhery-haunted-shore,     - 
Of  Athol's  lawns,  and  Gledswood  banks  no  more; 
Unheeded  smile  my  country's  native  chanms, 
Lost  in  the  gknry  of  her  arts  and  arms. 
Hieae,  shepheids,  thesedemand  subiimer  strains 
Than  Clyde's  clear  fountains^  or  than  Athol's 

plains. 


CHORUS  OF  3KSPHBIID5. 


Shepherd,  toilpkaesu^ijpier>y8b^oDg, 
The  ibrce  divine  of  soid^oommAuding  song. 
These  humjble  cqeds  have  litUe  learnt  to  play. 
Save  the  light  airs  (tbai  cheer  i\^  pastoral  day.    ' 
Of  the  olear4»u)ataiB,  and  the  fruilGpl  plain 
Wc  sing,  astfancy  guides  the  simple  »train. 
If  then4^y  CQimt^ry's  saored  fiune  demand 
Thefbigh-t^d  mv^  9f  a  b«ppier  baud-*- 
$bepherd, 4o,tbee  ;H>bl imer  lays  bek>t>& 
The  ^i»4rnne  (^;«oul-«opMpmdii^  acmg. 

.AMYKTOH. 

In  Bpi]^  of  faction's  blind,  vmoADner'd  ragr , 
Of  various  fi^ane  and  destructive  age» 
Fair  Scotland's  honours  yet  unchfng'd  are  seeiv 
Her  palms  ^iJl  blooming)  and  her  laurels  green* 

Freed' frpm  the  cpufiwes.of  her  Gothic  grave, 
When  her  6r^  light  reviving  Science  gave. 
Alike  o'er  Britain  fhone  the  liberal  ray. 
From  Eoswith's  *  poouii^ns  toJtbe  banks  of  Tay. 

For  James  ^  the  Muses  tun'd  their  sportive 
lays,  [bays. 

And  b(  Ihancei'a 

Arch  N  Mrajn, 

Andpl  y  vein. 

Whe  1  mind. 

The  f a^ 

By  Jan  lyres 

To  ooh  res. 

But  th( 

Has  v<  'd  their 

rhyme. 

Yet  9till  some  pleasing  monuments  remain; 
Some  marks  of  genius  \\\  each  later  reign. 
In  nervous  strains  Dunbar's  bold  music  flows, 
And  Time  yet  spares  the  Thistle  and  the  Ro^e  K 

O,  while  bis  course  the  hoary  warrior  steers 
Thro*  the  loi^  mqge  of  life-di£8olvmg  yean. 
Thro'  all  the  evils  of  each  changeful  age. 
Hate,  envy,  faction,  jealousy,  and  rt^e, 
Ne*er  may  his  scythe  these  sacred  i^aots  divid^ 
The$e  plants  by  Heaven  in  native  union  tied  I 
Still  may  the  flower  its  social  sweets  disckwe. 
The  hardy  Thistle  still  defend  the  Rose ! 

Hail,  huypy  daysl   appeas'dby  Margarat'f 
cnarms> 
When  rival  Valour  sheath  'd  his  fat^  arms  ;^ 
When  kindi^ed  realms  unnatural  war  supprest, 
No/aim'd  their  arrows  at  a  sister's  breast.. 

Kind  to  the  Muse  is  quiet's  genial  day  ; 
Her  olive  loves  the  foliage  of  the  bay. 

With  bold  Dunbar  aro^  a  numerous  choir 
Of  rival  bards  that  strung  the  Dorian  lyre. 
In  gentle  Henryson's  *  untabour'd  strain 
Sweet  Arethusa's  shepherd  breath'd  again. 

1 A  ohivn  of  mountains  near  Folkstone  in 
Kent. 

*  James  the  First,  king  of  Scotland,  author  of 
the  famous  old  song,  entitled  Christ's  Kirk  on  the 
Green. 

-  <  A  poem  so  called,  written  in  honour  of  Mar- 
garet, daughter  of  Heury  VII.  on  her  marriage 
to  James  IV.  king  of  Scots.  By  Mr.  William 
Dunbar. 

4  Mr.  RobertsQi)  Penryson,  an  iogenious  pas- 
toral poet. 
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Nor  shall  your  tuneful  risions  be  forgot. 
Sage  Bellentyne  s,  and  fancy-painting  Scott*. 
But,  Q  my  country  !  how  shall  memory  trace 
Thy  Ueedmg  angunh,  and  thy  dire  disgrace  > 
Weep  o'er  the  mins  of  thy  blasted  bays, 
Thy  glories  lost  in  either  Charles's  days  ? 
When  thro*  thy  fields  destmctiTe  rapine  spread, 
Kor  sparing  infant's  tears,  nor  heary  bead. 
In  those  dread  days  the  unprotected  swain 
Mourn'd  on  the  mountains  o'er  his  wasted  plain. 
I   l^or  longer  vocal  with  the  shepherd's  lay 
Were  Yarrow's  banks,  or  groves  of  Endermay. 

CB0IV6  OP  SHEPHKROS. 

Amyntor,  cease »  the  painful  scene  tbihear, 
Kor  the  fond  breast  of  filial  duty  tear. 
Yet  in  our  eyes  our  father's  sorrows  flow. 
Yet  in  our  bosoms  lives  their  lasting  woe. 
At  ere  returning  from  their  scanty  fold. 
When  the  long  sufierings  of  their  sires  they  told. 
Oft  we  have  sigh'd  the  piteous  tale  to  hear. 
And  infant  wonder  dropt  the  mimic  tear. 


Shepherds,  no  longer  need  your  sorrows  flow. 
Nor  pious  duty  cherish  endless  woe. 
Yet  should  Kemembrance»  led  by  filial  love. 
Through  the  dark  vale  of  old  aflJictions  rove. 
The  mounful  shades  of  sorrows  past  explore. 
And  think  of  miseries  that  are  no  more  ; 
Let  those  sad  scenes  that  ask  the  duteous  tear. 
The  kind  return  of  happier  days  endear. 

Hail,  Anna,  hail !  O  may  each  Muse  divine 
With  wreaths  eternal  grace  thy  holy  shrine  ! 
Grav'd  on  thy  tomb  this  sacred  verse  remain. 
This  verse  more  sweet  than  conquest's  sounding 

strain: 
•*  She  bade  the  rage  of  hostile  nations  <Jease, 
The  glorious  arbitress  of  Europe's  peace." 
She,  thro*  whose  bosom  roll'd  the  vital  tide 
Of  Britain's  monarchs  in  one  stream  allied, 
CJos'd  the  long  jealousies  of  different  sway. 
And  saw  united  sister-realms  obey. 

Auspicious  days !  when  Tyranny  no  more 
Bais'd  his  red  arm,  nor  drench'd  bis  darts  in 

gore; 
When,  long  an  exile  from  his  native  plain. 
Safe  to  his  fold  retum'd  the  weary  swain. 
Retum'd,  and,  many  a  painful  summer  past. 
Beheld  the  green  bench  by  his  door  at  last 

Auspicious  days!  when  Scots,  nomoreopprest. 
On  their  free  mountains  bar'd  the  fearless  breast: 
With  pleasure  saw  their  flocks  unbounded  feed. 
And  tun'd  to  strains  of  ancient  joy  the  rred. 

Then,   shepherds,   did  your  wondering  sir^s 
behold 
A  form  divine,  whose  vesture  flam'd  with  gold  ; 


Like  that  stnmge  power  by  fabling  poets  feign'd, 
From  east  to  west  his  mighty  anm  he  straioU 
A  rooted  olive  in  one  band  he  bore, 
Fn  one  a  gk>be,  hiscrib*d  with  sea  and  shore. 
FfXHn  Tbames's  banks,  to  Tweed,to  Tay  he  came, 
Wealth  in  bit  rear,  and  Commerce  was  bis  name. 

Glad  Industry  the  glorious  stranger  haHf, 
Rears  the  tall  masts,   and  ^reads  the  svetiiag 

sails; 
Regions  remote  with  active  hope  explores. 
Wild  Zembla's  hills,  and  Afric*s  burning  shores. 

But  chief,  Columbus,  of  thy  various  coast. 
Child  of  the  Union,  Commerce  bears  his  boast 
To  seek  thy  new-found  worlds,  the  venfrous 
His  lass  fisrsaking,  left  the  lowland"plai|i$  [swain. 
Aside  his  crook,  his  idle  pipe  he  threw. 
And  bade  to  Music,  and  tu  Love  adieu. 
Hence,    Glasgow  fair,    thy    wealth-diffusin; 
hand. 
Thy  groves  of  vessels,  and  thy  crowded  strand. 
Hence,  round  his  folds  the  moorland  shepbeni 

spies 
New  social  towns,  and  happy  hamlets  rise. 

But  me  not  splendour,  nor  the  hopes  of  gain 
Should  ever  tempt  to  quit  the  peaceful  plaiiu 
Shall  I,  possest  of  all  that  Kfe  requires. 
With  tutor'd  hopes,  and  limited  desires,      [ea^. 
Change  these  sweet  fields,  these  native  scenes  of 
For  climes  uncertain,  and  uncertain  seas  ? 

Nor  yet,  foir  Commerce,  do  i  thee  disdain. 
Though  f-Juilt  and  Death  and  Riot  swell  thy  train. 
Cheer'd  by  tlie  influence  of  thy  gladd'ning  ra}\ 
The  liberal  arts  subiimer  works  essay. 
Genius  for  thee  relumes  his  sacred  fires. 
And  Science  nearer  to  her  Heaven  aspirev. 
The  sanguine  eye  of  Tyranny  long  clob^d. 
By  Commerce  fbster'd,  and  in  peace  repo&'^. 
No  more  her  misenes  when  my  country  moura'd. 
With  brighter  flames  her  glowing  genius  bura'd. 
Soon  wandering  fearless  many  a  Muse  was  sen 
O'er  the  dun  motuitain,  and  the  wild  wood  gT«&. 
Soon,  to  the  warblings  of  the  pastoral  reed. 
Started  sweet  Echo  from  the  shores  of  Tweed. 
Ofavour*d  stream  1    where  thy  foir  cuneit 
flows. 
The  child  of  Nature,  gentle  Thomion,  rose. 
Young  as  he  wander'd  on  thy  flowery  side. 
With  simple  .joy  to  see  thy  bright  waves  glide, 
Thither,  in  all  thy  native  charms  arrayed. 
From  climes  ropiote  the  sister  Seasons  stray 'd. 

Long  each  in  beauty  boasted  to  excel* 
(For  jealousies  in  sister-bosoms  dwell) 
But  now,  ddigbted  with  tlie  liberal  boy. 
Like  Heaven's  fair  rivals  in  the  groves  of  Troy, 
Yield  to  an  humble  swain  their  high  debate. 
And  from  bis  voice  the  palm  of  beauty  wait 
Her  naked  charms,  like  Venus,  to  disdoee. 
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In  her  gay  zonft,  by  artful  Fancy  framM, 
TYie  bright  rose  blushed,  the  full  carnation  flam'd. 
IJer  cheeks  the  glow  of  Sf^ndid  clouds  dispby. 
And  her  eyes  flash  insufferable  day. 

With  milder  air  the  gentle  Autumn  caide. 
But  seeroM  to  languish  at  her  sister's  flame. 
Yet,  conscious  of  her  boundless  wealth,  she  bore 
On  high  the  emblems  of  her  golden  store. 
Yet  could  she  boast  the  plenty-pouring  band, 
The  libeml  smile,  benevolent  and  bland. 
Nor  might  slie  fear  in  beauty  to  excel. 
From  whose  fair  head  such  golden  tresses  fell ; 
Nor  might  she  envy  Summer's  flowery  zone. 
In  wboBC  sweet  eye  the  star  of  evening  shone. 

Next,  the  pale  power  that  blots  the  golden 

Wreath'd  her  grim  brows,  and  roll'd  her  stormy 

«ye; 
*^  Behold,*'  she  cried,  with  Toice  that  shook  the 

ground, 
(Tlie  bard,  the  sisters,  trembled  at  the  sound) 
"  Ye  weak  admirers  of  a  grape,  or  row, 
Sehold  my  wild  magnificence  of  snows ! 
See  my  keen  frost  her  glassy  bosom  bare ! 
Mock  the  faint  Sun,  and  bind  the  fluid  air ! 
Nature  to  you  may  lend  a  painted  hour. 
With  you  may  sport,  when  1  suspend  my  power. 
But  you  and  Nature,  who  that  power  obey. 
Shall  own  my  beauty,  or  fehall  dread  my  sway." 
She  spoke :  the  bard,  whose  gentle  heart  ne*er 

gave 
One  paio  or  trouble  that  he  knew  to  mtc. 
No  fiivoQr*d  nymph  extols  with  partial  lays, 
But  gires  to  each  her  picture  for  her  praise. 

Mute  lies  his  lyre  in  death's  uncheerful  gloom, 
And  Truth  and  Genius  weep  at  Thomson's  tomb. 
Yet  still  the  Muse's  living  sounds  pervade 
Her  ancient  scenes  of  Caledonian  shade, 
sun  Nature  listens  to  the  tuneful  lay. 
On  Hilda's  mountamsand  in  Endermay. 
Th'  ethereal  brilliance  of  poetic  fire, 
The  mighty  hand  that  smites  the  sounding  lyre. 
Strains  that  on  Fancy's  strongest  pinion  rise, 
•Conceptions  vast,  and  thoughts  that  grasp  the 

ikies. 


To  the  rapt  youth  that  mus'd  on    Shakespear's 
To  Ogilvie  the  Museof  Pindar  gave.        [graved. 
Time  ',  as  he  sung,  a  moment  ceas'd  to  fly. 
And  lazy  Sleep  9  unfolded  half  his  eye. 

O  wake,  sweet  bard,  the  Theban  lyre  again  ; 
With  ancient  valour  swell  the  sounding  strain; 
Hail  the  high  trophies  by  thy  country  won, 
The  wreaths  that  flourish  for  each  valiant  son. 
While  Hardyknute  frowns  red  with  Norway's 
gore. 
Paint  her  pale  matrons  weeping  on  the  shore. 
Hark !  the  green  clarion  pouring  floods  of  breath 
Voluminously  loud ;  high  sooro  of  death 
Each  gallant  spirit  elates ;  see  Rolhsay's  thane 
With  arm  of  mountain  oak  his  firm  bow  strain  f 
Harkl   the  string  twangs— the  whizzing  arrow 

flies  : 
The  fierce  horse  falls -indignant  fa]I$ — and  dies. 
O'er  the  dear  urn,  where  glorious  Wallace  ** 

sleeps. 
True  valour  bleeds,  and  patriot  virtue  weeps* 
Son  of  the  lyre,  what  high  ennobling  strain. 
What  meed  from  these  shall  generous  Wallace 
Who  greatly  scorning  an  usurper's  pride,  [gain^ 
Bar'd  his  brave  breast  for  liberty,  and  died. 

Boast,  Scotlan:l,  boast  thy  sonsof  mighty  name. 
Thine  ancient  chiefs  of  high  heroic  fome. 
Souls  that  to  death  their  country's  foes  oppos'd. 
And  life  in  freedom,  glorious, freedom,  clos'd.^ 

Where,  yet  bewail'd,  Argyle's  warm  ashes  Ije^ 
Let  Music  breathe  her  most  persuasive  sigh. 
To  him,  what  Heaven  to  man  could  give,  it  gave^ 
Wise,  generous,  honest,  eloquent  and  brave. 
Genius  and  Valour  for  Argyle  shall  mourn. 
And  bis  own  laurels  flourish  round  his  urn. 
O.  may  they  bloom  beneath  a  fiv'ring  sky. 
And  in  their  shade  Reproach  and  Envy  die  ! 

y  See  Mr.  OgUvie's  Ode  to  the  Genius  of 
Shaketpear. 

•  Ode  to  Time.     Ibid. 

9  Ode  to  Sleep.     Ibid. 

'^  William  Wallace,  who,  after  bravely  defend- 
ing hb  country  agakuBt  the  arms  of  Edward  L 
was  executed  as  a  rebel,  though  he  had  taken  uo 
oath  of  allegiance. 
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VtSKINS  OF  FANCV- 


IN  FOUR  ELEGIES. 


La  rMMMi  sffliit  cyoa  c'eal  on  soogev 

Mais  elleen  saisit  letf  douceurs : 

j^le  a  hmAtk  4a  oes  fkntdOiMi^ 

Prcs<yie  tous  las  platsirs  des  hommaa 

Na sodt  ^iiede  doucds  erreun.  GaafMrr. 

wmimii  IN  1763. 


ELEGY    L 

C^tvDitts  of  fancy,  whkher  arc  ye  fled  } 
Where  hare  ye  borne  those   Hope-en!ivcd*d 
,  hours, 
That  once  with  mytUie  garlands  bound  my  held, 
91iat  once  bestrewed  my  Temal  path  with 
ffowers  ? 

In  yoB  fair  vale,  where  blooRn  the  beechm  gfive. 
Where  whids  the  slow  wave  thro'  the  flowery 


To  these  iond  arms  you  led  the  tyrant.  Lore, 
With  Fear  and  Elope  aad  Folly  in  his  trahi. 

My  lyre,  that,  left  at  careless  distance,  hun^ 
Light  on  some  pate  braneh  of  tlie  osier  shad^, 

To  lays  of  amorous  blandishment  yott^  strung, 
And  o'er  my  ^eep  the  litHhrg  music  playM. 

"  Rest,  gentle  youth  !  while  on  the  quivering 
breeze 

Slides  to  thine  ear  this  softly-breathiog  strain ; 
Sounds  that  move  smo'rther  than  the  steps  of  ease, 

And  pour  oblivion  in  the  ear  of  pain. 

"  In  this  fair  vale  eternal  Spring  shall  smile. 
And  Time  unenvious  crown  each  roseate  hour; 

Eternal  joy  shall  every  care  beguile. 
Breathe  in  each  gale,  and   bloom  in  every 
flower. 

**  This  silver  stream,  that  down  its  crystal  way 
Frequent  has  led  thy  mushig  steps  along. 

Shall,  still  the  same,  in  sunny  niszes  play, 
And  with  its  murmurs  melodise  thy  song. 

«*  Unfading  green  shall  these  fair  groves  adorn ; 
'  Those  living  meads  immortal  flowers  unfold ; 
.  In  rosy  smiles  shall  rise  each  blushing  mom, 
/       And  every  evening  dose  in  clouds  of  gold. 

«*The  tender  Lovies  that  watch  thy  slumbering  itest, 
And  round  thee  flowers  and  balmy  myrtles  strew. 

Shall  charm,  thro'  all  approaching  life,  thy  breast^ 
With  joys  ibr  ever  pure,  for  ever  new. 


"  The  geniJil  powet  tfiat  speadnC^goMM  <te^ 
£ach  charm  of  tei*^  pas^ton  shall  ini^ve  9 
With  fond  afltetfon  AH  the  mutoA)  bMHt 

And  feed  the  flame  of  ever— ywln^dksite. 
•*  Coma^  gpntle  Loves  1    your  myrtle  gaHurf^ 
faring; 
Tha  smiling  bower  with  dusfet^d  voses  spVtaiT; 
Come»  gentle  aiiB,!  with  inceBse^^ropping  wHig 

The  braalhiog  sweets  of  vernal  odour  shed. 
«  Haxk,  an  the  slndBioe  swelliBS  BBoaM  MB^ 
How  the  notes  iPttmite  ^tfH^h^tm^^^^ 

Auspicioi*#gtot*wieaaia*i>ngtfc#slBf^     

And   powers    mneea    the  hap^    aoaHuta 
hailt 
"  Estatic  hour*  f  «)  ev6fy  diitsnt  SlUf      ^ 

Like  this  sierefle'  ort  dbwny  wingB  shilf  tfWfc  r 
Rise  crownM  With  joys  that  trittm^  o*ter  decay, 
The  faithful  joys  of  Fancy  and  of  Love." 


ELEGY   IL 

And  were  they  vain,   those  soothing  layi  ye 
sung? 

Children  of  Fancy !  yes,  your  song  waa  Tan  ? 
On  each  spft  air  though  rapt  Attention  hung* 

And  Silence  lisien'd  on  the  sleeping  plain. 

The  strains  yet  vibrate  on  my  ravish'd  ear. 
And  still  to  smile  the  mimic  beauties  seem. 

Though  now  the  visionary  scenes  appear 
Like  the  fttint  traces  of  a  vanishM  dream. 

Mirror  of  life !  the  glories  thus  depart 
Of  all  that  youth  and  love  and  fency  finme, 

When  painful  Anguish  speeds  the  piercing  daxt. 
Or  Envy  blasts  the  blooimng  flowers  of  fiune. 

i  Nurse  of  wild  wishes,  and  of  fond  desires. 
The  prophetess  of  Fortune,  false  and  vain. 
To  scenes  where  Peace  in  Rum's  anna  expires 
Fallacious  Hope  deludes  her  h^lees  train. 
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'13o,  Biren,  g<H«tby  charmi  on  otiiecstry;  ( 

If  y  beaten  ttark  at  len^b  hat  reachM  the  sboee» 

Vet  on  tbe  rock  my  dropping  gannentf  lie  ; 
Aiidlet  me  perish  if  Itnut  thee  more. 

CoBMj.sealleQiiJetl  loag-aegleoted  hmM  ! 

O  eome^  aai  lead  me  to  thy  moaty  eeU  ^ 
There  anregardad  is  the  peaoefel  iMe^ 

With  calm  Repose  aadSileDco  let  medwelL 

Come  happier  faonrs  of  sweet  umtoxioas  resC, 
When  all  the  stntgglittf  passioBs  shall  sob- 
side; 

When  Peace  shall  clasp  me  to  her  ptttmy  bteast, 
iind  smooth  my  silent  nmrates  as  «hey  glide. 

Bat  chief,  thou  goddess  o^  the  thoughtless  eye^ 
Whom  never  careg  or  passions  discompose, 

O,  blest  Ins^sibility,  be  nigh. 
And  with  thy  sootiung  Iwod  my  weary  eyeVfis 
close.  ^ 

Then  shall  the  cares  of  low  and  glory  cease, 

And  ail  the  fond  amdetftes  of  fhme ; 
Alike'  regardless  lA  the  anMof  Peace, 

Mtheaeeitol,  er  those  debase  a  name. 

In  Lytteltoo  though  alt  the  Muses  praise, 
ids  generous  pnise  shall  then  delight  no  more, 

Kor  the  sweet  magic  of  his  tender  lays 

ShaH  touch  the  bosom  which  it  charm'd  he- 
ibre. 


Nor  then,  tbowgh  M^Oe,  with  assidbiifl  ^ 
Of  Ftieodship,  ope  the  onsuipeotiiag  hieael| 

Kor  then,,  the"  Eavy  bioach  her  btodraning  Has, 
Shatt  these  deprire  me  e#  «  mooMnl't  test* 

estate  to  be  desir^l  when  hostile  rage 
Prevails  in  bnmfen  more  than  savage  htonts;  * 

When  man  with  man  eternal  war  will  wage. 
And  never  yield  that  mero^  which  he  wants. 

When  dark  Design  uuradas  tiie  cheerfnl  hour , 
And  dn^ws  the  heart  with  social  fireedom  w»ni^ 

Its  cares,  its  wi^ies,  and  ito  thoughts  to  potir^ 
Smiling  insidious  with  the  hopes  of  harok 

Vain  Bsaa,  to  other's  Mllngs  sUII  severe,    . 

Yet  not  otte  foible  in  MsMeif  can  find  $ 
Another^  ftniHs  to  Felly's  eye  are  dear. 

But  to  her  own  e'en  Wisdom's  self  is  bUnd. 

O  let  me  still,  from  these  low  iblTies  free, 
This  sordid  malice,  and  inglorious  strile, 

Vytelf  the  subject  of  my  censure  be. 
And  teach  my  heart  tocommentoii  my  life« 

With  thee^  Fhilesopby,  still  lei  ne  dwdl; 

My  tutor'd  miod  from  vulgar  mcaaoese  swrej - 
Bring  Peace,  briag  Quiet  to  my  humble  esll. 

And  bid  them  It^  ^M  greoB  turf  esi  my  gimfe. 


BLEGY  IU« 

BuGBT  o'er  the  green  hills  rose  the  ntoming  rty, 
Tbe  wood-lark's  song  resounded  on  tbe  pUih  ; 

Fair  Nature  felt  the  warm  embrace  of  da)^ 
And  smQ'd  thro'  all  her  animated  reigD. 

#beA  yo«H  JMHght,  of  Hope  and  Ttacy-berti, 
His  head  on  tufted  wOd  diytne  balf.reeUpM, 

Gangfaft  the  gey  ceKnmi  of  the  orient  mom. 
And  thenoe  of  lift  this  piotore  Tain  dangu'd* 


<<0bomtothiought8|  to  pleasures  more  lablime 
Than  beings  of  htferior  nature  prove  i 

To  triumph  in  the  golden  hours  of  time. 
And  feel  the  eharma  oUancy  and  of  kive} 

*<  High-fBvonr'd  man!  for  him  unfolcfingfour 
In  orient  light  this  native  landsc^>e  smiles  ; 

.Fte*  him  sweet  Hope  dtsanhs  the  hand  of  Care, 
BnHs  his  pleasures,  and  his  grief  beguiles. 

^  Blows  n(f>t  a  blossom  on  the  breast  of  Sprii^ 
Breathes  not  a  gale  along  the  bending  mead. 

Trills  dot  a  songster  of  the  soaring  wing. 
But  Anigiuioe,  health,  and  melody  suooeed^ 

«  O  let  me  still  with  simple  Nature  live, 
Vtf  lowly  field-flowers  on  her  altar  lay, 

Ergoy  the  blessings  that  she  meant  to  give, 
And  ealmly  waste  my  iooffansive  day ! 

*•  N6  titled  name,  no  envy.teastnr  dome, 
No  glltterii^  wealth  my  tutor'd  wishes  crave  ; 

So  Health  and  Peaoe  be  near  my  humble  home, 
Aoool  stream  murmur,  and  a  green  tree  wavtt 

''  So  may  the  sweet  Euterpe  not  disdain 

At  Eve's  ebaste  hour  her  ulver  lyro  to  bring  ; 
The  Muse  of  pity  wake  her  soothing  strain. 

And  tune  to  sympathy  the  tremblmg  string* 
'*  Thus  glide  the  pettsive'moments,  p'.er  the  vale 

While  floating  shades  of  dusky  night  descend : 
Not  left  untold  the  lover's  tender  tale, 

Nor  uneqjoyed  the  heart-enlarging  friend. 

<•  To  love  and  friendship  flow  the  social  bowl  I 
To  attic  wit  and  el^^mee  of  mind; 

Tb  afl  the  native  beantM^  of  th^  soul. 
The  simple  charms  of  truth,  and  sAnse  refln^ 

*<  Then  to  explore  whatever  aneieat  sage 
Studious  ftxHn  Nature's  eariy  volume  drew. 

To  chase  sweet  Fiction  through  her  golden  age. 
And  mark  how  ftur  the  sun-flower,  Sci^ci^ 
blewt 

^  Haply  to  catch  sone  spaik  of  eastern  flre» 

Hesperian  £uicy,  oc  Ajoian  e^^se ; 
Some  meltiog  note  froo^  Sappho's  tender  lyre, 

Some  strain  that  Love  and  Phcebus  taught  to 
'   please. 

**  When  waves  the  grey  light  o'er  the  monntain*s 
head^  [ray; 

Then  let  me  meat  6ie  mom'^  first  beauteous 
Carelessly  wander  from  my  sylvan  shed. 

And  catch  the  sweet  breath  of  the  rising  day. 

"  Nor  sddom,  loHeriog  as  I  muse  along,  [bore  ; 

Mark  from  what  flower  the  breeze  its  sweetness 
Or  listen  to  tbe  labonr-soothiog  song 

Of  bees  that  range  the  thyasy  uplands  o'er. 

''  gow  let  me  climb  the  mountain's  airy  brow, 
Tlie  green  height  gaiuM,  in  musefiil  rapture 

Sleep  to  the  murmur  of  the  woods  bek)w»     pis^ 
Or  look  on  Nature  with  a  lover's  eye. 

«Delightftil  boors!  0»  thus  for  ever  flosr; 

lied  by  fisir  Fancy  round  tbe  varied  year: 
So  shall  my  breast  with  nativerapturesglow. 

Nor  fisd  one  pang  from  folly,  pride,  or  fear. 

**  Urm  be  my  heart  to-Nature  and  to  Truth, 
Nor  vainly  wander  from  their  dictates  sage : 

So  Joy  shall  triumph  on  the  brows  of  youth. 
So  Hope  shall  smootfathe  dreary  patha  of  age." 
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Ok.  !  y^t,  ye  dear,  deloding  ritioiis  stay  1 
Fond  hopes,  of  Innocence  and  Fancy  born ! 

For  you  Til  cast  these  waking  thoughts  away, 
For  one  wild  dream  of  life's  romantic  mom. 

Ah !  DO :  the  sunshine  o'er  eacb  olgect  spread 

By  flattering  Hope,  the  flowers  that  blew  so 
Like  the  gay  gardens  of  Armida,  fled,  [fair, 

And  vanirh*d  from  the  powerful  rod  of  Care. 
So  the  poor  pilgrim,  who  in  raptoroas  thought 

Plans  his  dear  journey  to  Luretto*s  shrine. 
Seems  on  his  way  by  guardian  semphsbrought. 

Sees  aiding  angels  £ivour  his  design. 
Ambrosial  blossoms,  such  of  oU  as  blew 

By  those  fresh  founts  on  Eden's  happy  p]aiU| 
And  Shar6n*s  roses  all  his  passage  strew: 

So  Fancy  dreams ;  but  Fancy's  dreams  are 
vain. 

Wasted  and  weary  on  the  mountam's  sid^ 

His  way  unknown,  the  hapless  pilgrim  lies, 
6r  takeji  some  ruthless  robber  (br  his  guide. 

And  prone  beneath  his  cruel  sabre  dies. 
Life's  morning-landscape  gilt  with  orient  light. 

Where  Hope  and  Joy  and  Fancy  hold  their 

"i'Sn,  [bright. 

The  grove's  green  wave,  the  hjue  stream  sparkling 

The  blythe  Hours  dancing  round  Hyperion's 
wain. 

In  radiant  colours  youth's  free  hand  pourtrays. 

Then  hokis  the  flattering  Ubiet  to  his  eye ; 
Nor  thinks  bow  soon  the  vernal  grove  decays. 

Nor  sees  the  dark  dood  gathering  o'er  the  sky. 
Hence  Fancy  conqner'd  by  the  dart  of  Pain, 

And  wandermg  far  from  her  Platonic  shade. 
Mourns  o^er  the  ruins  of  her  transient  reign. 

Nor  unrepinmg  sees  her  visions  fade. 
Their  parent  b'anish'd,  hence  her  children  fly. 

The  fairy  race  that  fill'd  her  festive  tram ; 
Jny  tears  his  wreath,  and  Hope  inverts  her  eye. 

And  Folly  wonders  that  her  dream  wai  vain. 


^  POE}f  TO  TRE  MRMORT  OF 
MR.  HANDEL. 

'      ,  WRITTOl   IN  1760. 

Spisrrs  of  music,  and  ye  powers  of  song. 

That  wak'd  to  painful  melody  the  lyre 

Of  young  Jessides,  when,  in  Sion's  vale 

Be   wept   o'er   bleeding    friendship  j    ye   that 

moarn'd. 
While  Freedora,drooping  o'er  Euphrates'  stream, 
Her  pensive  harp  on  the  pale  osier  hung. 
Begin  oooe  more  the  sorrow  soothing-lay. 
Ah!  where  shaUnow  the  Muse  fit  numbers 
find  ? 
What  aeeents  pure  to  greet  thy  tuneful  shade, 
Sweet  barmonutt  ?  'twas  thine,  the  tender  .feU 
Ofpi'y's  plaintive  lay;  for  thee  the  stream 
Of  silver-winding  mtisic  sweeter  play'd. 
And  ]>urcr  flowM  for  thee— all  silent  now 


Those  airs  *  that,  hreathmg  Ver  flie  hrasst  • 

Thames, 
Led  amorous  Echo  down  the  long,  long  vale. 
Delighted ;  studbus  from  thy  sweeter  strain 
To  melodise  her  own ;  when  fancy-lorn. 
She  mourns  in  anguish  o^er  the  droopisg  breast 
Of  ymmg  Narcissus.     From  their  amber  urns. 
Parting  their  green  locks  streammg  in  the  wan\ 
The  Naiads  rose  and  smiPd :  nor  since  the  day« 
When  first  by  mnsio,  and  by  freedom  led 
From  Grscian  AcidaJe ;  nor  since  tbe  day. 
When  last  finom  Amo's  weeping  fount  they  cane. 
To  smooth  the  ringlets  of  Sabrina's  hair, 
Heard  they  likeminstrelsy«~fouutains  and  shades 
Of  Twit'nam,  and  of  Windsor  fam'd  in  song  ! 
Ye  heights  of  Clennont,  and  ye  bowers  of  Ham  ! 
That  heard  the  fine  strain  vibrate  through  your 

groves. 
Ah  I  where  were  then  ytnr  long-lov'd  Muses  (led 
When  Haodd  breath'd  no  more  f^^uid  thou, 

sweet  queen. 
That  nightly  wrapt  thy  Milton's  haUow'd  ear 
In  the  soft  ecstacies  of  Lydian  airs ; 
Thatstnce  attun'd  to  Handel's  high-woond  lyves 
Tlie  lay  by  thee  suggested ;  conld'st  not  thoa 
Soothe  with   thy  sweet  soi^   the  grim  fury's 

breast4? 
CoU-hearted  Death !  his  wanly-glaring  eye 
Nor  Vhrtue's  smile  attracts,  nor  Fame's  loud 

trump 
Can  pieree  his  iron  ear,  for  ever  barr'd 
To  gentle  sounds  :  the  golden  voice  of  soog. 
That  char^  the  gloomy  partner  of  his  biitti* 
That  soothes  despair  and  pain,  he  hears  no  more. 
Than  rude  winds,  blust'ring  from  theCambtiaa 

cliffs, 
The  traveller's  feeble  lay.    To  court  fisir  Fame^ 
To  toil  with  slow  steps  up  \he  star-crown'd  hill. 
Where  Science,  leaning  on  ber  sculptur*d  om. 
Looks  conscious  on  the  secret-working  hand 
Of  Nature;  on  the  wings  of  Genhis  borne. 
To  soar  above  the  beaten  walks  of  life. 
Is,  like  the  paintings  of  an  evening  cloud, 
Th>  amusement  of  an  hour.  Night,  gkwmy  Nurfa^ 
Spreads  her  black  wings,  and  all  the  vision  dies. 
Ere  long,  the  heart,  Uiat  heaves  this  sigh  ta 

thee. 
Shall  beat  no  more  !    ere  long,  on  this  fond  lay 
Which  mourns  at  Handel's  tomb,  insulting  Time 
Shall  strew  his  cankering  rust.    Thy  strain  per* 

chance, 
Thy  sacred  strain,  shall  the  hoar  warrior  spare  ; 
For  sounds  like  thine,  at  Nature's  early  birth, 
Arous'd  him  slumbering  on  the  dead  profound 
Of  dusky  chaos ;  by  tbe  golden  harps 
Of  choral  angels  sumroon'd  to  hb  race  : 
And  sounds  like  thine,  when  Nature  is  no  more. 
Shall  call  him  weary  from  the  lengthen 'd  toils 
Of  twice  ten  thousand  years.  O  would  his  hand 
Yet  spiure  some  portkm  of  this  vital  flame. 
The  trembling  Muse  that  now  faint  effort  makes 
On  young  and  artless  ^ing,  should  bear  thy 

praise 

»  The  water-mosic. 

*  Borantesque  comas  a  froote   removit  ad 

aures.         Ovid.  Met 
s  L'^egra  and  II  Penseroso,  set  to  musk  by 
Mr.  Handel. 
4  See  MUton's  Lycidas. 
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Soblirpe,  abovc[  the  mortal  bottods  of  Earth, 
With  heavenly  fire  relume  her  feeble  ray, 
And;  taught  by  serapht,  frame  her  soog  for  thee. 

I  feel,  I  feel  the lacred  ifApulne — ^hark  I 
Walc'd  from  acconliogr  lyres  the  sweet  strains  flow 
In  symphony  dirine:  from  air  to  air 
The  trembling  numbers  fly :  swift  hunts  awsy 
The  flow  of  joy — now  swells  the  flight  of  praise 
Springs  the  sbrill  trump  aloft ;  the  toiling  cliords 
Melodious  labour  through  the  flying  maze ; 
And  the  deep  base  bis  strong  sotmd  rolls  away. 
Majestically  sweet"— Yet,  Handel,  raise, 
Yet  wake  to  big lier  strains  thy  sacred  lyre : 
The  Name  of  ages,  the  Supreme  of  things. 
The  great  Messiah  aska  it :  He  whose  hand 
Led  into  fbrm  yaa  everlasting  orbs. 
The  harmony  c^  Nature — He  whose  hand 
Stretch'd  o'er  tbe  wilds  of  space  this  beauteous 

ball. 
Whose  spirit  breathes  through  all  his  smiling 

works 
Music  and  loro— yet,  Handel,  raise  the  strain. 

Hark!  what  angelic  sounds,  what  voice  divine 
Breathes  through  tbe  ravisht  air  1    my  rapt  ear 

feels 
The  bannony  of  Heaven.    Hail  sacred  choir  1 
lufimortal  spirits,  hail  (   If  haply  those 
That  erst  in  favoured  Ralestine  proclaim'd 
Olury  and  peace :  her  angel-haunted  groves, 
Her  piny  mountains,  and  her  golden  vales 
R»-echo*d  peace— But,  Oh,  suspend  the  strain — 
The  swelling  joy*s  too  much  for  mortal  bounds ! 
'TIs  transport  even  to  pain. 

Yet,  hark !  what  pleasing  sounds  invite  mine 
So  venerably  sweet }    His  Sion*s  lute.         [ear 
Behold  ber  hero  •!  from  his  valiant  brow 
Looks  JudaVs  lioo,  on  his  thigh  tbe  sword 
Of  vanquished  ApoUoniu»— 'The  shrill  trump 

*  Jndas  Maccabeus* 


Through  B«thoroo  proclaims  the  approaching^ 

figbt, 
f  see  the  brave  youth  lead  bis  little  band, 
With  toil  and  hunger  faint ;   yet  from  his  arm 
Tbe  rapid  Syrian  flies.     Thus  Henry  once, 
Tbe  British  Henry,  with  his  way-worn  troop. 
Subdued  the  pride  of  France — Now  ioudcr  blows 
The  martial  clangOr :  lo  Nicanor's  host ! 
With  tbi'earning  turrets  crown 'd,  slowly  advance 

The  ponderous  elephants 

The  blazing  Sun,  from  many  a  golden  shield 
Reflected  gleams  afar.    Judeun  chief ! 
How  shall  thy  force,  thy  little  force,  sustain 
The  dreadful  shock  I 

The\hero  comes' — *Tis  boundless  mirth  and  ioiig. 
And  dance  and  triumph ;  every  laboiving  string. 
And  voice,  and  breathing  shell  in  concert  strata 
To  swell  the  raptures  of  tumultuous  joy. 

O  master  of  the  pasvions  aud  the  soul. 
Seraphic  Handel !   how  shall  words  describe 
Thy  music's  countless  graces,  nameless  powers! 

When  be  of  Gaza?,  blind  and  sunk  in  chains* 
On  female  treachery  looks  greatly  down. 
How  the  breast  bums  indignant  I  in  thy  straitt. 
When  sweet-voic'd  piety  resigns  to  Heaven, 
Glows  not  each  bosom  with  the  flame  of  virtue  ? 

O'er  Jeptha's  votive  maid  when  the  sofl  lute 
Sounds  the  ^!ow  symphony  of  funeral  grief. 
What  youthful  breast  but  melts  with  teuder  pity? 
What  parent  bleeds  not  with  a  parent's  woe  ? 

O,  longer  than  this  worthless  lay  can  live  * 
While  fame  and  music  soothe  the  human  ear  | 
Be  this  thy  praise :  to  lead  the  polish'd  mind 
To  virtue's  noblest  heights ;  to  light  the  flame 
Of  British  freedom,  rouse  the  generous  thought. 
Refine  the  passions,  and  exalt  the  soul 
To  love,  to  Heaven,  to  harmony  and  thee. 

^  Chorus  of  youths,  in  Judas  Maccabeus, 
1  See  the  Oratorio  of  Samion. 
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EPISTLE  I. 

^  iiEiE  18  the  man,  who,  prodigal  of  mind. 
In  one  wide  wish  embraces  human  kind  } 
All  pride  of  sects,  all  party  zeal  above. 
Whose  priest  is  Reason,  and  whose  god  is  Love ; 
Pair  Nature's  friend,  a  foe  to  fraud  and  art — 
Where  is  the  man  so  welcome  to  my  heart  ?     v 

The  sightless  herd  sequackms,  who  pursue 
Dull  folly's  path,  and  do  as  others  do, 
Who  look  with  purblind  prejudice  and  scorn,    • 
On  different  sects,  in  different  nations  bom, 
^  Let  us,  my  Craufurd,  with  compassion  view. 
Pity  their  pride,  but  shun  their  enour  too. 


From  Belvidere's  feir  groves,  and  monntains 
Which  Nature  rais'd,  rejoicing  to  be  seen, [green. 
Let  us,  while  raptor'd  on  her  works  we  gaze. 
And  the  heart  riots  on  luxurious  praise, 
Th'  expanded  thought,  the  boundless  wish  retain, 
And  let  not  Nature  moralize  in  vain. 

O  Acred  guide  I  preceptress  more  sublime 
Than  sages  boasting  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time ! 
See  on  each  page  her  beauteous  volume  bear 
Tbe  golden  characters  of  good  and  fair. 
AU  human  knowledge  (blush  collegiate  pride  f ) 
Flows  from  her  works,  to  none  that  reads  denied. 

Shall  the  dulllnmate  of  pedantic  walls. 
On  whose  old  walk  the  sun-beam  seldom  falls, 


Digitized  by 


Google 


4W 


WholBMMW'ef  NhbM,  w&^^mm  i 

Than  fills  some  page  of  antiqaated 

Shall  bov  HI  wofila  aMtflims  iwaiilidN  iriii^ 

TlM  better  kMwMgeof  the  iPorMdeapiw^ 

Think  wiadon- eeiiter>d  in  » Mto(~ 

And  MOTD  Itie  tcholkr  ef  baraaoity*  i 

Bom0/O^'mg<rf  warn  tbeae  tapieat 
bneir, 

Of'nefr  tha«  KT'd  bivo  IfboMfaiif  mn  agow 
Such  human  mdnstere  if  the  world  e'er  knewv 
As  aneieat  tene,  and  aaeieat  slory  #re«r ! 

If  ioone  obje^  tyslem,  soaap'  6oafta*d^ 
Hie  taie^eibot  is  nanewMM-ef  onadl 

Twas  thus  St.  Robert,  in  bis  kmelf  wooi^ 
SbtMok  eaelk  soeial  A>l5>«-to  be  goedkr 
Tbw  Hebbes  on  oneders  sfslmflx'^  M»  eyes^ 
And  prey  d  bis  nature  n^ilcbed—to  be  fFiME. 
Each  zealoC  tbas,  date  witb  gbestl^  pride. 
Adores  his  g6A,  aad-ba«M  the  #orld  besidev^ 

Tbeoi^  Ibnn'd  with  powers  tb.grasp  Ibli  ^a- 


uuro0Oii9r9»  vonis. 


Ood»r  le  what  memmm  any  thespiHt  ftdt  f 
Po  wen  that  shoaM  spread  in  reasea^s  orient  n^, 
Her  ai«  the^r  darfceo^d,  aad  deban^d  the  day  r 

When  Ibte,  where  Ti^o  foNsblv  aadeat  tide, 
KeOeetiag  elearlbe  ai*«atai«^  P«Y^  Bi^» 
Thy  geiuus,eraeAiid,  Brftahi't  legions  ted, 
And  feat's  chin  ckHid  lorMek  tt^  brigMalag 

bwd^ 
By  nature  bnye,  and  generons  as  fboa  art, 
Say  did  not  human  Mliti  rea  thy  heart  t 
Olow'd  not  thy  breast  rodigMoil,  when  yoo  saw* 
Thedbme  of  aiuader  beasecrate  by  la# } 
Wh^rriendSi  coonnissiaB'd  with  the  legal  rod| 
la  p4ce(le^otioa,  bam  the  works  ci  God 

Ochan^me,  powers  o^Mlore,  if  3wea% 
Transforttiiiie,  lAake bm any thiii| bat aiaii. 
Yet  why  ?  Hits  heart  all  human  kmd  Ibcgires, 
Wbila  eilBHi  laf«a  ns^  a«d  whtte;  CrjAilbfd 

Ihres. 
Is  Nature,  all  benevolent,  to  blame         ^      i 
That  half  her  offspring  are  their  mother's  shame? 
Bid  she  ordain  o'er  this  fiur  scene  of  thhigs 
The  cruelty  of  priesu,  or  pride  pf  kings  ? 
Tbo^  worlds  lie  murder'd  for  their  wealth  6ir  tal^ 
Is  Nature  all  benev<^ent  to  blame? 

O  that  the  world  were  emptied  of  iu  slaves ! 
That  all  the  fools  were  gpoe,  and  sit  lllelterea! 
Then  might  we,  Craofurd,  with  delight  embrace. 
In  boundless  lore,  the  rest  of  human  race. 
But  let  not  knaves  misanthropy  crefltik*  ^ 

Nor  feed  the  gall  of  universal  bate. 
Wherever  Genius,  Truth,  and  Virtue  dwell, 
PolishM  in  courts,  or  simple  in  a  oeD, 
All  views  of  country,  sects,  and  creeds  apart. 
These,  these  1  lote,  and  bold  them  to  ny  he«it. 

Vain  of  our  beauteous  isle,  and  jusdy  ¥chi. 
For  FVeedom  here,  and  ifealth,  and  Klenty  reigft, 
We  different  loU  contemptuously  compare. 
And  boast,  like  children, of  a  fov'rite's  share.. 

Yet  though  each  vale  a  deeper  vetdnre  yieldB 
Than  AnK>*s  banks,  or  Andalosia^s  fields, 
Though  many  a  tree-crown*d  diptiBCahi  teems 

with  ore. 
Though  flocks  innumerous  whiten  every  dkote, 
Why  should  we,  thus  with  Nature's  wealth  elatCi 
Behold  her  different  families  with  hate  ? 
Look  on  her  works— on  every  page  yooll  find 
Inscribed  the  doctrine  of  the  social  Boiiid. 


Qui  aaaaUaw  ausMsef  losegl  baligtfiluu# 
Th' oaea^edrigWiasof the  libaial  air! 
Ai  tba  sane  grave  wiMift  nrariovaid  of  slril^  r ' 
Hdrs  of  eaa  streaav  wbMl  tribes  of  sealy  llfis ! 
air,  aa^ir^aadfoodcombae 


Of  general  gaod  to  akd  the  gnaB  dadM  r 

Wlieia  Aaopn  diag»e^cr  liacssltfs TarM 
UvraiiQwsBSkev  bis  dIvty-windbiB  ftpaia^ 
Whew  fogs  etorqal  bkittbefooeofdby, 
And  the  leet  bittern  moaM  bis  gldoa^  wa^t; 
Aa  well  wa  might,  for  aapropitioaa  Aias, 
The  bUoRlesBaa(ti>i«  with  bts  dime  despise. 
As  hiav^MtostW  tfie  pooMT  tot  partakes 
Of  Bissay^msnaiaius,  or  Batavia^  lakta. 

Yet  took  Mee  awre  4ii»NMat«^  v«riMa  plBB  f 
Bdiold,  and  tow  her  noblest  csaataavmaa  I 
.She,  naiar  partis^  oa  eadb  varfoas  i 


poitieatotbo  rest  i 
By  mutual  interest  meaning  thencati^  bind 
iaeae  ^st  chain  the  oomawaea  of  mankind. 

Behold,  ye  vain  distuibersof  an  boor  ! 
Vedtapea  of  Ibettoa  I  and  jretaobof  pawarf 
Fsor  rmen  en  nie^  eoacraeoaa  ssBgv  ! 
BAoM,  and  k)se  year  Nuleaess  of  ragit  t 
Throw  envy,  folly,  pr^udlce  behind  I 
An4  yield  ts  Traib  ke  eatfUre  of  the  mhaH 

lamortalTnilb!  O  frsm  thy  radfaal  shrine 
Wherw  Ifgtit  created  first  essayed  t»sMiie ; 
Wheiaeliistefiag  stars  ateiwsl  beaiaadii^af. 
And  geSM  ethereal  drink  tlw  foMea  day  ; 
To  <)k8se  this  mnval,  clear  thirseasual  aight, 

0  shed  one  nq^  of  thy  odeslialBght ! 
Teach  us,  while  wandering  tfiia^  Ihlsvalebeiov 
We  kaew  bdt  Hftle,  that  we  littleknow. 
Oaabeam  ta-mde^'d  PWjndtoe  ooBfey, 
Vet  Pride  pciodve  one  iflerttfytosfM]^ 
Tigr  glasa  ta  fiMis,  to  iafidds  sipply; 
And  aO  tliadimaets  entile  IMM*  eye. 

Plac'd  on  this  shore  of  Time's  ftr-etretdua^ 
bourn. 
With  leave  to  look  at  Nature  and  retam ; 
While  wave  on  wave  impds  the  human  tide. 
And  ages  sink,  forgotten  as  they  glide; 
Can  life's  short  duties  bdSter  be  disdiarg*d, 
Tha»  whe&we  leave  it  with  a  mind  enUn'd  ^ 

Jud|^d  not  the  old  philosopher  aiighiir 
When  mus  he  preaeh*d,  bb  pupils  in  his  sight  ? 
**  It  maHaranot,  my  fiteftdi,  how  low  or  high 
Your  liUleirdk  of  trandent  life  may  lie. 
Soon  will  the  rdgn  of  hope  and  fear  be  o^er, 
Aflfl  wartMt  Vessions  militate  no  more.^ 
And  trust  me,  be  who,  having  once  survey'd 
The  good  and  fair  which  Ndtur^s  wisdom  made. 
The  soonest  to  his  former  state  retires. 
And  feds  the  peace  of  satisfied  dedresj 
(Let  others  deem  mori  wisdy  if  they  can), 

1  look  on  him  to  be  the  happiest  man." 
So  tboQgbt  the  sacred  sage,  in  wbonr  1  tnist. 

Because  I  feel  his  senthnentt  are  just 
TwasnotinlniAnuns  of  long  counted  years 
Hiat  swell'dth'altemste  fdgo  of  hopes  aMdfeart; 
Not  in  the  sptendhl scenes  ^painimd  strif^ 
That  Wisdom  placed  the  digai^  ^  ^^ : 
< .  To  study  Naturewas  the  task  designed. 
And  leatn  ftom  berth'  enlargement  or  the  mhld- 
Leain  fW>m  her  works  whatever  Tnith  adHDiCBy 
And  slee^  in  death  with  satisfied  denres* 


Digitized  by 


Google 


ENLilKSEMENT  OT  THB  HIND. 


4» 


EPISTLE  U. 

to  WILLIAM   LAKOBORNB,   M.  A.    WRITrBN  IN 
1765. 

l>ioHT  heard  his  voice,  and,  eager  to  obey, 
tfDm  all  her  orient  fountains  burst  away. 

At  Nature's  birth,  O I  had  the  power  divine 
Conunanded^tbus  the  iporal  sun  to  shine, 
Beam'd  on  the  mind  alV reason's  influence  bright. 
And  the  full  day  of  intellectual  light, 
Then  the  free  souf,  on  truth's  strdng  pinion  bom, 
Had  never  liuiguisb'd  in  this  shade  forlorn. 

Yet  thus  imperfect  form'd,  tluis  blind  atnd 
vain, 
Boom'd  by  long  toil  a  glimpse  of  troth  to  gain; 
Beyond  its  sphere shallhuoian  wisdom  go. 
And  boldly  MMare  what  it  cannot  know } 
For  what  HaAven  gave  leto  us  ttia  donor  bless, 
Nor  than  tlieir  nerits  vaok  oar  mercies  less, 
^s  ours  to  cherisb  what  Heav'n  deignM  to  give^ 
And  thankful  for  the  gift  of  being  to  live. 

Progressive  powers,  and  fecukies  that  rise. 
From  Earth'd  km  vale,  to  grasp  the  golden  skies, 
Though  distant  {m  ftom  perfect,  good,  or  fair, 
€3aim  the  due  thought,  and  ask  the  grateful  care. 

Come  then,  thou  partner  of  my  life  and  name, 
^rom  one  dear  source^  whom  Nature  form'd  the 

same, 
ADy'd  mor^  neftrty  i»  each  noblar  part^ 
And  more  dtefnend,  tiian  brother,  of  my  haaii! 
I^et  us,  unlike  tlie  lucid  twins  that  rise 
At  dtfiierent  times^  and  shine  in  distant  skies, 
l¥ith  mutual  eye  this  mental  world  surray^ 
Mark  the  sto#  rtoe  <tf  itttolhMtasd  day. 
View  reason*s  soureejf  man  thesource  may  find. 
And  trace  each  seienee  that  escatts  the  mmd. 

"  Thou  self-appointed  lordof  allbeiowf 
AmbitkRis  man,  how  little  dost  thou  know  ? 
For  once  let  Fancy's  towering  thongbts  snbsicRfr; 
Look  on  thy  birth,  and  moi^fy  thy  pride ! 
A  plaintive  wretch,  so  bihkd,  so  helpless  bom, 
7he  brutesagacious  might  behold  with  seora. 
How  soon,  when  Nature  gives  him  to  the  day,- 
In  strength  Suiting,  dbes  he  bound  away  f 
By  instinct  led,  the  fbsteriog  tent  he  finds, 
Sports  in  the  ray,  and  shuns  the  searching  whids: 
No  grief  he  knows,  he  ffeels  no  groundless  (fear, 
Feeds  without  cries,  and  sleeps  without  a  tear. 
Did  he  but  know  to  reason  and  compare. 
See  here  the  vassal,  and  the  master  there  : 
What  straofe  reflections  must  the  scene  aflbrd, 
lliat  showed  the  weakness  of  his  puling  lord  !* 

Thus  Sophistry  unfolds  her  specious  plan, 
Form'd  not  to  bumble,  but  depreciate  man. 
ITnjust  the  censure,  if  uqjust  to  rate 
His  powers  and  merits  from  his  infant-state. 
For, -grant  the  children  of  the  flow'ry  vale 
By  instinct  wiser,  and  of  limbs  more  hale, 
With  equal  eye  their  perfect  sUte  explore, 
AndaD  the  vaMiooonMisM's  no  more. 
'<  But  why  should  life,  so  short  by  Heav'n  or- 

dain'd^ 
Be  kmg  to  thot^ifatless  iafency  restraia'd-* 


In  dueprsponioir  aiveaofa  UAtq^tkuft 
In  perfect  Nfe,  k  rifecs  and  distaysb 
Is  mm  long  boiplan?  ThraughMth  tender 


See  kyve  peventftl^  WMlcb  the  bloeming  floww* ! 
By  op*Mog  ohanas,  bf  beautiee  fresh  display^ 
And  9ipeets  mMdiag,  see  that  forerepsSdl 

Has  a^eita  pains  ^  For  luxury  it  may-* 
The  temp'rale  wdsfi  lOBensiMy  away» 
While  sage  expesience,  and  reflection  clear  \ 

Beam  a  gay  sunshine  on  life's  foding  year. 

But  mn  from  age,  from  infent  wadtneta  see^ 
That  matt  was  dMin'd  for  society  ; 
intefe  from  those  iHaa  safe  retveat  b^oU,. 
Which  young  might  vanquish,  or  afliief  him  old. 

**  That,  in  proportito  as  eaeb  behig  staye 
In  ptrfectNfe,  it  rises  and  di>wys 
Is- Malum  Vliw*-4o  forms  atona  oenfiitfd^    . 
The  laws  of  matter  act  not  on  the  mimk 
Too  ftohly,  sure,  its  feevHies  nrnnt  grow. 
And  Rea«M»  brings  her  hoirow'dh^  toe  slow.*^ 

O!   gtill  oeiisorieos  ?  Art  thou  then  possess'4 
Of  Reason's  power,  and  does  she  mie  thy  breast  > 
Say  what  the  use  hiid  ProvideBGc  assigned 
To  infent  years  maturity  of  mind  ? 
That  thy  pert  offspring,  as  their  fether  wise. 
Might  seem  iky  preeepis,  and  thy  pow'r  des- 

pise? 
Ormoura,  with  ilUmatcVd  fecuHies  at  strife. 
O'er  limbs  unequal  to  the  task  of  Kfe  ? 
Te  (eel  more  sensibly  the  woes  that  wait 
j  On  every  period,  as  on  every  state ; 
I  And  slight,  sad  convk^of  eaoh  painful  truth. 
The  bfl^er  trifles  of  unth'mkhig  youth  ? 

Conclude  we  then  the  progros  of  the  aoliidl  . 
j  Onhiiifd  by  wisdom  infinitely  kind  i 
I  No  innate  knowledge  on  the  soul  imprest. 
No  hiith-rigfat  instinct  acting  in  the  breast, 
Nb  natal  fight,  no  beams  from  Heav'n  display *d^ 
Dart  through  the  darkness  of  the  mental  shade. 
Perceptive  powers  i^  holdfWmi  Heaven's  de-« 
Alike  to  knowledge  as  to  virtue  free,  [crec^ 

In  both  a  tibial  agency  we  bear. 
The  mora}  here,  the  intellectnl  there ; 
Andhenceinbothanequaljoy  is  known,    ^ 
The  oonsCKMis  pleasure  of  a»  act  our  own. 

When  firet  the  trembluig  eye  receive»the  day, 
BxtemAl  forms  on  young  pereeptioB  play ; 
Ektemal  fbnns  aflbct  the  mhid  alone. 
Their  diffrent  powers  and  properties  unknown. 
See  the  plea^d  infhnt  court  the  flaming  brandy 
Eager  to  grasp  the  glory  in  its  hand  I 
The  crystal  wave  as  eager  to  pervade, 
Stretdi  its  fbnd  arms  to  meet  the  smiling  ^ade  I 
When  Memory's  call  tiie  mimic  words  obey. 
And  wing  the  thboght  that  lauHers  on  ite  waiy  ^ 
When  wise  Experience  her  skyw  verdkt  draws. 
The  sure  eflfect  exfilorhig  hi  the  cause. 
In  Nature's  rude,  but  not  unfhiicffiDil  wild, 
Rbflectkm  springs,  and  RaasoQ  i»  her  child : 
On  her  fair  stock  the  blooming  scyon  grows. 
And  brighter  through  revoking  seasons  blows* 

All  beauteous  flow'r!  inmaortal  sbalt  tbo* 
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How  should  her  eye  the  rip'oiogniind  rerise. 
And  biMtthebHdf  of  folly  as  t]bey  rite! 
How  should  her  hand  with  industry  restraio. 
The  thriTiDg  growth  of  pMsioD's  fruitful  train, 
ilspiring  weeds,  whose  lofty  aims  woald  tower 
With  fatal  shade  o'er  Reason's  tender  flow'r. 
Prom  low  pursuits  the  doctile  mind  to  save. 
Creeds  that  contract,  and  Tices  that  eoslave  t 
Cer  life's  rough  seas  its  doubtful  courM  to  steer, 
Unbroke  by  av'rice,  bigotry,  or  fear  ! 
For  this  fahr  Science  sf^eads  her  light  afrr, 
And  fills  the  bright  urn  of  her  eastern  star. 
The  liberal  power  in  no  sequester'd  /cells. 
No  moonshine  courts  of  dreaming    schoohnan 

dwells, 
Distinguiih'd  for  her  lofty  temple  stands, 
Wheire  the  tallmonatain  looks  o'er  distant  lands  ; 
All  round  her  throne  the  graceful  Arts  appear. 
That  boast  the  empire  of  the  eye  or  ear. 

See  fovouHd  first  and  nearest  to  the  throne. 
By  the  rapt  inien  of  musiilg  Silence  known. 
F«2d  from  herself,  the  Fow*r  of  Numbers  plac'd 
Herwild  thoughts  watch'd  by  Harmony  and  Taste. 

^here  (but  at  distance  never  meant  to  Tie) 
The  full-fonn'd  imoge  glancing  on  her  eye. 
See  lively  Patnting  I  On  her  various  face 
Quick-gliding  forms  a  moment  find  a  pUce  ; 
She  looks,  she  acts  the  characters  she  gives, 
And  a  new  feature  in  eadh  feature  lives. 

See  attic  ease  in  Sculpture's graceftil  air. 
Half  loose  her  robe,  and  half  unbound  her  hair; 
To  life,  to  life,  she  smiling  seems  to  call. 
And  down  her  fair  hands  negligently  &I1. 

Last,  but  not  meanest,  of  the  glorious  choir. 
See  Music,  list'ning  to  an  atfgel's  lyre. 

Simplicity,  their  beauteous  handmaid,  drest 
By  Nature,  bears  a  field-flower  on  her  breast. 
O  arts  divine!  O  magic  powers  that  move 
The    springs   of   truth,    ^Uarging  truth    and 
love  1  [ends, 

.  Lost  in  their  charms  each    mean  attachment 
And  taste  and  knowledge  thus  are  virtue's  friends. 

Thus  Nature  ddgna  to  sympathize  with  art, 
And  leads  the  moral  beauty  to  the  heart ; 
There,  only  there,  that  strong  attraction  lies, 
Which  wakes  the  soul,  and  bids  her  graces  rise ; 
Lives  in  those  powers  of  harmony  that  bind 
Congenial  hearts,  and  stretch  from  mind  to  mind : 
Cjlow'd  in  that  warmth,  that  social  kindness  gave, 
Which  once — the  rest  is  silence  and  the  grave.     ^ 
O  tears,  that  warm  from  wounded  friendship 
flow! 
O  thoughts  that  wake  to  monuments  of  woe  ^ 
Keflection  keen,  that  points  the  painful  dart ; 
Mem'ry,  that  speeds  its  passage  to  the  heart ; 
Sad  monitors,  your  cruel  power  suspend. 
And  hide,  for  ever  hide,  the  l«(ried  friend : 
—In  vain — confest  I  see  my  Craufurd  stand, 
iVncl  the  pen  falls— falls  from  my  trembling  hand. 
E'en  Death's   dim    shadow  seeks  to  hide,   m 

vain. 
That  liberal  aspect,  and  that  smile  humane ; 
K'en  Death's  dim  shadow  wears  a  languid  light, 
And  his  eye  beams  through  everlasting  night. 

'Till  the  last  sigh  of  genius  sha)!  expire. 
His  keea  eye  faded,  and  extinct  his  fire, 
•Till  Time,  in  league  with  Envy  and  with  Death, 
Blast  the  ekili'd  hand,  and  stop  the  tuneful  breath, 
My  Craufurd  still  shall  claim  the  mournful  song, 
So'lon^  remembered  and  bewail'dso  long. 


JN  ODE  TO  THE  RirER  EDEK. 

wItrrTEM  IN  1759, 

Dai^iGBTFUL  Eden  !  parent  stream. 

Yet  shall  the  maids  of  Memory  say, 
(When  led  by  Fancy's  fiiiry  dream. 

My  young  steps  trac'd  thy  winding  way) 
How  ojft  along  thy  mazy  shore. 
That  many  a  gloomy  alder  bore. 

In  pensive  thought  theirpoet  stray'd  ; 
Or,  careless  thrown  thy  b«uik  beskle. 
Beheld  thy  diiiq>ly  waters  glide. 

Bright  thro'  the  tremhliog  shade. 

Yet  shall  they  paint  those  aoenes  again. 

Where  once  with  rofhnt-joy  he  ptajr'd. 
And  bending  o'er  thy  liquid  plain. 

The  azure  worids  betow  survey'd  : 
Led  by  the  roey.handed  Hours, 
When  Time  trip'd  o'er  that  bank  of  flowers. 

Which  in  thy  crystal  bosom  smil'd  : 
Tho^  old  the  god,  yet  light  and  gay. 
He  flung  his  glass,  bis  scythe  away. 

And  seem'd  himself  a  child. 


The  poplar  tall,  that  wanng  near 

Would  whisper  to  thy  murmurs  fiee  ; 
Yet  rustling  seems  to  soothe  mine  ear. 

And  trembles  when  1  sigh  for  thee. 
Yet  seated  on  thy  shelvmg  brim,  . 
Can  Fancy  see  the  Naiads  trim 

Burnish  their  green  locks  in  the  Son  ; 
Or  at  the  last  lone  hour  of  day. 
To  chase  the  lightly  glancing  fiiy. 

In  airy  circles  run. 

But,  Fancy,  can  thy  mimic  power 

Again  those  happy  moments  bring  ? 
Can'st  thou  restore  that  golden  hour. 

When  young  Joy  wav'd  his  laughing  wing  ? 
When  first  in  Eden's  rosy  vale. 
My  full  heart  pour'd  the  lover's  tale, 

The  vow  Sincere,  devoid  of  guile  1 
While  Delia  in  her  panting  breast,    . 
With  sighs,  the  tender  thought  supprest. 

And  Iwk'd  as  angels  smile. 

O  goddess  of  thejcrystal  bow. 

That  dwell'st  the  golden  meads  among  ; 
Whose  streams  still  ^r  hi  memoty  flow. 

Whose  mnrmurs  melodise  my  song ! 
Oh  !  yet  those  gleams  of  joy  display. 
Which  bright'ning  glow'd  in  fancy's  ray. 

When,  near  thy  lucid  urn  reclin'd. 
The  dryad,  Naturrf,  bar'd  her  breast. 
And  left,  in  naked  charms 'imprest. 

Her  image  on  my  mind« 

In  vain — the  maids  of  Memory  fair 

No  more  in  golden  visions  play  \ 
No  friendship  smoothes  the  brow  of  Care, 

No  Delia^s  smile  approves  my  kiy. 
Yet,  love  and  friendshiplost  to  me, 
TIs  yet  some  joy  to  think  of  thee. 

And  in  thy  breast  this  moral  find ; 
That  life,  though  stain'd  with  sorrow's  showers. 
Shall  flow  serene,  while  Virtue  poora 

Her  sunshine  on  the  mind. 
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AVTUMXAL  ELEGY. 

TO   MISS  CRACROFT.    1763. 

While  yet  ray  poplar  yields  a  doubtful  shade, 
Its  last  leaves  trembliog  to  the  Zephyr's  sigh  j 

On  this  feir  plain  ere  every  verdure  fade^ 
Or  the  last  smiles  of  goMen  Autumn  die  ; 

Wilt  thou,  my  Nancy,  at  this  pensive  hour^ 

O'er  Nature's  ruin  hear  thy  friend  complain  : 
While  his  heart  laboure  with  th*  uispiring  power. 

And  from  his  pen  spontaneous  flows  the  strain  ? 
Thy;renae  breast  shall  melt  with  kindred  sighs. 

Yet  haply  grieving  o'er  a  parent's  bier ; 
Poets  are  Nature's  children  ;  when  she  dies, 

Affecttou  mourns,  and  Duty  drops  a  tear. 
Why  are  ye  silent,  brethren  of  the  grove, 

Fond  Philomel,  thy  many-choixled  lyre 
So  sweetly  tun'd  to  tenderness  and  love. 

Shall  love  no  more,  or  tenderness  inspire  ? 

O  mix  once  more  thy  gentle  lays  with  mine  j 
For  well  our  passions,  well  our  notes  agree: 

An  absent  love,  sweet  bird,  may  soften  thine : 
An  absent  love  demands  a  tear  from  me. 

Yet,  ere  ye  slumber,  songsters  of  the  sky, 
Thro* the  long  night  of  winter  wild  and  drear: 

O  let  us  tune,  ere  Love  and  Fancy  die. 
One  tender  fiurewell  to  the  fading  year. 

Farewell  ye  wild  hills,  scatter'd  o'er  with  spring  1 

Sweet  solitudes,  where  Flora  smil'd  unseen ! 
Farewell  each  breeze  of  balmy-burthen 'd  »mg ! 

The  violet's  blue  bank,  and  the  tall  wood  green  i 
Ye  tonefnl  groves  of  Bel  videre,  adieu ! 

Kind  shades  that  whisper  o'er  my  Craufurd's 
rest ! 
From'coorts,  from  8enates,and  from  camps  to  you. 

When  Fancy  leads  him,  no  inglorious  gues* !, 

Bear  shades  adieu  !  where  late  the  mora]  Muse 

Led  by  the  dryad.  Silence,  oft  redin'd, 
Tangbt  Meanness  to  extend  her  little  views. 

And  look  on  Nature  to  enlarge  her  mind. 
Farewell  the  walk  along  the  woodland-vale ; 

FUwer-feediag  rills  in  mnrmurs  drawn  away  I 
Fuvwell  the  sweet  breath  of  the  early  gale ! 

And  the  dear  glories  of  the  closing  day  ! 

The  nameless  charms  of  high  poetic  thought. 
That  Spring's  green  hours  to  Fancy's  children 

The  words  divine.  Imagination  wrote        [bore  j 
Co  Slumber's  light  leaf  by  the  murmuring 
shor»— 

AH,  all  adieu  I  from  Autumn's  sober  power 
Fly  the  dear  dreams  of  Spring's  ddightfol  reign; 

Gay  Summer  strips  her  rosy.mantJed  bower, 
And  rude  winds  waste  the  glories  of  her  train. 

Yet  Antumn  jridds  her  joys  of  humbler  kind : 


O  most  belov*d !  the  laitest  and  the  best 

Of  all  her  works !  may  still  thy  lover  find 
Fair  Nature's  frankness  in  thy  gentle  breast ; 

Like  her  he  various,  but  like  her  be  kind. 
Then,  when  the  Spring  of  smiling  youth  is  </en  ^ 

When  Summer's  gtories  yield  to  Autumn's  sway  ; 
When  golden  Autumn  sinks  in  Winter  hoar. 

And  life  decliniDg  3rields  its  last  weak  ray; 
In  thy  lov'd  arms  my  fainting  age  shall  close. 

On  thee  my Ibnd  eye  bend  its  trembling  light; 
Rememb^rance  sweet  shall  soothe  my  last  lepcs^ 

And  my  soul  bless  thee  in  eternal  night. 


TO  MISS  CRACROFT. 

1763. 

WsBM  pale  beneath  the  frowning  shade  of  death. 
No  soothing  voice  of  love,  or  friendship  nigh. 

While    strong  convQlsioes   seic'd  the  la&ring 
breath. 
And  life  suspended  left  each  vabant  eye  ; 

Where,  in  that  moment,  fled  th'  immortal  mind  ? 

To  what  new  regbn  did  the  spirit  stray  ? . 
Found  it  some  bosom  hospitably  kind. 

Some  breast  that  took  tne  wanderer  in  its  way  ? 

To  theei,  my  Nancy,  in  that  d^athful  hour. 

To  thy  dear  bosom  it  once  more  retum'd  ; 
And  wrapt  in  Hackthorn's  solitary  bower* 

The  ruins  of  iu  former  mansion  moaru'd. 
But,  didst  thoa,  kind  and  gentle  as  thou  art. 

O'er  thy  pale  lover  shed  the  generous  tear  ? 
From  those  sweet  eyes  did  Pity's  softness  start. 

When  Fancy  laid  him  on  the  lowly  bier? 

Didst  thou  to  Heaven  address  the  forceful  prayer. 
Fold  thy  fair  hands,  and  raise  the  mournful  eye. 

Implore  each  power  benevolent  to  spare. 
And  call  down  Pity  from  the  gokien  sky? 

O  bom  at  onpe  to  bless  me  and  to  save. 

Exalt  my  life,  and  dignify  my  lay  ! 
Thoa  too  sludt  triumph  o'er  the  mouldering  giave. 

And  on  thy  brow  shall  bloom  the  deathless  bay. 
Dear  shades  of  genius !  heirs  of  endless  fame ! 

That  in  your  laureate  crowns  the  myrtle  wove, 
Snatch'd  horn  oblivion  Beauty's  sacred  name,        ^^ 

And  grew  inmiortal  in  the  arms  of  Love ! 

O  may  we  meet  you  in  some  happier  clime. 
Some  safer  vale  beneath  a  genial  sky ; 

Whence  all  the  woes  that  load  the  wing  of  Time, 
Disease,  and  death,  and  fear,  and  frailty  fly  ! 


TO  MISS  CRACROFT. 

TDK  coMPLAiirr  or  BBR  aiMc-novE.   n59« 

Far  from  the  smiles  of  blue  hesperian  skies. 
Far  from  those  vales,  where  flowerv  plcasui*< 
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To  me  no  iMre  the  lauglMg  fit^rinr  ^ooks  §qr ; 

Nor  Annual  iovtt  nelHne  ny  Uagnid  braMt ; 
TinKi  ilMTly  dnies  the  long,  dflligMcM  4af, 

Thro*  onednU  iOMM  of  MiliUffy  rest. 

Ah !  wli«t  avails  that  dreaming  Fancy  rorcs 
Hiro*  the  wild  beauties  of  her  native  reign  •! 
Breathes  in  green  fiekk^  and  feeds  in  freshening 

groves^ 
"^   To  wake  to  angoish  in  this  hopeless  chain? 

Tfao'loDdly  lootfaM  with  Pity's  t€Bidei«rtoafe, 

The>  still  by  Nancy's  gentle  iMnd  oavest. 
For  the  freefDiest,  nnd  theboundlsas  air, 
^   The  rebel.  Nature,  murmurs  in  my  breast* 
Ah  let  not  Nature,  Nancy,  plead  m  vain ! 

For  kindness  sttre  shovild  graoe  a  4erm  to  fiur  : 
Restore  me  to  my  native  wilds  again. 
To  the  finee  forest,  and  the  boundkuss  air. 


soNnwr 

IK  TH£  MANNKt  OP  PETllARCH. 
TO  MISS  oKAcaorr.  17G5* 

Om  thy  ihir  mom,  O  hope^ospiring  May  ! 
The  sweetest  twins  that  eser  Natnie  bore, 
IVhere  Uncktliom*s  vale  her  field-^ower*gar- 
land  wore, 
Young  Love  and  Fancy  met  the  genial  day. 
And,  all  as  on  the  thyme-green  bank  I  lay, 
A  nymph  of  gentlest  mien  their  train  before. 
Came  with  a  smile  I  and  "  Swain,'' she  crM, 
''no  more 
Txrpensiveaorrow44ineihy  hopeless  lay. 

Friends  of  thy  heart,  see  Love  and  Fancy  bring 
£»ch  jc^  that  youth's  enchanted  bosom  wacmp  j 

Pelight  that  liaes  all  the  fragrant  ^nng ! 
Fair-handed  Hqpe,  that  paints  iinfadiiy  gbarms  { 
And  dove-^ike  Faith,  that  ^nves  her  silver 
wing. — 
Tbese>  swain,  are  thine  i  for  Nancy  m^^ts  thy 
arms." 

TO  MISS  CHACROfT. 

WRAPPED  aOUJCD  A   MOSBGAY  Of  VIO^BTP. 

Dear  o^ct  of  my  late  andusarly  prayer  I 
Source  of  my  joy !  and  spla^e  of  my  cai»4 
,  Whose  gentle  friendship  such  a  charm  can  give. 
As  makes  me  wbh,  and  tells  me  how  to  live. 
To  thee  the  Mnse  with  grateful  hand  would  bring 
These  «rst  ftur  children  of  the  doubtfiil  Spring. 
O  may  they,  fearless  ofa varying  sky, 
Bloomon  thy^brenet, and snrile beneath  thine eyel 
In  feirer  lights  their  vivid  blue  display. 
And  aweeter  breathe  their  little  Uves  away ! 

TO  MISS  CRACROFT. 

OW  THB  JiORAt  RBB&lCTlOilS 
CAMTAIMSn  iw  avB    two....  ^^ 


Yet,  trust  the  Muse,  feir  friendship's  iowersbaS 

laet; 
When  life's  short  simshine,  like  its  storms  is  past ; 
BkKHH  in  the  ftsids  of  seme  ambrosial  shore. 
Where  Time,  and  Death,  and  Sickness  are  no 

nsore. 


WBITTEff  iN  A  COLLBCriOir  OF 
MAPS. 

1765. 
RiAjjfs  ef  this  globe,  that  ever-carding  mn. 
And  rise  alternate  to  embraM^  the  Sun  ; 
ShaU  1  with  envy  atmy  lot  repine. 
Because  I  boast  so  small  a  portion  mine  } 
If  e'er  in  thought  of  Andalusia's  vines, 
Oolconds^s  jewels,  or  Potosi's  mines ; 
In  these,  or  tfaose,  if  vanity  foc|^ 
The  humbler  blessings  of  my  lititle  lot ; 
Then  may  tlMSstream  tbatourmursoear  my  4oar, 
The  w^ng  grove  that  Ipres  its  mazy  abone. 
Withhold  eadi  soothing  pleasure  that  they  gavi^ 
No  longer  murmar,  ^nid  no  longer  wave  t 


TMmBOSWS  10  CONSTANTU. 

1760. 
Let  others  seek  the  lying  aids  of  art. 
And  bribe  the  j;>assion6  to  betray  the  heazt : 
Truth,  sacred  truth,  and  faith  unskilPd  to  feign, 
Bll  mif  fcwd  bieast,  andpranptmy  artless  flMBf 

Say,  did  thy  lover,  in  seme  happier  hoar. 
Each  ardent  thought,  in  wild  proJuMcn  poor ; 
Wkfa^nager  fondness  on4hy  beauty  gaze. 
And  talk  with  all  the  eostacy  j»fpca^? 
The  heart  sincere  its  pleaaipgtfunultjpnirv'd; 
All,  all  declar'd  that  Theodosius  lov*d. 

JUtjcnpCnr'dipjK^  nn  iiiat  moment  4weIU 
When  thy  dear  vows  in  tiepnbling  accents  fi^^ 
When  love  acknowledged  wak'd  the  tender  sigh, 
SweHM  thy  fuB  breast,  and  fill'd  tiiy  mehii^  eye, 

O  !  West  for  ever  be  th'  auspicious  day. 
Dance  aN  its  "fapurs  in  pleasure's  goAden  ray ! 
Pale  sorrow's  gloom  from  every  eye  depart ! 
And  aangfaingjogr  glide  lightly  ihm^  the  heartl 
Let  villas* maid»  «heirifesliiVfrbna«B  adaoa. 
And  withifknh  .gariandamnetthe  enulh^  BMaB^ 
£acb  h^py  amin,  by  foithfiii  lone  n^nid. 
Pour  his  warm  vows,  ^tA  court  h^s  viUi^  jwd* 

Yet  shall  the  sqene  to  ravish'd  memory  rise  | 
€onstantia  j>resent  yet  shall  meet  theae  eyesi 
On  her  fair  arm  her  beauteous  head  recbn'd* 
Her  locks  flung  careless  to  the  sjmrtful  wind. 
While  love,  and  fear,  contending  in  her  feoe^ 
Fludi  «vefy  rsee,  and  heigbten-every  gvaoe. 

0,.nev«r,  while  of  life  end  hope  pMseat, 
May  this  dear  image  quit  my  fjlthfiil  bf  eaat  I 
The  painfol  tnurs  of  absenee  to  begoiie. 
May  thug  Cpnstantia  took»  Copitanitia  wflfle  I 
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tDTua  no  m  sLoi  4miitaw  wslks^f  MK 

lVtf»is%ow|4Mrar,4beteiqHft<0  nifittg«UJ|b 
From  $n»tw*ftSm,b9mpmku  gam  ffmB*  % 

Lavinia,  fortii(*4  wKh  ereiy  powefM  grace. 
With  all  Aat  fights  t^  llame  of  yemig  desire ; 

Pore  ease  of  wit,  and  degance  of 'feee, 
A  sool  ah  fancy,  aild  an  -eye  sM  fire: 

Lavioia  ! —  Peaces  nj^tipsir  flu&enag  breast ! 

^^forfeartolaiuraishiD  thy  former  pais :  . 
^  length  she  yiefda— she  yields  the-i^edful  rest ; 

And  frees  her  lorer  fipom  his  galling  chain. 

The  golden  star^  that  lea&  the  radiant  mora* 
Tiooks  not  so  lair,  fresh-rising  finom  the  main  ; 

Bnt  her  bent  ejt-hrow  hears  fotbidding  scorn, — 
3Qt  Pride's  &U  furies  every  heart-atrii^sCiain* 

lAvinia,  thanl^s  to  th)r  ungentle  mihd^ 
I  now  heboid  thee^th  indifferent  eyes  ;. 

And  Reason  dares,  tho>  Love  as  'DeaOx  hebUnd* 
Thy  gay,  tby  worthless  being  to  despise. 

Beanlar  may  cbaim  wilhont  m  inward  giM^ 
And  hk  proportic^s  win  the  captive  heart ; 

Sntlet  rank  pnde  the  pleasing  fbnn  debase. 
And  Love  disgusted  breaks  his  ^trmg  dart. 

Tba  yoatti  that  once  the  soa1ptor>d  nymph 
admir'd, 

Hadlaok'd  with  soomftil  laughteron  her  ehanoM, 
If  the  niainibnn,  with  recent  lifbinspir'd. 

Had  tum'd  disdainfid  ftoA  his  oflfeed  arais. 

Ck>,  thoughtless  maid  1  pf  transient  beauty  vain. 
Peed  the  high  thought,  the  towering  hope  ex- 
tewd; 

Still  may'st  thou  dream  oif  splendour  in  thy  train, 
And  smile  superb,  vhile  love  and  flattery  beo^ 

For  me,  sweet  penoe  sh«U  soothe  my  taodUed 


Sr9  LOHD  OiUJfBr. 


And  easy  shimbers  dose  my  ireary  i^jm ; 
Smce  ReaaoB  dares,  tho*  Love  as  Death  te  blind, 
Thy  gay,  thy  worthless  being  to  despise. 


INSCRIPfiON 

o»  TiW  >ooa OF  A  srvDv. 

.  O  TBon  th«it  shalt  presume  io  tread 
This  mansion  of  the  mighty  dead* 
Come  wiih  thefsee,  untainted  mind^ 
The  nume,  the  pedant  leave  behind  ^        ^ 
And  all  that  superstition,  fiai^ 
WithfUly^s  lort,  thy  youth  has  tam^it^ 
Each  thought  that  reason  can^t  retain^— > 
Leave  it,  snd  learn  to  thinfeagain. 
V«t»  a^e  thy  stadioos  eyes  expkvey 
And  range  these  various  volumes  «'eir> 
Trust  blindly  to  no  fav'rite  pen, 
Rememb'ring  authoss  am  hut  men» 
Has  fair  Philosophy  thy  love  ? 
Away  !  she  lives  in  yonder  grove. 
Ifthe  sweet  Muse  tlqr  pleasi^ie  gives  ;-•* 
With  her  in  yonder  grove  she  lives: 
And  if  Religion  claims  thy  care ; 
Religion,  fled  from  books,  is  there. 
Por  first  from  Nature's  works  we  drew 
Our  koimltdff^  aaionr  linne  too. 


Ik  spite  of  all  the  ffwstyfbc^ 

That  glean  old  ooMease  in  the  scheels  ; 

Nature,  a  mistress  neiper  ooy , 

Has  wrote  on  all  her  ^orks-^Enjey.  « 

Shall  we   then  starvis,  like  Gideon's  wife. 

And  die  to  save  a'aHdcewvisht'e  KSe:? 

No;  friend  Of  N#tui«,  you  disdain 

So  feir  a  hand  sbooM  work  in  win. 

But,  my  good  hud,  Mske  her  yoor  guide. 
And  err  net  ontiie<ithor  aide  s 
Like  her,  in  all  yen  deign  to  do^ 
Be  liberal,  hot  he  sparing  ten. 
When  sly  sir  Toby,  nigbt  by  night. 
With  his  dear  tags  regales  hisngfat  { 
And  oeoscienoe,  vteson,  pity  sleep, 
Tho*  virtue  pine,  tho^  merit  weep  ; 
I  see  the  keen  vsproaehes  fly 
Indignant  firom  yumr  honest  eye ; 
Each  bansleoos  wish  flowa  uneonfiif d. 
And  your  breast  labours  <e  be  Bnd.  x 

At  this  warm  hour,  nvflord,  bewaie 
The  servile  flatterer^  specious  snare, 
Tbefiswning  sycophant,  whose  art 
Marks  the  Jctnd  asetions  of  the  heart  s 
Each  idle,  each  insidkms  knave, 
That  acts  the  graoefbl,  wise,  or  brave. 

With  festive  board,  and  social  eye, 
You*ve  seen  old  Hospitality  ; 
Mounted  astride  the  moss-grown  wall. 
The  genius  of  the  ancient  hall.    > 
So  reverend,  with  such  courtly  glee. 
He  serv'd  your  noUe  ancestry  i 
And  tum'd  the  hinge  of  many  a  gate, 
For  Rnssel,  Rous,  PlantageneU 
No  lying  porter  levied  thore 
His  dues  on  all  io^ported  ware ; 
There,  rang'd  inrows,  no  liveried  train 
E'er  begg'd  their  master's  beef  again; 
No  flatterer's  planetary  face 
Plied  for  a  bottle,  om  place  i 
Toad-eating  France,  and  fiddling  Rome, 
Kept  their  lean  rascals  starv*d  at  home. 

**Tlirice  happy  days  I " 

In  this,  'tis  true, 
OM  times  werebetter than  tbe new ; 
Yet  some  egregious  faults  you'll  see 
In  ancient  Hospitality. 
See  motley  crowds,  his  roof  beneath. 
Put  poor  Society  to  death ! 
Priests,  knights,  4nd  'eanires,4^at;iBgwild> 
On  themes  oaworthy  of  a  ch*ld  i 
>TiU  the  strange  compliment  oommeocei^ 
To  pmiee  their  host^  tnd  lose  their  senses. 

<Ko  then,  my  lord  I  keepopenhall; 
Proclaim  your  table  free  for  all ; 
Oo,  sacriioe  your  time,  your  weaHh» 
Your  patience,  liberty,  and  health. 
To  such  a  thought-  reiK>uncing  nrew. 
Such  foes  to  oare— e'en  care  for  yon. 

"  Heav^u !  uid  are  these  the  plagues  that  wait 
Around  the  hospitable  gate  ?— 
Let  tenfold  iron  bolt  my  door^ 
And  the  gaunt  mastiff  growl  befiife; 
There,  not  one  hnman  creature  nigb» 
Save,  dear  sir  Toby,  you  and  1, 
In  cynic  silence  let  us  dwell ; 
Ye  plagues  of  locial  life^  farewell !" 
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Dbpleasai  thts?— The  modem  wiy, 
Perhaps,  may  pleaie— «  public  day. 
**  A  pubiic  day !  detested  name  I 
The  farcse  of  fneodsbip  aud  the  sbame. 
Did  ever  social  freedom  <XMDe  . 
Witbio  the  pale  t>f  drawiDf -room  ? 
See  piqtor'd  rotmd  the  formal  crowd ! 
How  nice,  how  jntt  each  attitude : 
My  brd  approacbei — what  tucfyiae  1 
The  pictures  speak,  the  piotureSrise  I 
Thr|ce  ten  timet  told  the  same  salute. 
Once  more  the  mimic  forms  are  mute» 
Meanwhile  the  envious  rows  between. 
Distrust  and  Scandal  walk  unseen  ; 
Their  poisons  silently  infuse, 
Till  these  s^ispect,  and  those  abuse. 

'<  Far,  far  frum  these,  in  some  lone  shade, 
Let  me,  in  easy  sUence  laid. 
Where  never  fools,  or  slaves  intru^. 
Enjoy  the  sweets  of  solitude  1** 

.  What  i  quit  the  commerce  of  mankind  I 
Leave  virtue,  fame,  and  worth  behind  1 
Who  Jly  io  solitary  rest, 
Are  reason>  savages  at  best 

Though  human  liie's  extensive  6e1d 
Wild  weeds  and  vexiog  brambles  yield  ; 
Behold  her  smiling  vallies  bear 
Mellifluous  fruits,  and  flowrets  fair ! 
The  crowds  of  folly  you  despise — 
Associate  with  the  good  and  wise  ; 
For  virtue,  rightly  understood. 
Is  to  be  wise,  and  to  be  good. 


MONODY. 


'    1759. 
Ah  scbnbs  belov'd  !  ah  conscious  shades. 

That  wave  these  parent- vales  along ! 
Ye  bowers,  where  Fancy  met  the  tuneful  maids. 
Ye  mountains,  vocal  with  my  Doric  srjng. 
Teach  your  wild  echoes  to  complain 
In  sighs  of  solemn  woe,  in  broken  sounds  of  pain. 

For  her  I  mourp, 
Now  the  cold  tenant  of  the  thoughtless  un»— 

For  her  bewail  these  strains  of  woe. 

For  her  these  filial  sorrows  flow. 
Source  of  my  Y}Se,  that  led  my  tender  years. 

With  all  a  parent's  pious  fears. 
That  nars'fl  my  infant  thought,  and  taught  my 
mind  to  grow. 

Carefftt),  she  roark'd  each  dangerous  way, 
Where  youth's  unwary  footsteps  stray. 
She  taught  the  struggling  passions  to  subside. 

Where  sacred  truth,  and  reason  guide, 
In  virtue's  glorious  path  to  sedc  the  realms  of  day. 

Lamented  goodness !   yet  1  see 
The  fond  afiections  melting  in  her  eye : 

She  bends  iu  tearful  orb  on  me. 
And  heaves  the  tender  sigh : 

As  thbughtful,  she  the  toils  surveys, 
1  bat  crviwd  in  life's  perplexing  maze, 
And  for  her  children  teels  again  , 

Alii  ail  that  love  can  fear,  and  all  that  fear  can 
feign. 

O  best  of  parents  !  let  me  pour 
My  sorrows  o'er  thy  silent  bed  j 


Alas!  are  tfiese  the  only  meed 
Of  eaefa  kind  thought,  each  ^irtiioiis  deal. 
These  iruitless  offerings  that  embahn  the  dead  ? 
Then,  fiiiry.fcatur'd  Hope,  foii>e«i^^ 

No  more  thy  fond  Illusions  spread : 
Thy  shadowy  scenes  diasolv'd  in  air. 
Thy  viskmary  prospects  fled ; 
With  her  they  fled,  at  whose  lamented  shrine 

Love,  gratitude,  and  doty  mingled  tesLis, 
Condemn*d  each  filial  office  to  resign. 
Nor  hopefhl  more  to  sooth  her  long  dedlmw 
years. 


TO  4¥R5L***»»», 

m  TBAIS  FOR  THE  DEATH  OP   A  P&intDw         1761. 

So  foebte  Nanre  weeps  o'er  Friendship's  grare^ 
And  mouiDs  the  rigour  of  that  law  she  gave :    ' 
Yet,  why  not  weep  \  When  in  that  grave  ex|Hre 
All  Pembroke's  elegance,  all  Waldegrawe*s  fire. 
No  more  those  eyes  in  soft  eflblgence  move. 
No  more  that  bosom  foels  the  spark  of  lave. 
Cer  those  pale  cheeks  the  droophi^   Graces 

monm. 
And  Fancy  tears  her  wild  wreath  o'er  that  nra. 
Inhere  Hope  at  Heaven  once  cast  a  doi^btfiil  eye. 
Content  repin'd,  and  Patience  stole  a  sigh. 

Fair  Friendship  griev'd  o'er ^'s  sacic  " " 

And  Virtue  wept,  for  *  ♦♦♦  dropt  a  tear. 


TO  MRS  GILLM^y. 

Wmt  sense  enough  for  half  your  sex  beside. 

With  just  no  more  than  necessary  pride ; 

Wit  h  knowledge  caught  from  Nature's  Imn^page, 

Politely  leam'd,  and  elegantly  sage-* 

Alas !  how  piteons,  that  in  such  a  namd 

So  many  foibles  free  reception  find  I 

Can  such  a  mind,  ysgods !  admit  disdain  ? 

fie  partial,  envious,  covetoos,  and  vain  ? 

Unwelcome  tnith  1  to  love,  to  blindness  clear! 

Yet,  Gillman,  hear  it; — while  yoo  blush  to  bear: 

That  in  your  gentle  breast  disdain  can  dwell. 
Let  knavery,  meanness,  pride  that  feel  it,  tell  I 
With  partial  eye  a  friend's  defiecTs  you  sec. 
And  look  with  kindness  on  my  faults  and  me* 
And  does  no  envy  that  fisir  nuad  o'ershade  ? 
Does  no  short  sigh  for  greater  wealth  invade ; 
When  silent  merit  wants  the  fostering  meed. 
And  the  warm  wish  suggests  the  Tirtuoos  deed  ? 
Fairiy  the  charge  of  vanity  you  prove. 
Vain  of  each  virtue  of  the  friends  you  love. 

What  charms,  what  art  of  magic  hare  conspired 
Of  power  to  m;ike  so  many  foults  admir*d  ? 


FRAGMENT  OF  A  POEM  fFRITTEK 
JT  CLjfRE^HALL  ON  THE  KI^CS 
ACCESSION. 
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Whne  earth  and  ocean  yield  tMrtolgecipoven, 

Keptune  hb  waves,  and  Qrbele  her  towers ; 

Yet  will  you  deign  the  Muse's  voice  to  hear» 

And  let  her  welcome  greet  a  monarch's  ear  ? 

Yes;  midst  the  toils  of  glory  iU-repaid, 

Oft  has  the  monarch  sought  her  soothmg  aid. 

See  Frederic  court  her  in  the  rage  of  war, 

Though  rapid  Vengeance  urge  his  hostile  car : 

With  her  reposed  in  pbiloeophic  rest, 

The  sage's  sunshine  smooths  the  warrior's  breast 

Whate'er  Arcadian  fancy  feign'd  of  old 
Of  halcyon  days,  and  minutes  plum'd  with  gold; 
Whate'er  adom*d  the  wisest,  gentlest  leign. 
From  you  she  hopes— let  not  ber  hopes  be  vam! 
Pise,  ancient  suns !  advance  Pierian  days ! 
Flow,  Attic  streams !  and  spring,  Acmian  bays: 
Cam,  down  thy  wave  in  basher  mwies  glide. 
And  see  new  honoqrs  crown  thy  hoary  side  1 
Thy  osiers  old  see  myrtle  groves  succeed ! 
And  the  green  laurel  meet  the  waring  reed ! 

asaoas  mu  mvAStoN  or  aarrAix. 
1758. 

Whbk  roogh  Itelvetia's  har^y  sqqs  obey, 
And  vanquished  Belgia  bows  to  Cesar's  sifay 
When,  scarce-beheld,  eipbattli^  nations  fajl, 
The  fierce  Sicambrian,  and  tbe  faithless  Qaul ; 
Tir*d  Freedom  Ipads  her  savage  sons  no  more. 
But  flies,  subdued,  to  Albion's  utmost  shore. 

'Twasthen,  while  stillness  grasp'd  the  sleeping 
air. 
And  dewy  slumbers  seal'd  the  eye  of  care ; 
Divine  Ambition  to  her  votary  camet 
Her  left  hand  waving,  bore  the  trump  of  Faaie ; 
Her  right  a  regal  aceptfe^eem'd  to  hold, 
With  gems  far4(lamng  from  the  bumish'd  gold. 
And  th^s,  «  My  spn,''  the  queen  of  glory  said ; 
*'  Immortal  CJ^sar,  raise  thy  languid  head. 
Shall  Nighfs  dull  chains  the  man  of  counsels 

bipd? 
Or  Morpheus  role  the  monarch  of  mankind  ? 
See  woiids  unvanquish*d  yet  await  thy  sword ! 
Barbaric  lands,  that  scorn  a  Latian  lord.      [sky. 
See  yon  proud  isle,  whose  mountains  meet  tbe 
Thy  foes  enooorage  and  thy  power  defy  1 
What,  tho*  by  Nature's  firmest  bars  seouHd, 
By  seas  encircled,  ai|d  with  rocks  hnmur'd. 
Shall  Cxsff  shrink  the  greatest  toils  to  brave, 
Scale  the  hi|fh  rock,   or  beat  the  maddening 
wave?" 

^he  spoke— her  words  the  warrior's  hreast  in. 
dame 
With  raee  indignant,  and  with  conscious  shame; 
Already  beat,  the  swelling  floods  give  way. 
And  the  fell  genii  of  the  rocks  obey : 
Ahneady  shouts  of  triumph  rend  the  skies. 
And  the  thin  rear  of  baitarous  nations  flies. 

Quick  AHind  their  chief  his  active  legions 
stand. 
Dwell  on  his  eye,  and  wait  the  wavii^  hand. 
The  hero  rose,  majestically  slow. 
And  look'd  attention  to  tbe  crowds  below. 

"  Romans  and  friends !  is  there  who  seeks  for 
rest, 
BT  labours  vanquished,  and  wit)i  wounds  opprest? 

TOL.  XTI. 


That  respite  Csssar  shall  with  pleasnte  yield. 
Due  to  the  toils  of  many  a  well-fought  fiehL 
Is  there  who  shrinks  at  thought  of  dangers  past. 
The  ragged  mountain,  or  the  pathless  waste — 
While  savage  hosts,  or  savage  floods  oppose. 
Or  shivering  fancy  pines  in  Alpine  snows  i 
Let  him  retire  to  Latium's  peaceful  shore ; 
He  once  has  toil'd,  and  Canar  asks  no  more. 
Is  there  a  Roman,  whose  unshaken  breast 
No  pains  have  conquerM,  and  no  fears  deprest  ? 
Who,  doom'd  through  Death's  dread  ministers 

to  go, 
'  Dares  to  chastise  the  insults  of  a  foe; 
Let  him,  his  oonntrjr's  glory  and  her  suy. 
With  reverence  hear  her,  sind  with  pride  obey* 
A  form  divine,  in  heavenly  splendour  bright. 
Whose  look  threw  radiance  round  the  pall  oC 

night,  ^ 

With  calm  severity  approach'd  and  said, 
WAke  thy  dull  ear,  and  lift  thy  languid  bead. 
Whatl  shall  a  Roman  sink  in  soft  repoee. 
And  tamely  see  the  Britons  aid  his  foes  } 
See  them  secure  the  rebel  Ganl  supply ; 
Spurn  his  vain  eagles  and  his  power  defy  ? 
Gk> !   burst  their  barriers,  obstinately  brave ; 
Scale  the  wild  rock,  and  beat  tbe  maddanhig 

wave.** 
Here  paus'd  the  chief;  hut  waited  no  raply^ 
The  voice  absenting  spoke  from^  ^ery  eye : 
Nor,  as  the  kindness  that  leproach'd  with  fear, 
Wef«  dangers  dreadful,  or  were  toils  i 


INSCRIPTION  IN  A  TgSlJfL^  Of 
SOCIETY. 

Sacrsd  rise  these  walls  to  thee. 
Blithe-eyed  nymph,  Society ! 
In  whose  dwelling,  free  and  fair. 
Converse  smoothes  the  brow  of  Care. 
Wbo,  when  waggish  Witbetray'd 
To  his  arms  a  sylvtn  maid. 
All  beneath  a  myrtle  tree. 
In  some  vale  of  Arcady, 
Sprung,  I  ween,  from  such  embrace^ 
Tbe  lovely  contrast  in  her  fisoe. 

Perchance,  the  Muses  as  they  stiay'd. 
Seeking  other  spring,  or  shades 
On  the  sweet  child  cast  an  eye 
In  some  vale  of  Arcady; 
And  blithest  of  the  sisters  three, 
Gave  her  to  Euphrosyne. 

The  Grace,  delighted,  taught  her  oare 
The  cordial  smile,  the  placid  ah*; 
How  to  chase,  and  how  restrain 
All  the  fleet,  ideal  train ; 
How  with  apt  words  well-combm'd. 
To  dress  eadh  image  of  the  mind-^ 
Taught  her  how  they  disagree* 
Awkward  fear  and  i^esty, 
And  freedom  and  rusticity, 
Tnie  politeness  how  to  know 
From  the  superficial  show ; 
Prom  the  coxcomb's  shallow  grace. 
And  themany-modell'd  fiice. 
That  Nature's  unaffected  ease 
More  than  studied  forms  would  please— 
When  to  check  the  sportive  vein>| 
When  to  Fsncv  yield  the  rein ; 
■  *   Ff 
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LANGHORNE'S  POEMS. 


On  the  robject  when  to  be 

Grave  or  gjay,  reaert'd  or  free  : 

The  speaking  air,  th»  impa»kmM  cy^. 

The  living  »al  of  symmetry ; 

And  that  soft  sympatUy  «hith  binds 

In  magic  chaiiis  congenial  minds. 

lfrSCR£PTION  IN  A  SEQPESTERED 
GROTTO. 

1763. 

SwBBT  Peace,  that  loT'st  the  silent  bour. 

The  itiil  retreat  of  leisure  free  ; 
Associate  of  each  gentle  power^ 

And  eldest  bom  of  Harmony  ! 
O,  if  tbou  o«n*st  this  ipotsy  cell, 

If  thine  this  mansion  of  re|)ose ; 
Permit  me,'n3rmph,  with  thee  to  dwell. 

With  tbee  my  vakefiil  eye  to  dose. 

And  the'  those  glitteriiig  scenes  shduld  fiide, 

That  Pi^asure'b  ro^  train  prepares } 
What  vot'ry  have  they  not  betray'd  > 

What  are  they  more  than  splendid  ctfres  ? 
But  imiling  days,  exempt  from  care. 

But  nights,  when  sleep,  and  silence  reign ; 
Serenity,  with  aspect  fisir. 

And  love  and  joy  are  in  thy  train. 

AKOmSR  IKSCtlFllON  IN  TB£  SAME  CROTrO. 

1756. 
O  FAiuMTOf  the  village-bofn. 

Content,  inapire  my  careless  lay  ? 
Let  no  vain  wish,  no  tbongbt  forlorn 

Throw  darkness  o'er  the  smiling  day. 
Forget'sttbou,  when  we  wander 'd  o'er 
•Hie  sylvan  BeleauV  sedgy  shore, 

Or  rang'd  the  woodland  wilds  along  ; 
How  oft  on  HerclayV  mountains  high 
We've  met  the  Morning's  purple  eye, 

Delay'<f  by  many  a  song  ? 
Fn>m  thee,  from  those  by  fortune  led ; 

To  all  the  faree  of  life  confin'd ; 
At  once  each  native  pleasure  fled. 

For  tbou,  sweet  nymph,  waiit  left  behind. 
Yet  could  1  once,  oace  more  aurvey 
Thy  comely  form  in  mantle  grey. 

Thy  polish'd  brow,  thy  peacefal  eye ; 
Where  e'er,  forsaken  fair,  you  dwell. 
Though  in  this  dim  sequester'd  ceil. 

With  thee  I'd  live  and  die. 

LEFT     WITH   THE   MIHISTEt  OF   EIPOKDBH,     A    BO- 
IIAMTIC  vaLACE  IN  Y0BE8HIEE.      1758* 

Thrice  happy  you,  wlwe'er  you  are, 
«  From  life's  low  cares  secluded  far, 

In  this  sequester'd  vale  !— 
Ye  rocks  on  precipices  pil'd  I 
Ye  ragged  desarts,  waste  and  wild  ! 

Delightful  horrours,  bail  1 

What  joy  within  theie  sunless  groves, 
WWe  lonely  Contemplation  roves, 

•  A  small  river  in  Westmorland. 

a  A  romantic  village  in  the  above  mentioned 
c<»unty,  formerly  the  seat  of  the  Herclays,  earls 
«1  Carlisle. 


Torest  in  fearless  ease ! 
Save  weeping  rills,  to  see  no  tear; 
Save  dyin?  gales,  no  sigh  to  bear. 

No  murmur,  but  the  breeze* 
Say,  would  you  change  that  peaceful  celf. 
Where  Sanctity  and  Silence  dwell. 

For  Splendor'^  dazzling  Uaze  ? 
For  all  those  gilded  toys  that  glare 
Round  higfa-bom  Power's  imperial  chair. 

Inviting  fools  to  gaze  ? 
Ab  friend  \  Ambitioa^s  procpecte  dose. 
And,  sttfdiout  of  your  owvrepose. 

Be  thankfiil  here  tto  life: 
For,  trust  me,  one  prdtectiiig  shed. 
And  nigliUy  peace,  anddsiily  bread 

Is  all  that  life  can  give. 


WRITTEN  AMONG  THE   RUINS  OF 
PONTEFRACT  CASTLE. 

1756. 

Right  sung  (he  bard,  that  an<:involvhig  age 

With  band  impartial  deals  the  ruthless  blow  ^ 
That  war,  wide-wasting  with  impetuous  rage. 

Lays  the  tall  spireand  sky-crown'd  turret  low. 
A  pile  stupendous,  ooot  of  ftir  renown. 

This  monld'ring  mass  of  shapeless  ruio  rose. 
Where  nodding   heights  of  fractur'd  columns 
frown. 

And  birds  obscene  in  ivy-bow'rs  repose : 

Oft  the  pale  matron  from  the  threat'ning  wall. 
Suspicious,  bids  her  heedless  children  fly  ; 

Oft,  as  he  views  the  meditated  foil, 

FuirswifUy  steps  the  frighted  peasant  by. 

Hot  more  retpectfol  views  th^  historic  sage. 
Musing,  these  awful  relics  of  decay. 

That  once  a  refbge  formM  from  hostile  ragpe. 
In  Henry's  and  in  Edward's  dubious  day. 

Hepensiveoft  reviews  the  mighty  dead. 
That  erst  have  trod  this  desolated  gronod  ; 

Reflects  how  here  unhappy  Sal'sbury  bled. 
When  Faction    aim'd   the  death-di^Kosiag 
wound. 

Reit, gentle  Rivers!  and  ill-foted Gray^! 

A  flow'r  or  tear  oft  strews^your  bumble  grave. 
Whom  Envy  slew,  to  pave  Ambition's  way. 

And  whom  a  monarch  wept  in  vain  to  save.' 

Ah !  what  avail 'd  th'  alliance  of  a  throne  ?' 

The  pomp  of  titles  what,  or  pow'r  rever'd  3^ 
Happier  to  these  the  humble  life  unknown. 

With  virtue  hooour'd,  an4  by  peace  endear'd. 
Had  thus  the  sons  of  bleeding  Britain  thought. 

When  hapless  here  inglorious  Richard  lay. 
Vet  many  a  prince,   whose  blood    full  dearly 
bought 

The  sbauiefol  triumph  of  the  long-fought  day; 

Yet  many  a  hero,  whose  defeated  hand 

Id  death  resign'd  the  well-contested  field, 
%Uad  in  hb  ofie^pring  sav'd  a  smking  land. 

The  tyrant's  terrour,  and  the  nation's  shield. 

Ill  could  the  Muse  indignant  grief  forbear* 
Should  Mem'ry  trace  her  bleeding  country^ 

ni  could  she  count,witbout  a  bursting  te«r,[woe:i^ 
Th'  inglorious  triumphs  of  the  vary'd  Rose  f 
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While  Yot1[«  with  conquest  and  revenge  elate» 
InsultiDg,  triumphs  on  St  Alban*i  pUio, 

Who  Tiews,  nor  pities  Henry's  hapless  fiite, 
Himself  a  captive,  and  bi^leaders  slain  ? 

Ah  prince !   unequal  to  the  toils  of  war, 
To  item  ambilion,  faction's  rage  to  quell ; 

Happier,  from  these  bad  F'ortune  plac'd  thee  for, 
In  some  lone  convent,  or  some  peaceful  cell.  ' 

For  whlit  avail'd  that  thy  rictorious  queen 
Repaired  the  ruinsof  that  dreadful  day ;  [green, 

That  vanquiah'd  York,  on  Wakefield's  purple 
ProiCiate  amidst  the  common  slaughter  lay : 

In  vain  fair  Vict'ry  beamM  the  gladd'ning  eye, 
Andi  waving  olt  her  golden  pinions,  smil'd  ; 

Full  soon  the  flattViog  goddess  meant  to  fly. 
Full  rightly  deem'd  unsteady  Fortune's  child. 

Let  Towtoo's  field — but  cease  the  dismal  tale : 
For  much  its  horrours  would  the  Muse  appal, 

In  aolter  strains  suffice  it  to  bewail 
The  patriot's  exile,  or  the  hero's  fsdl. 

Thoa,  silver  Wharf*,  whose  crystal^epariiling  urn 
Refle«:t8  the  brilliance  of  his  bkx>ming  shore. 

Still,  melancholy-mazing,  seems  to  mourn. 
Bat  rolls,  conhis'd,  a  crimson  wave  no  moreb 


THE  FlCEROYt 

ADDaiSSlI)  TO  THE  EARL  OP  HALIFAX  3  . 
FII8T  rOBLISHKB  IN  1762. 

'Tw  AS  on  Time's  birth-day,  when  the  voice  divine 
Wak'd  sleeping  Nature,  while  her  infant  eye. 
Yet  trembling,  struggl'd  with  created  light ; 
The  heaven-bom  Muse,  sprung  from  the  source 
aoblime 

^ A  river  near  the  field  of  battle,  in  which  were 
slain  33,000  men. 

s  The  foltowing  resolution  of  the  Irish  bouse  of 
commons  respecting  the  revenue  of  the  k>rd 
lieutenant,-  and  his  excellency's  speech^  in  con- 
s«eqaence  thereof,  will  both  illustrate  this  poem 
and  sbowtheoccasionof  it. 
Gopy  of  a  resdutkn  of  the  Irish  pariiament,  re- 
specting the  revenue  of  the  lord  lieutenant. 

Veneris,  56  Feb.  1762. 
'*  Resolved,  nemine  eontradkenie.  That  an 
addiCM  be  presented  to  his  excellency  the  lord 
lieutenant,  that  he  will  represent  to  his  n^jesty 
the  sense  of  this  house,  that  the  entertainments 
andappointmentsof  the  lord  lieutenant  of  Ireland 
are  become  inadequate  to  the  dignity  of  that  high 
office,  and  to  the  expense  with  which  it  is,  and 
ought  to  be  supported ;  and  that  it  is  the  bumble 
desire  of  this  boose,  that  his  majesty  will  be 
gracioQsly  pleased  to  grant  such  an  aogmenta- 
'  tioo  to  the  entertainment  of  the  lord  lieutenant 
for  the  time  being,  as,  with  the  present  allowan- 
cesy  will  in  the  whole  amount  to  the  annual  sum 
of  sixteen  thousand  pounds*  And  to  express 
that  satis^BCtion  which  we  feel  at  the  pleasing 
liope,  that  this  just  and  necessary  augmentation 


Of  Harmony  immortal,  first  receiv'd 
Her  sacred  mandate.     **  Qo,  seraphic  maid, 
Companion  still  to  Nature ;  from  her  works 
Derive  thy  lay  melodious,  great,  like  those. 

Copy  of  the  answer  of  the  lord  lieutenant  to  the 
address  of  the  house  of  commons,  Feb.  87, 1762. 
"  I  shall  take  the  first  opportunity  of  laying 
before  his  majesty  the  sense  of  the  house  of 
commons  contained  in  this  address.  I  enter 
fully  into  the  truly  liberal  motives  which  have 
influenced  your  conduct  in  this  unanimous  reso- 
lution. That  you  are  solicitous  not  only  to  tup* 
port  his  majesty's  government,  but  to  support  it 
with  becoming  grandeur  and  magnificence,reflect8 
the  highest  honour  on  yourselves  :  that  you  have 
chosen  the  time  of  my  administration  ;  that  you 
have  distingutsh'd  my  person  as  the  object  of 
your  favour,  reflects  the  highest  honour  on  me  ; 
and  I  must  ever  consider  this  event  as  one  of  the 
most  fortunate  and  honourable  circumstances 
of  my  life.  Whatever  merit  yoa  ascribe  to  me 
in  the  government  of  this  kingdom,  in  reality 
arises  from  your  own  conduct,  though  your  par-^ 
tiality  would  transfer  it  to  mine.  Your  unani- 
mity has  first  created  this  merit,  and  your  libera- 
lity would  now  reward  it. 

"  I  am  sensible  of  the  obligation  you  confer ; 
and  lean  hi  no  way  properly  demonstrate  my 
senseof  it,  but  by  being,  as  I  am,  unalterably 
determined  to  implore  his  majesty,  that  I  may  be 
permitted  to  ei^joy  it  pure  and  unmixed  with 
the  lucrative  advantages  which  you  propose 
should  attend  it  This  afiectionate  address  is 
intended  as  an  honour  to  me ;  that  intention  has, 
on  your  part,  been  fully  answered:  to  niake  it 
truly  honourable,  something  is  still  necessary 
on  mine :  it  becomes  me  to  vie  with  the  genero- 
sity of  parliament,  and  to  keep  up  an  emulation 
of  sentiment.  It  has  been  my  duty;  in  the  course 
of  this  session,  to  propose  large  plans  of  public 
expense,  and  to  promise  an  attention  to  public 
economy  ;  and  1  could  not  without  pain  submit, 
that  the  establishment,  already  burthened  at  my 
recommendatkm,  should  b^  still  further  charged 
for  my  own  particular  profit. 

'*  But  while  1  consider  myself  at  liberty  to  sa- 
crifice my  private  interests  to  my  private  feeliugs, 
I  must  consider  myself  as  bound  likewise  to  con- 
sult, in  compliance  with  your  enlarged  and  liber- 
al sentiments,  the  future  support  of  the  statk>n 
in  which  I  am  placed,  to  the  dignity  of  which 
the  emoluments  are,  as  you  represent  them,  in- 
adequate. I  sliall  transmit  therefore  the  sense 
of  the  house  of  commons,  that  the  augmenta- 
tion which  your  generosity  has  proposed,  may, 
ithb  majesty  shall  thbk  fit,  be  made  the  esta- 
blishment of  my  successor,  when  he  shall  enter 
on  the  government  of  this  kingdom ;  and  when 
it  is  probable  the  drcomstauces  of  this  country 
may  t>e  better  able  to  support  such  additional 
burthen.    Bat  while  I  must  decline  accepting 
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And  elegantly  nsiple.    Id  thy  trab. 
Glory,  and  fiHT  Renovn,  end  deathleM  Fame 

AttendaDt  erar,  each  inwiortaJ  name, 
By  thee  dceni'd  sacred,  toyoo  starry  vault 
Shall  bear,  and  stamp  io  cbaracterepfgold. 
Be  ibine  the  care,  alone  where  trvtb  directs 
The  flrm  heart,  where  the  lore  of  human  kind 
Inflames  the  patriot  spirit,  thereto  seothe 
The  toils  of  Virtue  with  melodious  praise  : 
For  those,  that  smiling  leiaph  bids  thee  wake 
His  golden  lyre ;  for  those,  the  yoimg^'d  Son 
Gilds  thi^  ftur-fonn'd  world ;  and  genial  Springy 
Throws  many  a  green  wreath  liberal  firom  his 

bosom." 
So  spake  the  voice  divine,  whose  last  sweet  sownd 
Gave  birth  to  Echo,  tnndul  nymph,  that  loves 
The  Muse'i  haunt,  dim  grove,  or  loeely  dale. 
Or  high  wood  old ;  and,  listening  while  she  smgs, 
Bv ells  in  long  raptareon  each  foiling  straio. 

O  Halifax  I  an  homble  Muse,  that  dwdls 
In  i^mes  like  these,  a  stranger  to  the  world, 
To  tbee  a  strapger,  late  has  leamt  thy  fiune. 
Even  in  tliis  vale  of  silence;  from  the  voice  ^ 
Of  licbo  learnt  it,  and,  like  her,  delights. 
With  thy  lov'd  name,  to  make  these  wild  woods 
vocal. 

Spirits  of  ancient  time,  to  high  renown 
By  martial  glory  raised,  and  4«eds  august, 
Achiev'd  for  Britain's  freedom!  patriot  hearts, 
Tbi^t,  fearless  of  a  tyrant's  threatening  arm. 
Embraced  your  bleedipg  country !  o'er  the  page, 
"Where  History  triumphs  in  your  holy  names. 
O'er  the  dim  monuments  that  mark  your  graves. 
Why  streams  my  eye  with  pleasure?  'Tisthcjoy 
The  soft  delight  that  through  the  full  breast  flows, 
^rom  sweet  rememb'rance  of  departed  virtue  f 

O  Britain,  parent  of  illustrious  names. 
While  o'er  thy  annals  Memory  shoots  her  eye. 
How  the  heart  glows,  r^vt  with  high-wondering 

love, 
4nd  emulous  esteem  1— Hail,  Sydney,  hail ! 
'Whether  Arcadian  Uythe,  by  fountain  clenr. 
Piping  thy  love-lays  wild,  or  Spartan  bold, 
lu  Freedom's  van  distioguish'd,  Sydney  bail ! 
Oft  o'er  thy  laurell'd  tomb  froin  hands  unseen 
fall  flowers ;  oft  in  the  vales  of  Penshurstfair^ 
MensJca,  stepping  from  bib  evening  fold, 
Listenetfa  strange  ouisic,  from  the  tiny  breath 
Of  foiry  minstrels  warbled,  which  of  old. 
Dancing  to  thy  sweet  lays,  tbey  learned  well. 

On  Raleigh's  grave,  O  strew   the  sweeteat 
flowers  / 

That  on  the  bosom  of  the  green  vale  Mow ! 
There  bang  your  vernal  wreaths,  ye  village- 
«iauds !  [bring 

Ye  mountain  nymphs,  your  crowns  pf  wild  thyme 
To  Raleigh's honour'd  grave!  There  btootn  the 
Tbe  virgin  rose,  that,  bluxhing  to  be  seen,  [bay. 


Held  foith  the  base  bribe,  bow  he  ^mftfa  H  ft«oi 
And  cried,  I  Qght  for  Britain  1  History  riBe,[biD 
And  blast  the  rei  gas  that  redden  with  the  Mood 
Of  those  that  gave  tbcm  glory  1  Happier  da|% 
Gilt  with  a  Brunswick's  parent  smile,  await 
The  honour'd  Viceroy.    More  auspicious  boars 
Shall  Halifox  bdiold,  nor  grieve  to  find 
A  fovoui*d  land  ungrateful  to  his  care. 

O  for  tbe  Muse  of  Milton,  to  record 
The  boooniBofthat  day,  when  foU  oovvwi^d 
Hibenria's  senate  with  one  voice  praclnim'4 
A  nation's  high  i^ypUnse^  when,  loQgoppMt 
VTith  weakb-consoming' war,  their  eager  Iowa 
Advanc'd  theprincdy  digmty's  soppoit, 
WhUe  Halifax  presided !  O,  belov*d 
By  every  Muse,  grace  of  the  perish 'd  court, 
Tbe  peasanfti  guardian,  then  what  pleasure  iirit 
Thy  liberal  bosom !  not  tbe  fow  deligfat 
Of  Fortuned  added  gifts,  greatly  dec&i'd  ; 
No,  %was  tbe  supreme  blifla  that  filla  the  breast 
Of  oonicion^  Virtue,  happy  to  bdiokl 
Her  caces  sncoessfol  in  a  nation's  joy. 

But  O,  ye  sisters  of  the  sacred  spring:. 
To  sweetest  aoceoUtnne  the  polish*d  lay. 
The  music  of  perbnasion  !  Yon  alone 
Can  pamt  that  ea^  eloquence  that  Aow'd 
In  Attic  streams,  Aom  Uali£u  that  lluw'd. 
When  all  leme  lisuni'd.    Albion  beard. 
And  felt  a  patent's  joy :  "  No  more,'*  shecriei 
"  No  more  diall  Greece  the  man  of  Atbetebos^ 
Whose  magic  periods   saooUi'd    tke  likteaia^ 

wave 
Of  raptnyssus.    Rome  shall  daim  nonme 
The  flowery  path  of  ^nence  akme 
To  grace  her  consul's  brow;  for  nevwr  spoke 
Himeria's  Viceroy  words  of  foirer  phrase^ 
Forgetful  of  Alpheus'  hastening  stream. 
When  Afwtbusastop'd  her  golden  tide,   [sraai. 
And  call'd  her  nymphs,  and  call'd  her  shephod 
To  leave  their  sweet  pipes  nlent     ^entlay 
Your  pipes,  Hibernian  Shepherds. »» liffcy  swW 
And  on  bis  soft  hand  lean'd  bis  dimply  cheek. 
Attentive:    "Once  so  Wharton   spoke,"  hf 

cried, 
«'  Unhappy  Wharton,  whose  ymmgeloqaence 
Yet  vibrates  on  mme  ear."  Whntcver  powers. 
Whatever  genii  oM,  of  vale  or  gnwe 
The  high  inhabitants,  alt  tbroi^d  to  bear. 
Syhranus  came,  and  from  his  templei  grey 
His  oaken  ohapled  flung,  lest  baply  leaf 
Or  interposing  bough  diould  meet  tbe  cooid. 
And  bar  its  soft  approacbcs  to  his  ear. 
Pan  ceas'd  to  pipe— a  moment  ceas'd    far  thea 
Suspicion  grew,  that  Phoebus  in  disguise 
His  ancient  r^gn  invaded :  down  he  cast. 
In  petulance,  his  reed  ;  but  seiz'd  it  soon 
And  filPd  the  woods  with  ckngoor.  MeasnreswiH 
Tbe  wanton  Satyn  danc'd,  then  listening  iteod, 
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With  lattery,  thuU  record  i  ftom  6«ch  lomwww, 
Each  mean  ooooactioQ  free,  her|M:»i8e  itiune. 
O,  could  oer  band  in  ftitare  times  q^tain 
One  humble  garfcud  from  th'  Aosias  tree. 
With  joy  she'd  bind  it  on  thy  fiivonr*d  head. 
And  greet  thy  judging  ear  wtth  sweeter  strains  I 

Mean  while  pursue,  in  public  Tirtue*8  path. 
The  palm  ef  glory :  only  there,  will  bloom 
Pierian  laurels.    Shoultrst  tbou  deviate  thence. 
Perish  the  Uossoms  of  lair  folding  fame ! 
Bv'n  this  poor  wreath,  that  now  alfectt  thy  brow. 
Would  lose  its  little  bloom,  the  Muse  repine. 
And  blush  that  Halifaz  had  stole  her  priise. 


PRECEPTS  OF  CONJUGJL  HJPPJ- 

NESS. 

FaiiMD,  sister,  partner  of  that  gentle  heart 
Where  my  soul  lives,  and  holds  her  dearest  part ; 
While  tore's  soft  raptures  these  gay  hours  em- 
ploy. 
And  Time  puts  on  the  yellow  robe  of  Joy ; 
Will  you,  Maik,  mark  with  patient  ear 
The  moral  Muse,  nor  deem  her  song  severe  ? 
Through  the  long  course  of  Gfe*s  unclouded 
day,  - 

Where  sweetContentment  smileson  Virtue's  way; 
Where  Fancy  opes  her  ever-varying  views. 
And  Hope  strews  flowers,  and  leads  you  as  she 


May  each  fisir  pleasure  court  thy  fiivoor'd  breast. 
By  truth  protected,  and  by  love  caress'd ! 
^      So  PrieMship  vows,  nor  shall  her  vows  be  valnj 
For  every  pleasure  comes  in  Vhrtue's  train ; 
Each  charm  that  tender  sympathies  impart. 
The  glow  of  sou),  the  transports  of  the  heart. 
Sweet  meanings,  that  in  silent  truth  convey 
Mind  into  mind,  and  steal  the  soul  away; 
These  gifts,  0  Virtue,  these  are  all  thy  own ; 
Lost  to  the  vicious,  to  the  vain  unknown  I 

Yet  blest  with  these,  and  happier  charms  than 
these. 
By  Nature  fertnrd,  by  genius  taugbt  to  pleve, 
E'en  you,  td  prove  that  mortal  gifts  are  vain. 
Must  yield  your  h^man  saeriBce  to  pain  ; 
The  wizard  Csve  shaH  dim  those  brilliant  eye% 
Smite  the  fair  uros,  and  bid  the  waters  rise. 

With  mind  unbroke  that  darker  hour  to  bear. 
Nor,  once  his  captive,  drag  the  chains  of  Care, 
Hope's  radiant  sun-shiDe  o'er  the  scene  to  pour, 
>}or  lututre  joys  in  present  ills  devour. 
These  arts  your  philosophic  friend  ittay  show. 
Too  well  experienoed  in  the  school  of  woe. 

In  some  sad  hour,  by  transient  griief  oppfist. 
Ah  1 1  et  not  vain  reflect  ion  wdund  yottr  breart  i 
ForMemoi^  then,  to  happier  objects  blind, 
Though  OQce  the  friend,  the  traitor  of  the  mind. 
Life's  varies  sorrows  studious  to  explore, 
Ttiftta  the  aH  volume  of  iU  sufferings  o'er. 

Still  to  the  di^nt  prospect  stretch  your  eye. 
Pass  tke^m  c)oud,and  view  the  brightening  sky, 
6n  Oq^s  kind  wing,  more  genial  cUmes  survey, 
Let  Fancy  join,  but  Reason  guide  your  way ; 
For  Fancy,  stHl  to  tender  woes  inclin'd 
May  sooth  the  heart,  but  misdirects  the  mind. 

The  source  of  half  our  anguish,  half  our  tears, 
^s  the  wrong  conduct  of  our  hopes  and  fcaw ; 


Like  ill-train'd  children,stin  their  treatment  such, 
Restrain'ft  too  rashly,  or  indulg'd  too  much. 
Hence  Hope,  prqjecting  more  than  Rfe  can  give. 
Would  Kve  with  angels,  or  refuse  to  live ; 
Hence  «pleen-ey'd   fear,  o'er-acUng  Caution's 

part. 
Betrays  those  succours  Reason  lends  the  heart 
Yet  these,  submitted  to  lair  Truth's  coutroul. 
These  tyrantr  are  the  servants  of  the  soul ; 
Through  vales  of  peace  the  dove-like  ^pe  shall 

stray 
And  bear  at  eve  her  olive  branch  air^y» ' 
In  every  scene  some  distant  charm  descry. 
And  hold  it  forward  to  the  brightening  eye ; 
While  watchful  Fe»r,  if  JPortitude  maintain 
Her  treinbKng  steps,  shall  ward  the  distant  pain. 

Should  erring  Nature  cas^ual  faults  disclose. 
Wound  not  the  breast  that  harbours  your  repose : 
For  every  grief  that  breast  from  you  shall  prove. 
Is  one  link  broken  in  tjie  chain  of  love. 
Soon,  with  their  ot^ts,  other  woes  are  past. 
But  pains  firom  those  we  love  are  pains  that  last 
Though  faults  or  follies  from  reproach  may  fly. 
Yet  in  its  shade  the  tender  passions  die. 
I^e,  like  the  flower  that  courts  the  Sun's 

kind  ray, 
WiU  flourish  only  in  the  SQCiiles  of  day  ; 
Distrust's  cold  air  the  generous  plant  annoys. 
And  one  chill  blight  of  dire  contempt  destroys. 
O  shun,  my  frienid,  avoid  that  dangerous  coast. 
Where  peace  expires;  and  fair  aflectbn's  lost; 
By  wit,  by  grief,  by  anger  org'd,  forbear 
The  speech  contemptuous,  and  the  sioomful  air. 

If  heart-felt  quiet,  thoughts  unmix'd  with  pain. 
While  Pefu»  weaves  flowers  o'er  Hymen's  golden 

chain. 
If  tranquil  days,  if  hours  of  smiling^  ease. 
The  sense  of  pleasure,  and  the  power  to  please. 
If  charms  like  these  deserve  your  serious  care. 
Of  one  dark  foe,  one  dangerous  foe  beware ! 
Like  Hecla's  mountain,  while  his  heart's  in  iaipe, 
His  aspect's  cold,— and  Jealousy's  bis  name. 
His  hideous  birth  his  wild  disorders  prove. 
Begot  by  Hatred  en  despairing  Love  ! 
Her  throes  in  rage  the  frantic  mother  bore. 
And  the  fell  sire  with  angry  cunes  tore 
His  sable  hair. — Pistrust  beholding  smil'd. 
And  lov'd  her  image  in  her  future  child. 
With  cruel  care,  industrious  to  impart 
Each  painful  sense',  each  soul-tormenting  art. 
To  Doubt's  dim  shrine  her  hapless  charge  she  led. 
Where  never  sleep  relievM  the  burning  head. 
Where  never  grateful  fancy  sooth'd  suspensfi 
Or  the  sweet  charm  of  easy  confidence. 
Hence  fears  eternal,  ever-restless  care. 
And  all  t|ie  dire  associates  of  despair. 
Hence  all  the  woes  be  found  that  peace  destroy. 
And  dash  with  pain  the  sparkling  stream  of  joy. 
When  fore's   warm  breast,    from    rapture's 

trembling  height. 
Falls  to  the  temperate  measures  of  delight ; 
When  calm  delight  to  easy  friendship  turns. 
Grieve  not  that  Hymen's  torch  more  gently  bums. 
Unerring  Nature,  in  each  purpose  kind, 
Fort>id8  long  trao^iorts  to  usurp  the  mind  : 
For,  oft  dissolv'd  in  joy's  oppressive  ray. 
Soon  would  the  finer  faculties  decay. 

True  tender  lorra  one  even  tenour  keeps ; 
'Tis  reatou's  flame,and  bums  when  passion  sleeps. 
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The  cbann  connubial,  like  a  stream  that  glides  f 
Throac^  life's  fair  vale,  with  no  unequal  tides. 
With  many  a  plant  along  its  genial  side. 
With  many  a  flower  that  blowi  in  beauteous  pride, 
With  many  a  shade,  where  Peace  in  rapturous 
Holds  sweet  Affiance  to  her  fearless  breast,  [rest 
Pure  in  its  source,  and  temperate  in  its  way. 
Still  flows  the  same,  nor  find  its  urn  decay. 

O  bliss  beyond  what  lonely  life  can  know. 
The  soul-felt  sympathy  of  joy  and  woe ! 
That  magic  charm  which  makes  e'en  sorrow  dear, 
And  turns  to  pleasure  the  partaken  tear ! 

Long,  beauteous  friend,  to  you  may  Heaven  im- 
The  soft  endearmenU  of  the  social  heart !    [part 
Long  to  your  k)t  may  every  blessing  flow. 
That  sense,  or  taste,  or  virtue  can  bestow ! 
And  oh,  forgive  the  zeal  your  peace  insj^ies. 
To  teach  ^t  pruclettce  which  itself  admires. 


O^JBJVr  OF  CARubN, 

There  is  something  romantic  in  the  story  of 
the  following  poem;  but  the  author  has  his  rea- 
sons for  believing  that  there  is  something  like- 
wise authentic.  On  the  -simple  circumstances  of 
the  ancient  narrative,  from  which  he  first  borrow- 
ed his  idea,  those  reasons  are  principally  fotmded; 
and  they  are  supported  by  others,  with  which, 
in  a  work  of  this  kind,  to  trouble  bis  readers 
would  be  superfluous. 

This  poem  is  inscribed  to  a  lady,  whoae  ele- 
gant taste,  whose  amiable  sensibility,  and 
wlK»e  unaffected  friendship,  have  long  con- 
tributed  to  the  pleasure  and  happiness  of 

TBI   AUTUOa. 

On  Carron's  side  the  primrose  pale^ 

Why  does  it  wear  a  purple  hue  ? 
Ye  maidens  fairof  Karlivale, 

Why  stream  your  eyes  with  pity's  dew  ? 
Tis  all  with  gentle  Owen's  bk)od 

That  purple  grows  the  primrose  pale ; 
That  pity  pours  the  tender  flood 

From  each  fair  eye  in  Mariivale. 
The  evening  star  sate  in  his  eye. 

The  Sun  his  golden  tresses  gave. 
The  North's  pure  mom  her  orient  dye. 

To  him  who  rests  in  yonder  grave  I 
Beneath  no  high,  Ijistoric  stone, 

Tho'  nobly  bom,  is  Owen  laid, 
Stretcb'd  on  the  green  wood's  lap  alone, 

He  sleeps  beneath  the  waving  &ade. 
There  many  a  flowery  race  hath  sprung, 

And  fled  before  the  mountain  gale. 
Since  first  his  simple  dirge  ye  sun^. 

Ye  maidens  fiur  of  Mariivale ! 

Yet  still,  when  May  with  fragrant  feet 

Hath  wander'd  o'er  your  meads  of  gold. 
That  dirge  I  hear  so  simply  sweet 

Far  echoed  firom  each  evening  fold. 
•Twas  in  the  prjde  of  W  illiam's  « day. 

When  Scotland's  honours  flourish'd  still. 
The  Moray's  eari,  with  ihighty  sway. 

Bore  mle  o*er  many  a  Highland  hill. 

'  William  the  Lion,  king  of  Scotland. 


And  fkr  for  him  their  fhutful  store 
The  fanrer-pUins of  Carroo  spread; 

In  fortune  ridi,  in  oflBqiring  poor. 
An  only  dangfater  crown'd  his  Iwd. 

Oh!  write  not  poor— the  wealth  that  flows, 
In  waves  of  gold  round  India's  throne. 

All  in  her  shining  breast  that  glows. 
To  Ellen's  •  charms,  were  earth  and  stone, 

For  her  the  youth  of  Scotland  sigh'd. 
The  Frenchman  gay,  the  Spaniard  grav^ 

And  smoother  lUly  appl/d. 
And  many  an  Engliidi  baron  bnvc^ 

In  vain  by  foreign  aits  assaiPd, 
No  foreign  loves  her  breast  beguile, 

And  England's  honest  vak>urfoil'd, 
Paid  with  a  cold,  but  courteous  smilcb 

«  Ah  I  woe  to  thee,  young  Nitbiadale, 
That  o'er  thy  cheek  those  roses  stray'd. 

Thy  breath,  the  violet  of  the  vale. 
Thy  voice,  the  music  of  the  shade  ! 

«  Ah!  woe  to  thee,  that  Ellen's  love 
Alone  to  thy  soft  tale  would  yield ! 

For  soon  those  gentle  arms  shall  prove 
The  conflict  of  a  ruder  field." 

Twas  thus  a  wayward  sister  spoke. 

And  cast  a  rueful  glance  behind. 
As  from  her  dim  wood  glen  she  broke. 

And  mounted  on  the  moaning  wiud. 

She  spoke  and  vanisb'd— more  unmoVd 

Than  Moray's  rodu,  wheu  storms  invest, 
The  valiant  youth,  by  Ellen  iov'd. 

With  aught  that  fear  or  fate  suggest 
For  Love,  methinks,  hath  power  to  Taise 

The  soul  beyond  a  vulgar  state ; 
Tb'  unconquer'd  banners  he  displays 

Control  our  fears,  and  fix  our  faite.  | 

'Twas  when,  on  summer's  softest  eve. 
Of  clouds  that  wander'd  west  away. 

Twilight  with  gentle  hand  did  weave 
Her  fsiry  robe  of  night  and  day  ; 

When  all  the  mountain  gales  were  still. 
And  the  wave  slept  against  the  shore. 

And  the  Sun,  Sunk  beneath  the  hill. 
Left  bis  last  smile  on  Lemmermore  ' ; 

Led  by  those  waking  dreams  of  thought 

That  warm  the  young  unpractis»d  breast, 
Her  wonted  bower  sweet  Ellen  sought. 

And  Carron  murmur'd  near,  and  9oo*h»d  her 
into  rest. 
There  is  some  kind  and  courtly  sprite 

That  o'er  the  realm  of  Faucy  reigns. 
Throws  sunshine  on  the  mask  cf  night. 

And  smiles  at  slumber's  poweriess  diains ; 

2  The  lady  Ellen,  only  daughter  of  John  »ri 
of  Moray,  betrothed  to  the  eari  of  Nithisdtlc, 
and  afterwards  to  the  earl  Baraaid,  was  es- 
teemed one  of  the  finest  women  in  Europe,  in- 
somuch that  she  had  several  suitors  and  admiwf* 
from  foreign  courts. 

«  A  chain  of  mountains  running  through  Scot* 
land  from  east  to  west. 
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*Ti8lold,  andlWlicTetlifttal^ 

At  this  soft  hour  that  sprite  was  thw^, 

.And  spread  with  Surer  flower*  the  vale, 
And  fiU'd  with  sweeter  sounds  tbe^ir. 

A  bower  he  fram'd  (for  he  could  frame 
What  long  might  weary  mortal  wight: 

Swift  as  the  lightniDg^s  rapid  flame 
Darts  on  the  uosuspecUng  sight); 

.Such  bower  he  fram'd  with  magic  hand. 

As  well  that  wizard  bard  hath  wove. 
In  scenes  where  fair  Armida's  wand 

Wav'd  all-ihe  witcheries  of  lote: 
Yet  it  was  wrought  in  simple  show  ; 

Nor  <Indian  mines  nor  orient  shores 
.Had  lent  their  glories  here  to  glow, 

Or  yielded  here  their  shining  stores . 

All  round  a  poplar's  trembling  arms 

The  wild  rose  wound  her  damajik  flower;    , 

The  woodbine  lent  her  spicy  charms, 
That  loves  to  w^ve  the  lover's  bower. 

The  ash,  thfit  courts  the  mountahi-aii;. 
In  all  her  painted  blooms  array 'd^ 

The  wilding's  blossom  blushing  fair, 
Coiubin-d  to  form  the  flowery  shade. 

\Spth  thyme  that  loves  the  brown  hill's  breast, 
'  The  cowslip's  sweet  reclining  head. 
The  violet  of  sky-woven  vest. 
Was  all  the  fairy  ground  bespread. 

Bat  who  is  he,  whose  locks  so  fair 
Adown  his  manly  shoulders  flow  ? 

Beside  bim  lies  the  hunter's  spear. 
Beside  him  sleeps  the  warrior's  bow. 

He  bends  to  £llen^(gentle  sprite, 
Thy  sweet  seductive  arts  forbear)— * 

•He  courts  her  arms  with  (bud  delight, 
And  instant  vanishes  in  air. 

4iast  thou  not  found  at  early  dawn 

Some  soft  ideas  melt  away, 
if  o'er  sweet  vale,  or  flowery  lawn. 

The  sprite  of  dreams  hath  bid  Uiee  stray  ? 

Hast  thou  not  some  fair  object  seen. 
And,  when  the  fleeting  form  was  past. 

Still  on  thy  memory  found  its  mien, 
And  felt  the  fond  idea  last ) 

Thoa  hast — and  oft  the  pjctnr'd  view. 
Seen  in  some  vision  counted  vain. 

Hast  struck  thy  wondering  eye  anew. 
And  brought  the  long-lost  dream  again. 

With  warrior-bow,  with  hunter's  spear. 
With  locks  adown  his  shoulders  spread, 

Young  Nitbisdale  Is  ranging  near — 
He's  ranging  near  yon  mountain's  head. 

Scarce  bad  one  pale  Moon  pass'd  away. 
And  ftli'd  her  silver  urn  again, 

When  in  the  devious  chase  to  stray. 
Afar  from  all  his  woodland  train, 

ToCarron's  banks  his  fate  consign'd  ; 

And,  all  to  shun  the  fervid  hour, . 
jUe  sought  some  friendly  shade  to  find, 

And  found  the  visionary  bower. 
Led  by  the  golden  star  of  love, 

Sweet  Ellen  took  her  wonted  way, 
^nd  in  the  deep-defending  grove 

Sought  refuge  from  the  fervid  day— 


Oh ! — ^who  is  he  whose  ringlets  fair 

Disorder'd  o'er  his  green  vest  flpw, 
Reclln  'd  in  rest— whose  sunny  hair 

Half  hides  the  fair  cheek's  ardent  glow } 

Tishe,  that  sprite's  illusive  guest, 

(Ah  m^  I  that  sprites  can  &te  contvoU) 

That  fives  stjH  imag'd  on  her  breast, 
That  lives  still  pictur'd  in  her  soul. 

As  when  some  gentle  spirit  fled 

From  Earth  to  breathe  elysianatr. 
And,  in  the  train  whom  we  call  dead. 

Perceives  ito  long-lov'd  partner  there ; 

Soft,  sudden  pleasure  rushes  o'er,  ^ 

Resistless,  o'er  iUairy  fram^ 
To  find  its  future  fate  restore 

The  ol;pect  of  its  former  flame : 
So  Ellen'stood-^less  power  to  move 

Had  he«  who,  bound  in  Slumber's  chain, 
Seem'dhap'ly  o'er  bis  hills. to  rove. 

And  wind  his  woodland  chase  again. 

She  stood,  but  trembled— mingled  fear, 
And  fond  delight,  and  melting  love, 

Seiz'd  all  her  soul— she  came  not  near, 
She  came  not  near  that  fated  grove. 

She  strives  to  fly — ^from  wizzard's  wand 
As  well  might  powerless  captive  fly — 

The  new^ropt  flower  falls  from  her  hand — 
Ah  I  £all  not  with  that  flower  to  die ! 

Hast  thou  not  seen  some  azure  gleam 

Smile  in  the  Morning's  orient  eye. 
And  skirt  the  reddening  cloud's  soft  beam, 

What  time  the  Sun  was  hasUng  nigh  ? 
Thou  hast— and  thou  canst  flincy  well 

As  any  Muse  that  meeU  thine  ea^. 
The  souUset  eye  of  Nithisdale, 

When,wak'd,  it  fix'd  on  Ellen  near. 

Silent  they  gaz'd— that  silence  broke ; 

"  Hail  goddess  ofthese  groves,"  he  ciy'd, 
"  O  let  me  wear  thy  gentle  yoke  ! 

O  let  me  in  thy  service  bide  1 
**  For  thee  PU  climb  the  mountain  steep. 

Unwearied  chase  the  destin'd  prey ; 
For  thee  Vll  pierce  the  wild-wood  deep, 
'  And  part  the  sprays  that  vex  thy  way. 
"For  thee" — «*p stranger,  cease," .«be  Mid, 

And  swift  away,  like  Daphne  ftew  ^ 
But  Daphne's  flight  was  not  deUy'd 

By  aught  that  to  her  boaom  grew. 
'Twas  AUlanta's  golden  fruit, 

The  fond  idea  that'confin'd 
Fair  Ellen's  step^  and  bless'd  his  suit. 

Who  was  not  far,  not  for  behind. 

OLove !  wiUiin  those  golden  vales. 

Those  genial  airs  where  thou  wast  bom. 
Where  Nature,  listening  thy  soft  tales. 

Leans  on  the  rosy  breast  of  Mom ;  - 
Where  the  sweet  Smiles,  the  Graces  dwell, 

And  tender  sighs  the  heart  remove, 
In  silent  eloquence  to  tell 

Thy  Ule,  O  soul-subduing  I/)ve  I 

Ah  I  wherefore  should  grim  Rage  be  nigh. 
And  dark  Distrust,  with  changeful  face. 

And  Jealousy's  reverted  eye 
3c  near  thy  fair,  thy  favoqr'd  place  ? 
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Ewl  Barnard  was  of  high  degree. 
And  lord  <li  many  a  lowlaod  bind, 

And  long  for  EUen  lote  had  be. 
Had  love,  bat  not  of  gentle  khkL 

From  Moray's  halls  ber  absent  boor 
He  Watched  vitb  all  a  miser's  care  ; 

The  wide  domain,  the  princely  dower 
Made  Ellen  more  than  EUen  fair. 

Ah  wretch!  to  think  the  liberal  kwl 
May  that  with  fkir  aflectioo  part ! 

Thoogh  Lothian's  Tales  thy  sway  control. 
Know,  Lothian  is  not  worth  one  heart 

Stndioiis  he  maits  her  absent  hoar. 
And,  winding  ftr  where  Carron  ilows. 

Sodden  he  sees  the  fisted  bower. 
And  red  rage  on  his  dark  brow  glows. 

For  who  is  he  f-^'Tis  Nithisdale ! 

And  that  Ikir  form  with  arm  reclm*d 
On  his  ?»nis  Ellen  <tf  the  vale, 

nis  she  (O  powers  dPTengeance  f)  kind. 

Should  be  that  Tengeance  swift  porsne  ? 

No— that  woold  all  his  hopes  destroy  ; 
Moimy  woold  Tscnish  from  his  tiew. 

And  rob  him  of  a  miser's  joy. 

Uoieen  to  Moray's  halh  he  hies — 
He  calls  his  slayes,  his  ryfian  band. 

And,  •*  Haste  to  yonder  groves,**  he  cries, 
*5  And  ambuA'd  lie  hy  Carron's  strand. 

«  What  time  ye  mait  from  bower  or  glen 

A  gentle  lady  take  ber  way. 
To  distance  due,  and  far  Anom  ken. 

Allow  her  length  of  time  to  stray. 

"  Then  ranSadk  straight  that  range  of  grove^,- 
With  hantc!r*ii  spear,  and  vest  of  green. 

If  chance,  a  rosy  stripling  roves,-^ 
Ye  well  can  aim  yoar  arrows  keen.  '* 

And  now  the  ruffian  slaves  are  nigh, 
And  EUen  takes  her  homeward  way : 

Thoogh  stay'd  hy  many  a  tender  sigh, 
Sbecan  no  longer,  loogerstay. 

Pensive,  against  yon  pophw  pale 

The  lover  leans  hn  gentle  heart, 
Revolving  many  a  tender  tale, 

And  wondering  still  how  the^  coold  part. 

Three  anowB  pierc'd  the  desert  air. 
Ere  yet  Ms  teoder  dreams  depart  ; 

And  one  struck  deep  his  forehokl  fair, 
^nd  one  went  through  his  gentle  heart. 

Love's  waking  dretfin  is  lost  in  sleeps- 
He  lies  beneath  yon  poplar  pale  ; 

Ah  !  ooold  wetnarvel  ye  should  weep. 
Ye  maidens  fhir  of  Mariivaie ! 

When  all  the  mountain  gales  were  stUI, 
And  the  wave  slept  against  the  shoie. 

And  the  Son,  sunk  beneath  the  hill. 
Left  his  last  ^mile  on  LemmernK)re  ; 

Sweet  EHtt  takes  her  wonted  way 
Along  the  fhiry-featur'd  vale; 
,  Bright  o'er  his  wave  does  Carron  play. 
And  soon  shell  meA  ber  Nithisdale. 

She'll  meet  him  soon— for  at  her  siglit 
Swift  as  the  mountain  deer  he  spedi 

The  evening  shades  wiU  sink  in  night, — 
Where  art  thoo,  loitering  lover,  Bed  \ 


O  !  she  win  chide  thy  trifUng  alay. 
Fen  now  the  soft  reproach  she  fr 

<*  Can  lorers  btoolc  soch  long  delay  ? 
Lovers  that  boast  of  ardent  dames! '^ 

He  comes  not    weary  with  the  cha». 
Soft  Slumber  o'er  his  ejrelids  throws 

Her  veil — we'U  steal  one  dear  embrace, 
We'U  gently  steal  on  his  repose. 

This  is  the  bower— we'll  scrfUy  tread- 
He  sleeps  beneath  yon  poplar  pale- 
Lover,  if  e'er  thy  heart  has  bled. 
Thy  heart  win  for  fbr^o  my  tale  I 

Ellen  is  not  in  princely  hpwer. 
She's  not  in  Moray's  splendid  train  \ 

Their  mistress  dear,  at  midnight  hour. 
Her  weeping  maidens  seek  in  vain. 

Her  pllknr  swells  not  deep  with  down  ; 

For  her  no  balms  their  sweets  exhale : 
Her  limbs  are  on  the  pale  turf  thrown, 

Press>d  by  her  lovely  cheek  i^  pale. 

On  that  fhir  cheek,  that  flowing  hair. 
The  broom  its  yellow  leaf  hath  shed. 

And  the  chill  mountain's  eiariy  air 
Blows  wildty  o'er  her  beanteoas  head. 

As  the  solft  star  of  orient  day. 
When  cldods  involve  his  rosy  light. 

Darts  thro^  the  gkxMD  a  transient  ray. 
And  leavesthe  worid  once  more  tonight; 

Returning  life  iUumes  her  eye. 
And  slow  its  languid  orb  unfolds — 

What  are  those  bloody  arrows  nigh  ? 
Sure,  btoody  arrows  she  beholds  ! 

What  was  that  form  so  ghastly  pale. 
That  low  beneath  the  poplar  lay  ? — 

'Twas  some  poor  youth— «  ah  Nithisdale  !'* 
She  said,  and  sUent  sunk  away. 

The  morn  is  on  the  mountains  spread, 
The  wood-lark  trills  hi&  liquid  strain— 

Can  mom's  sweet  music  rouse  the  dead. 
Give  theset  eye  its  soul  again  ? 

A  shepherd  of  that  gentler  mind 
Which  Nature  not  profusely  yields. 

Seeks  in  these  lonely  shades  to  find 
Some  wanderer  from  his  little  fields. 

Aghast  he  stands— and  simple  fear 
O'er  all  his  paly  visage  gndes— 

**  Ah  me  !  what  means  this  misery  here. 
What  fate  this  lady  fair  betides  ?^ 

He  bears  her  to  his  friendly  home^ 
When  life,  he  finds,  has  but  reUr'd  ;— 

With  haste  he  frames  the  lover's  tomb^ 
For  his  is  quite,  is  quite  expired ! 

<*  O  hide  me  in  toy  humble  bower, '^ 

Returning  late  to  life  she  said; 
<«  I'll  bind  thy  crook  with  many  a  fiowerj 

With  many  a  rosy  wreath  thy  head. 

"  Good  shepherd,  haste  to  yonder  grove. 

And,  if  my  loVe  asleep  is  laid. 
Oh!  wake  him  hot;  but  sofily  more 

Some  piUow  to  that  gentle  head. 

«  Sure,  thou  wilt  know  him,  shepherd  swain. 
Thou  kno%'dt  the  sun^rise  o'er  the  % 

But  oh !  no  lamb  in  all  thy  train 
Was  e'er  so  mild,  so  mild  as  h^" 
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«  Hb  bead  if  on  Um  iroBd-mofl  ItM  ; 
1  did  not  ii»ke  hit  ihimbWr  deep— 
Sweet  sings  the  fedbntfto^n' the  rtiAd^— 
'  Wby^geotleUnly,  vooldyoaweep?'* 

A»  flovers  tlist  ftute  ib  toraiiigday, 
At  evening  find  the  dew-drop  dear. 

But  6eroer  feel  tke  Doon-ttde  ray, 
When  floften'd  by  the  niglitly  teur ; 

JRetorn'mg  in  the  flowing  te«r^ 

This  lovely  flower,  more  sweet  thah  tbey, 
Found  her  fair  80ul»  and,  wandering  near. 

The  stranger,  Beason,  croM'd  her  Way. 

Pound  her  fur  soal^  Ah  1  so  to  find 
Was  but  more  dreadftri  grief  to  know ! 

Ah!  sure  the  privilege  of  miwd 
Can  not  be  worth  the  Irish  of  woe. 

On  melandK>ly's  silent  urn 

4  softer  shade  of  sorrow  fhUs^ 
But  Ellen  oan  no  more  return. 

No  more  retuni  to  Mony^  halli. 

Beneath  the  km  and  lottely  shade 
The  slow,  oensuming  hour  she'll  weep, 

Till  Nature  seeks  her  bst-left  aid, 
In  the  sad,  aombroui  aims  of  Sleep. 

"  These  jewels,  all  onmeetlbr  me, 

Shalt  thou,'' she  said,  •<  good  shepherd,  takbj 
These  gems  will  purohase  gold  for  thee^ 

And  these  be  thine  for  Ellen's  sakOk 

^  So  fiul  thou  not,  at  eve  and  morn, 
The  rosemary's  pale  bough  to  brings— 

Thou  know'st  where  I  was  found  forlorn — 
Where  thou  hast  heard  the  redbreast  ihig. 

*'  fleedful  I'll  tend  thy  flocks  the  while, 

Or  aid  thy  sbepeidess's  care. 
For  I  will  share  her  hamble  toil. 

And  I  her  friendly  roof  wiU  share. " 

And  now  two  longtome  years  are  past 

In  luxury  of  lonely  paiik— 
The  lovely  mourner,  found  at  last, 

To  Morajr's  haUs  is  borne  again. 

Yet  has  she  leftone  olject  dear. 

That  wears  Love's  sunny  eye  of  joy- 
Is  Nithjsdale  revivnig  here } 

Or  is  it  hut  a  sbqpbetd's  boy  ? 
By  Carron's  side,  a  shepherd's  boy, 

He  binds  his  vale-flowers  with  the  rted  $ 
He  wears  Love's  sunny  eye  of  joy. 

And  birth  he  little  seem*  to  heed. 

But  ah  !  no  more  his  infant  sleep 

Closes  beneath  a  mother's  smile, 
Who,  only  when  it  clos'd,  would  weep. 

And  yield  to  tender  woe  the  while. 

No  more,  with  fond  attention  dear. 
She  seeks  th'  unspoken  wish  to  find ; 

No  more  shall  she,  with  pleasure's  tear. 
See  the  soul  wsodng  into  mind. 

Does  Nature  bear  a  tjrrant's  breast  ? 

Is  she  the  friend  of  stem  Controul  ? 
Wears  she  the  despott  purple  vest  ? 

Or  fetters  she  the  frae-bom  soul  ? 

Where,  worst  of  tyrants,  is  thy  claim 
In  chains  thy  diildren's  breasts  to  bind  } 

Gav'st  thon  the  Promethean  flame  ? 
The  inoommuiucable  mind  ? 


Thy  oflbpring  are  gf«at  flahlre'^-— fre^. 

And  of  her  fisir  doteiniob  heirs ; 
Each  privilege  she  gives  to  th^; 

^now,  that  each  privilege  ii  theirs. 

They  have  thy  feature^  WeM  thine  eye. 
Perhaps  some  feelihgs  of  thy  heart ; 

And  wilt  thou  thei^  lov*d  hearts  deny 
To  act  their  fair,  their  proper  part  ? 

The  lord  of  Lolhian^s  fertile  Vate, 

Ill-fated  Ellen,  daiilis  thy  hand : 
Thou  know'st  not  that  thy  Nithisdale 

Was  low  laM  by  his  mfflan-band. 

And  Moray,  with  nbfdther'd  eyes, 
Fix'd  on  fair  Lothian^s  fftitile  dale. 

Attends  his  human  sacrifice. 
Without  the  arecian  painter's  veil. 

Omarried  Love!  thy  haM  shall  own, 

Where  two  congenial  sbuls  unite. 
Thy  golden  chahi  inlaid  #ith  down, 

Thy  lamp  with  Heaven's  own  splendour  bright; 

But  if  no  radiant  Stat  of  love, 

O  Hymen !  smile  on  thyfhir  tite. 
Thy  chain  a  wretched  weight  shiill  protev 

Thy  lamp  a  sad  seynkhtal  light 
And  now  has  Time's  slow  wandering  wing 

Borne  many  a  yeai'  nnmaitM  with  speed— 
Where  is  the  boy  by  CArrui's  spring. 

Who  bound  his  vale-flowers  wHh  the  re«d  ? 

Ah  me!  those  ilbwett  he  Mildii  M  tMtfe; 

No  eariy  charm  fetmms  agaHi  ^ 
The  parent^  Nature,  keeps  in  stdre 

Her  best  joys  for  her  little  train. 

No  longer  heed  the  son-beam  bright 
That  play<  oa  Chrron's  brekstbecan> 

Reason  has  lent  her  quivering  light, 
And  shown  the  ebe^neiM  field  of  man. 

As  the  first  human  heir  of  Eadh 

With  pensive  eym  himself  survey'd. 
And,  all  unoonscioBs  of  his  birth, 
'    Sate  thoughtftilo^  in  Eden's  ihade  I 

In  pensive  thotight  so  Owen  strayM 
Wild  Carron's  lonely  woods  among, 

And  once,  witMn  their  greeneat  glade. 
He  fondly fram'difaisslDBpleseug: 

'*  Why  b  this  crook  adom'd  with  gold  ? 
Why  am  1  tiiles  of  ladies  told  ? 
Why  does  no  lahewr  hie  employ, 
If  I  am  but  aabepberdt  boy  ? 

**  A  silken  vest  like  mine  so  green 
In  shepherd's  hut  I  hffve  not  seen-^ 
Why  should  1  in  such  v^eiitmre  joy, 
If  I  am  but  ^  tfiepfaeid*!  buy  ? 

*<  I  know  it  is  noslrt|A)erd*s  art 
His  written  m^aulhg  to  ihihart-- 
They  teiich  me,  siii>e,  an  idle  toy. 
If  1  am  bot  a  ^Apheri'h  boy. 

"  This  bracelet  bright  that  binds  my  arm*— 
It  could  not  come  from  sheperd*8  foim  ; 
It  only  would  that  arm  annoy. 
If  I  were  but  a  shepheni's  boy. 

"  And  O  thou  silent  picture  fail*. 
That  lov'st  to  smile  upon  me  there, 
O  say,  and  fill  my  heart  with  joy, 
That  I  am  not  a  shepherd's  boy  " 
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Ab»  lovely  youth  !  thy  tender  ley 
May  not  thy  gentle  life  prolong : 

See'st  thoa  yon  nightingale  a  prey  ? 
The  ^rce  hawk  borering  o*er  his  tong  ? 

His  little  heart  is  large  rith  lore : 
He  sweetly  hails  bis  evening  star, 

And  fiste's  more  pointed  arrows  move, 

Insidioos,  from  uis  eye  afar. 

T 
he  shepherdess,  whose  kindly  care 

Had  watch*d  o'er  Owen's  in£uit  breath. 

Must  now  their  silent  Biansions  share, 

Whom  time  leads  calmly  down  to  death. 

"  O  tell  me,  parent  if  thou  art. 
What  is  this  lovely  picture  dear  ? 

Why  wounds  its  mournful  eye  my  heart } 
Why  flows  from  mii^e  th'  unbidden  tear  >" 

"  Ah  !  youth  !  to  leave  thee  loth  am  I, 
Tho»  I  be  not  thy  parent  dear ; 

And  would'stthou  wish,  or  ere  1  die. 
The  story  of  thy  birth  to  hear? 

^*  But  it  will  make  theemuch  bewail, 

And  it  will  make  thy  fiur  eye  swell  ;"— 

She  said,  and  told  the  woesome  tale, 
As  sooth  as  sheperdess  ought  tell. 

The  heart,  that  sorrow  doom'd  to  share, 
Has  worn  the  frequent  seal  of  woe. 

Its  sad  impressions  learns  to  bear, 
And  finds  full  oft  its  ruin  slow. 

But  when  that  seal  is  first  imprest. 
When  the  young  heart  itr  pain  shall  try. 

From  the  soft,  yielding,  trembling  breast. 
Oft  seems  the  startled  soul  to  fly: 
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Yet  fled  not  Owen's— wild  i 

In  paleness  cbth'd,  and  lifted  hands. 
And  honour's  dread,  unmeaning  gaae, 

Mark  the  poor  statue,  as  it  stands. 

The  simple  guardian  of  his  life 

Look'd  wistful  for  the  tear  to  glide  ; 

But  when  she  saw  his  tearless  strife. 
Silent,  she  lent  him  one,«».and  died. 

*«  No,  I  am  not  a  shepherd's  boy," 
Awaking  from  his  dream,  he  said : 

'*  Ah,  where  is  now  the  promised  joy 
Of  this  ?^fbr  ever,  ever  fi^d  ! 

*<  O  picture  dear  t-^or  her  lov*d  sake 
How  ibndly  could  my  heart  bewail ! 

BIy  friendly  shepherdess,  O  wake, 
And  tell  memore  of  this  sad  tale: 

"  O  tell  me  more  of  this  sad  tale- 
No  ;  thou  enjoy  thy  gentle  sleep ! 

And  I  will  go  to  Lothian's  vale. 
And  more  than  all  her  waters  weep. " 

Owen  to  Lothian's  vale  is  fled— 

Earl  Barnard's  tofty. towers  appear — 


Yes,sfacis  thert;  fiam  idla  state 

Oft  has  sha  stole  her  hour  to  weep ; 
Think  how  she  <  by  thy  cra^  sate, ' 

And  bow  she  <  fondly  saw  thee  sleep* .  ' 

Now  tries  his  trembling  hand  to  firame 

Full  many  a  tender  line  of  love ; 
And  still  he  blots  the  parent's  name. 

For  that,  he  fears,  might  btal  prove. 

O'er  a  fair  fountain's  smilmg  side 
Redin'd  a  dim  tower,  cl^  with  moss. 

Where  every  bird  was  woot  to  tude. 
That  languish'd  for  its  partner's  loss. 

This  scene  be  chose^  this  scene  assign'd 

A  parent's  first  embrace  to  wait. 
And  many  a  soft  fear  fill'd  his  mind, 

Anakms  for  hts  fond  letter's  fhte. 

The  hand  that  bore  those  lines  of  tore. 
The  wdl-infonuing  bracelet  bore— 

Ah  !  may  they  not  unprospenws  prove ! 
Ah !  safely  pass  yon  dangerous  door  * 

*'  Sh6  comes  not ;— can  she  then  delay  !  " 
Cried  the  fisir  youth,  and  dropt  a  tear — 

**  Whatever  filial  fove  could  say. 
To  her  I  said,  and  call'd  her  dear.» 

*'  She  comes— Oh !  no— encircled  ronnd 
'Tis  some  rude  chief  with  many  a  spear. 

My  hapless  tale  that  ear]  has  found— 
Ah  me  I  my  heart  I— for  her  Ifear." 

His  tender  tale  that  earl  had  read. 

Or  era  it  reach 'd  his  lady's  eye. 
His  dark  brow  wears  a  cloud  of  red. 

In  rage  he  deems  a  rival  nigh. 

*Ti»  o'er— those  k>cks  that  wav'd  in  goldU 
'  That  wav'd  adown  those  cheeks  so  foir, 
Wreath'd  in  the  gloomy  tyrant's  bold. 
Hang  from  the  sever*d  head  in  air ! 

That  streaming  head  he  joys  to  bear 
In  horrid  guise  to  Lothian*s  halls  ; 

Bids  bis  grim  ruffians  place  it  there, 
£rect  upon  the  frownmg  walls. 

The  fotal  tokens  forth  be  drew— 

*<  Know'stthou  these— Ellen  of  the  vale  ?" 
The  pictui'd  bracelet  soon  she  knew. 

And  soon  her  fovdy  cheek  grew  pale. 
The  trembling  victim  straight  he  led. 

Ere  yet  her  soul's  first  fear  was  u'er : 
He  pointed  to  the  ghastly  head — 

She  saw— and  sunk  to  rise  no  more. 

>  See  the  ancient  Scottish  ballad,  called  (^ 
Marrice. 
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THE 

FABLES  OF  FLORA. 


SylTas,  saltusque  sequamur 

IntactoB         ■    "  Vnto* 


FABLE  L 
THE  SWNrFLOWEH  AND  THE  IFY. 

As  doteo«is  to  the  place  of  pnyer, 

Witbin  tbecopvent»s  lonelf  walk, 
The  holy  sustere  still  repair. 

What  tiine  the  rosy  rooming  calls: 

So  ftiir,  each  mom,  so  full  of  grace, 

WithUi  their  little  garden  rear'd, 
The  flower  of  Pbosbus  turned  her  face 

To  meet  the  power  she  loy'd  and  fear>d. 

And  where,  along  the  rising  sky, 

Her  god  in  brighter  glory  bum'd, 
^1  there  her  fctnd  observant  eye. 

And  there  her  golden  breast  she  turned. 

When  caJlrogfirom  their  weary  height 
On  western  waves  his  beams  to  rest. 

Still  there  she  sought  the  parting  sight. 
And  tliere  she  tura*d  her  golden  breast* 

But  soon  as  night's  invidious  shade 

Afar  bis  lovely  looks  bad  home. 
With  ftcdded  leaves  and  drooping  head, 

JMl  sore  sbegriev'd>  as  one  forlorn. 
Such  daty  in  a  flower  displayed 

The  holy  sisters  smil'd  to  see. 
Forgave  the  pagan  rites  it  paid. 

And  loVd  its  fond  idokitry. 

Botpainfhl  still,  though  meant  fbr  kind. 

The  praise  that  fells  on  Envy's  ear, 
Cer  ^e  dim  window's  arch  entwin'd. 

The  canker'd  Ivy  chanc'd  to  hear. 
And  "Sec,"  sheened,  "  that  specious  flower, 

Whose  flattering  bosom  courts  the  Sun, 
The  pageant  of  a  gilded  hour. 

The  convent's  simple  hearts  hath  won !    - 

*•  Obsequious  meanness !  ever  prone 
To  watch  the  patron's  turning  eye ; 

No  will,  no  motion  of  its  own  I 

TSs  this  they  love,  for  this  they  sigh : 

««Go,  splendid  sycophant !    no  more 

Display  thy  soft  seductive  arts ! 
The  flattering  clime  of  courts  explore. 

Nor  SDoil  the  convent's  simple  hearts^ 


**  My  duteous  praise  each  howr  I  pay. 
For  few  the  hours  that  I  must  live. 

And  give  to  him  my  little  day. 

Whose  grace  another  day  may  give. 

«  When  low  this  gplden  form  shall  fall  . 

And  spread  with  dust  its  parent  plain ; 
That  dust  shall  hear  bis  genial  call. 

And  rise,  to  glory  rise  again. 

"  To  thee,  my  gracious  power,  to  thee 
My  love,  my  heart,  my  life  are  due  I 

Thy  goodness  gave  that  life  to  be ; 
Thy  goodness  shall  that  life  renew. 

«  Ah  me !   one  moment  from  thy  sight 
That  thus  my  truant-eye  should  stray ! 

The  god  of  glory  sets  in  night ! 
His  fiiithleas  flower  has  lost  a  day." 

Sore  griev'd  the  flower,  and  droop'd  her  head ; 

And  sadden  tears  her  breast  bedew'd : 
Consenting  tears  the  sisters  shed. 

And,  wrapt  in  holy  wonder,  view'd. 

With  joy,  with  pious  pride  elate, 
**  Beho)d,"  the  aged  abbess  cries, 

*'  An  emblem  of  that  happier  fate 
Which  Heaven  to  all  but  us  denies. 

«  Our  hearts  no  fears  but  duteous  fears. 
No  charm  but  duty's  charm  can  move  ? 

We  shed  no  tears  but  holy  tears 
Of  tender  penitence  auid  love. 

'*  See  there  the  envious  world  pourtray'd 
In  that  dark  look,  that  creeping  pace  \ 

No  flower  can  bear  the  Ivy's  shade ; 
No  tree  support  its  cold  embrace. 

'<  The  oak  that  rears  it  from  the  ground. 
And  bears  its  tendrils  to  the  skies. 

Feels  at  his  heart  the  rankling  wound, 
Aud  iu  its  poisonous  arms  be  dies." 

Her  moral  thus  the  matron  read, 
Studious  to  teach  her  children  dear. 

And  they  by  love,  or  duty  led. 
With  pleasure  heard,  or  seem'd  to  bear. 

Yet  one  less  doteous,  not  less  feir, 
(In  convents  still  the  tale  is  known) 

Thefeble  heard  with  silent  care. 
But  found  a  moral  of  her  own. 
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Her  heart  with  lileDt  borroar  shook ; 

With  sigfas  she  loaght  her  lonely  cell : 
To  the  dim  IjghC  the  cait  one  look ; 

And  bade  ODoe  mere  the  world  iiwewelU 


FABLE  IL 
THE  EVENING  PBIMROSE. 

Thub  are  thmt  love  the  shades  of  life, 
Andsban  the  splendid  walks  of  £une  ; 

There  are  that  h6hl  it  meAil  strife 
To  risk  ambition's  loshif  game  ; 

That  far  from  Envy's  larid  eye 

The  fajtest  fraits  of  genius  rear, 
Content  to  see  tbete  Woom.and  die. 

In  Friendships  small  hot  kindly  ^ere. 

Than  vainer  iibwers  tbo*  sweeter  fiu*. 

The  evening  Primrose  shuns  the  day ; 
Blooms  only  to  the  western  star, 

And  loves  its  solitary  ray. 

In  Eden's  vale  an  aged  bind, 
At  the  dim  twilight's  closing  hour. 

On  his  time-smoothed  staff  reclih'd. 
With  wonder  tiew'd  the  opening  flower. 

*'  m-fisted  flower,  at  eve  to  blow," 
In  pity's  simple  thought  he  cries, 

'<  Thy  bowm  must  not  fSeel  the  gknr 
Of  splendid  smis,  or  smiling  skies. 

*'  Nor  thee,  the  vagrants  of  the  field. 

The  hamlet's  little  train  behold ; 
Their  eyes  to  sweet  oppression  yield. 

When  thine  the  filling  sbadei  unfold. 

**  Nor  thee  the  hasty  shepherd  heeds,  ■ 
When  love  has  fiiTd  his  heart  with  cares, 

.For  flowers  he  rifles  all  the  meads. 

For  waking  flowers— but  thine  forbears. 

**Ah!  waste  no  more  that  bemteoosblaem 
On  night's  chill  shade,  that  fragrant  breath : 

Let  smiling  suns  those  gems  illume  ! 
Fair  flower,  to  live  unseen  is  death." 

Soft  as  the  voice  of  vernal  gales 
That  o'er  the  bendii^  meadow  Mow, 

Or  streams  that  steal  thro'  even  vales. 
And  murmur  that  they  move  so  slow : 

Deep  in  her  nufre(|uented  botasr. 
Sweet  Philomela  poorM  her  strain  j 

The  bird  of  eve  approv'd  her  flower, 
And  answered  thus  the  anxious  swain. 


"  Live  unseen  1 
By  moonlight  shades,  in  valleys  green. 

Lovely  flower,  we'll  live  unseen. 
Of  our  pleasures  deem  not  lightly. 
Laughing  Day  may  look  more  sprightly,     . 
But  I  love  the  modest  mien. 
Still  I  love  the  modest  mien 
Of  gentle   Evenhig  liiir,    and  her  star-tnilal'd 


Gliding  o^er  thy  yielding  i 

Leave  sweet  serenity  behind. 

While  all  disarm'd,  the  cares  of  dny 

Steal  thro'  the  foHing  gloom  away  ? 

Love  to  think  thy  fot  was  laid 

In  this  undistingoish'd  shade. 

Far  from  the  worlds  infectioas  view. 

Thy  Utne  virtues  safely  Uew. 

Go,  and  in  day's  more  dan|[enMis  boar. 

Guard  thy  emblematic  flower." 


FABLE  ni 
THE  LAUREL  AND  THE  RMEA 

The  reed  '  thaA  onoe  the  shepherd  Uew 

On  old  Cephisns' haHow'd  side. 
To  Sylla's  cruel  bow  apply'd. 

Its  inofiensve  master  slew. 

SUy,  bloody  toMier,  stay  thy  hasrf. 
Nor  take  the  shepherd's  geatle  breaA  ; 

Thy  rage  lei  indocence  withstand  | 
Let  mnsic  soothe  the  lUirst  of  death. 

He  frown'd — he  bade  the  anow  fly-^ 
The  arrow  smote  the  tonefiil  swain; 

No  more  its  tone  his  lip  shaU  try. 
Nor  wake  its  vocal  aoiil  again. 

Ce^isus,  fnm  his  sedgy  art, 

with  woe  Iwbcid  the  saagutee  ^feed ; 

He  moum'd,  and,  as  they  heard  Mm  ainoni, 
AsseotijDg  sigh'd  each  trembling  reed. 

**  Fair  offspring  of  my  waves,"  he  cried  ; 

**  Tha^bind  my  brows,  my  banks  adon. 
Pride  of  the  plains,  the  river's  pride. 

For  music,  peace,  and  beauty  bom ! 

**  Ah  !   what,  unheedful  have  we  done  ? 

What  demons  here  in  death  delight  ?  J 
What  fiends  that  curse  the  social  Snn? 

What  furies  of  infernal  night  ? 

''  See,  see  my  peacefol  shepherds  Ueedt 
Each  heart  in  harmony  that  vy'd. 

Smote  by  its  own  melodions  rei^* 
Lies  cold,  along  my  blushing  side. 

«  Back  to  your  urn,  my  waters,  flyi 
Or  fibd  in  earth  some  secret  way; 

For  horrour  dims  yon  conscious  fkj. 
And  Hell  has  issu'd  into  day." 

Tbro*  Ddphi's  holy  depth  of  shade 

The  sympathetic  sorrows  ran; 
While  in  his  dim  and  mournful  gladn 

The  Genhis  of  her  groves  began : 
**  In  vain  Csphisus  sighs  to  save 

The  swain  that  loves  bis  watry  mead. 
And  weeps  to  see  bis  reddening  wave. 

And  mourns  for  bis  perverted  reed : 

"  In  vain  my  violated  groves 

1br».A    T  «^4L I    f_*l •• 
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«  God  of  the  genin]  8tr«M(i>  behold 
.  Hy  laurel  shades  of  leaves  so  bare ! 
Those  leaves  no  poet's  brows  enfold, 
Kor  bind  AjpijAafB  gQld«a  baic 

like  thy  foir  ofipriDg,  iiiisapplyM« 
Far  other  purpose  they  supply ; 

The  murder^s  burning  cheek  to  hide, 
And  on  his  fipownfiil  temples  die. 

"  Yet  deem  not  these  of  Pluto's  race. 
Whom  wounded  Nature  sues  in  vain  ; 

Plato  disclaims  the  dire  disgrace, 
And  cries^  indignant.  They  are  men." 


FABLE  IV. 

THE  GARDEN  ROSE  AND  TBE 
JVH4D  ROSE. 

"  As  Dee,  whose  current,  free  finom  stain. 
Glides  fiur  o'er  Merioneth's  plain. 
By  mountains  forc'd  bis  way  to  steer. 
Along  the  lake  of  Ptmble  Mere, 
Darts  swiftly  thro'  the  sUgnaut  mass. 
His  waters  trembling  as  they  pass, 
And  leads  his  hicid  waves  below, 
VnmixM,  unsullied  as  \bey  ilow — 
So  clear  tbro*  life's  tumultupus  tide. 
So  free  could  Thought  and  Fanc^r  gUde; 
Could  Hope  4S  sprightly  hold  herooMrse, 
As  first  she  left  her  native  source. 
Unsought  in  her  romantic  cell 
The  keeper  of  her  dreams  might  dwell. 

««  But  ah  I  they  will  not,  will  not  last — 
When  life's  first  fiury  stage  is  past. 
The  glowing  hand  of  Hope  ia  cold ; 
And  Fancy  lives  not  to  be  oW. 
Darker,  and  darker  all  before ; 
We  turn  the  former  prospect  o*er  j 
And  find  in  Memory's  foithful  eye 
Our  little  stock  of  pleasures  Uc. 

"  Come,  then ;  thy  kind  recesses  ope ! 
Fair  keeper  of  the  dreams  of  Hope ! 
Come  with  thy  visionary  train. 
And  bring  my  morning  scenes  again  I 
To  Enon's  wild  and  silent  shade, 
Where  oft  my  lonely  youth  was  laid ; 
What  time  the  woodland  Genius  came,  * 
And  touch'd  me  with  his  holy  flame. — 

«  Or,  where  the  hermit,  Bela,  leads  . 
Her  waves  thn/  folitsiry  meads ; 
And  only  feeds  t^e  desert-flower. 
Where  once  she  soothM  my  slumbering  hour : 
Or  Tons'd  by  9taiumore»s  wintry  sky. 
She  wearies  Echo  with  her  cry  ; 
And  oft,  what  storms  her  bosom  tear. 
Her  deqply-wounded  banks  declare. — 

**  Where  Eden's  foirer  waters  ftow. 
By  Milton's  bower,  or  Osiy's  bpoar, 
Or  Bruckley's  akUr-shadiedcave, 
Or,  winding  round  the  Druid's  grave, 
Silently  elide,  with  pious  fear 
To  sound  his  holy  slumbers  near.— 

«« To  these  fair  scenes  of  Fancy's  reign, 
O  Memory !  bear  me  onoe  again^ 
For,  when. life's  varied  scenes  are  past, 
'TIS  simple  Nature  charms  at  last. " 


'Twas  thns  of  old  a  poet  pniy*d$ 

Th'  indulgent  power  his  pra3r>r  approv'd. 
And,  ere  the  gathe^d  rote  oould  fade, 

Restor'd  him  to  the  scnes  he  lov^. 
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Arose,  the  poet's  favourite floiwer. 
From  Flora's  colturHl  walks  he  bore; 

No  fairer  bloomVl  in  fisher's  bower. 
Nor  Prior's  diarming  Chk>e  wore. 

No  fairer  flowers  could  Fancy  twine 

To  hide  Anacreon's  snowy  hair ; 
For  there  Almeria's  bloom  divine, 

And  Elliot's  sweetest  blush  was  there. 

When  she,  the  pride  of  courts,  retires, 
And  leaves  for  shades  t  nation's  love. 

With  awe  the  village  maid  admires. 

How  Waldegrave  looks,     how    Waldegrave 
moves. 

Somarvell'd  much  in  Enon's  shade 
The  flowers  that  all  uncultur'd  grew. 

When  there  the  splendid  Rose  display'd 
Her  swelling  breast  and  diining  hue. 

Yet  one,  tltat  oft  adom'd  the  place 
Where  now  her  gaudy  rival  reign'd. 

Of  simpler  bfoom,  but  kindred  race, 
The  pensive  Eglantine  complained.—  - 

"  Mistaken  youlh,"  with  sighs  she  said, 
**  From  Nature  and  frouj  me  to  stray ! 

The  bard,  by  splendid  forms  betray' d. 
No  more  shall  firwne  the  puier  lay. 

"  Luxuriant,  like  the  flaunting  Rose, 
And  gay  the  brilliant  strains  maj  be. 

But  far,  in  beauty,  far  from  those, 
That  flow'd  10  Nature  and  to  me." 

The  poet  felt,  with  fend  surprise^ 

The  truths  the  sylvan  critic  told ; 
And,  *•  Though  this  courtly  Rose,"  he  cries, 

'*  Is  gay,  is  beauteous  to  behold ; 

«' Yet,  lovely  flower,  I  fii^  in  thee 
Wild  sweetness  which  uf^  words  cypress,   . 

And  charms  in  thy  simplicity. 
That  dwell  not  in  the  pride  of  dress." 


FABLE  V. 
THE  riOLET  AND  TBE  PANSY. 

Shipoero,  if  near  thy  artless  breast 

The  god  of  fond  desires  repair; 
Implore  him  for  a  gentle  guest. 

Implore  him  with  Amv^aried  prayer. 

Should  beauty's  soul-enchanting  smile, 

Love-kindUog  looks,  and  features  gay. 
Should  these  thy  wandering  eye  beguile, 

And  steal  thy  wareless  heart  away ; 
That  heart  shall  soon  with  sorrow  swell. 

And  soon  the  erring  eye  deplore. 
If  in  the  beauteous  bosom  dwell 

No  gentle  virtue's  genial  store. 

Far  from  his  hive  one  summer-day, 
A  young  and  yet  unpractis'd  bee. 

Borne  on  his  tender  wings  away, 
Went  forth  the  flowery  world  to  see. 
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TbenKMHf  tbe  noooia  play  be  pan'd, 
Bat  wbea  tbe  shades  of  evening  came, 

No  parent  brougbt  the  doe  rrpast, 
Aiad  faintaess  seized  bis  Kttk  frame. 

By  nature  urg'd^  by  instinct  led, 
Tbe  bosom  of  a  flower  be  sought, 

Where  streams  moun'd  round  a  mossy  bed. 
And  violets  all  tbe  bank  enwrought. 

Of  kindred  race,  but  brighter  dies. 
On  that  fkir  bank  a  Pansy  grew. 

That  borrowed  from  indulgent  skiea 
A  velvet  shade  and  purple  hue. 

The  tints  that  stream'd  with  i^ossy  gold. 
The  velvet  shade,  the  purple  hue. 

The  stranger  wonder'd  to  behold. 
And  to  its  bounteous  bosom  flew. 

Not  fonder  haste  the  lover  speeds. 
At  evening's  fait,  hn  fair  to  meet ; 

When  o'er  tbe  hardly-bending  meads 
He  springs  on  more  than  mortal  feet. 

Nor  glows  his  eyes  with  brighter  glee. 
When  stealing  near  her  orient  breast. 

Than  felt  the  fond  enamour'd  bee. 
When  first  the  golden  bloom  he  prest. 

Ah !  pity  much  bis  youth  untryM, 
His  heart  in  beauty's  magic  spell  1 

So  never  passion  thee  betide. 

But  where  the  genial  virtues  dwell. 

In  vain  he  seeks  those  virtttes  there; 

No  soul-sustaining  charms  abound : 
No  boney'd  sweetness  to  repair 

The  languid  waste  of  life  is  found. 

An  aged  bee,  whose  labours  led 

Thro*  those  foir  springs,  apd  meads  of  gold,. 
His  feeble  wing^  his  drooping  head 

Beheld,  ^nd  pitied  to  behold. 

"  Fly,  food  adventurer,  fly.  the  ait 
That  courts  thine  eye  with  fair  attire ; 

Who  smiles  to  win  the  heedless  heart. 
Will  smile  to  see  that  heart  expire. 

* '  This  modest  flower  of  humbler  hue, 
That  boasts  no  depth  of  glowiag  dyes, 

Array'd  in  uabespangled  blue. 
The  simple  cbthingof  the  skies — 

«*  This  flower,  with  balmy  sweetness  blest. 
May  yet  thy  languid  Kfe  renew  z** 

lie  said,  and  to  the  Violet's  brenst 
The  little  vagrant  fsintly  flew. 


FABLK  Vr. 

THE    QUEEN   OF    THE   MEADOW 
AND  THE  CROWN  IMPERIAL. 

From  Bactria's  vales,  where  beauty  blows 

Luxuriant  in  the  genial  ray ; 
'Where  flowers  a  bolder  gem* disclose. 


In  all  the  pomp  of  eitleni  state; 

In  all  tbe  eastera  glory  gay. 
He  bade,  With  native  pride  elate. 

Each  flower  of  bmnbler  birth  obey.- 

O,  that  the  child  tinbom  might  bar. 
Nor  bold  it  strange  in  distant  time. 

That  freedom  e'en  to  flowers  was  dear, 
To  flowers  that  bloom'd  in  Bntain's 


Through  purple  meads,  and  spicy  gales* 
Wb«re  StrymonV  silver  waters  play. 

While  for  from  hence  their  goddess  dwelb. 
She  rules  with  delegated  sway. 

That  sway  the  Cinown  Imperial  sought. 

With  high  demand  and  haughty  mien: 
But  equal  claim  a  rival  brought, 

A  rival  call'd  the  Meadow's  Queen. 
'*  In  climes  of  orient  glory  bom. 

Where  beauUr  fint  and  empire  grew; 
Where  first  unfolds  tbe  gold^  mon^ 

Where  richer  foils  the  fragrant  dew : 

<<  In  light's  ethereal  beauty  drest. 
Behold,"  be  cried,  <<  the  fovour'd  flower. 

Which  Flora's  high  commands  invest 
With  ensigns  <^  imperial  power  I 

«  Where  prostrate  vales,  and  blnshmgmeada^ 
And  bending  mountains  owik  his  sway. 

While  Persia's  lord  his  empire  leads,   ' 
And  bids  tbe  trembling  worid  obey ; 

'*  While  blood  bedews  the  straining  bow. 

And  conquest  rends  the  scattered  air, 
'Tis  mine  to  bind  tbe  victor's  brow. 

And  reign  in  envy'd  glory  there. 
"  Then  lowly  bow,  ye  BritiA  flowera  f 

Confiess  your  monarch's  mighty  sway. 
And  own  tbe  only  glory  yours. 

When  fear  flies  trembling  to  obe)r.>* 

He  said,  and  sudden  o'er  the  plain. 

From  flower  to  flower  a  murmur  ran. 
With  modest  air,  and  milder  strain. 

When  thus  the  Meadow's  Queen  begaa  - 
**  If  vain  of  birth,  of  glory  vain. 

Or  fond  to -bear  a  regal  name, 
The  pride  of  folly  brings  disdain. 

And  bids  me  urge  a  tyrantl  claim : 

**  If  war  ttiy  peaceful  realms  assail. 
And  then,  unmov'd  by  pity's  csjf, 

I  smile  u>*9ee  the  bleeding  vale. 
Or  feel  one  joy  in  Nature's  foil, 

'<  Then  may  each  justly  vengefol  flower 

Pursue  her  queen  with  geu'rous  strife. 
Nor  leave  tbe  band  of  lawlos  po#er 

Such  compass  on  the  scale  of  life. 
«  One  simple  firtue  all  my  pride ! 

The  wish  that  flies'to  VM^vfs  aid  ; 
The  bahn  that  stops  the  crimson  tide*. 

And  heab  the  wounds  that  war  has  made.» 
Their  firee  consent  by  zephyrs  borne. 
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fABLE  VII. 
tBE  FFALL'FLOfFER. 

*'Wby  loves  my  flower,  th«  sweetest  flower 
That  swells  the  golden  breast  of  May, 

Thrown  rudely  o*er  this  ruined  tower. 
To  waste  her  solitary  day  ? 

"  IVhy,  when  the  mead,  the  spicy  vale, 
The  grove  and  genial  garden  call. 

Will  she  her  fragrant  soul  exhale. 
Unheeded  on  the  lonely  wall  ? 

**  For  never  sure  was  beaaty  bom 
7o  live  in  death*s  deserted  shade  ! 

Come,  lovely  flower,  *my  banks  adorn. 
My  banks  for  life  and  beauty  made.*^ 

Thus  Pity  wak'd  the  tender  thought, 

And  by  her  sweet  )>erBuasion  led. 
To  seize  the  hermit-flower  I  sought, 

And  bear  her  from  her  stony  bed. 

I  sought — but  sudden  on  mine  ear 
A  voice  in  hollow  murmurs  broke> 

And  smote  my  heart  with  holy  fear— 
The  Genius  of  the  Ruin  spoke. 

"  From  thee  be  fiir  th'  ungentle  deed. 

The  honours  of  the  dead  to  spoil. 
Or  Uke  the  sole  remaining  meed, 

The  flower  that  crowns  their  former  toil ! 
•<  Nor  deem  that  flower  the  garden's  foe. 

Or  fond  to  grace  this  barren  shade ; 
'  ris  Nature  tells  her  to  bestow 

Her  honours  on  the  lonely  dead* 

**  For  this,  obedient  zephjrrs  bear 

Herlightseeds  round  yon  turret's  mould. 

And  undispers'd  by  tempests  there. 
They  rise  in  vegetable  gold. 

"  Nor  shall  thy  wonder  wake  to  see 

Such  desert  scenes  distinction  crave  ; 
•ft  have  they  been,  and  oft  shall  be 

Truth's,  Honour's,  Valour's,  Beauty's  grave. 
"  Where  longs  to  fkll  that  rifted  spire, 

As  weary  i  tb'  insulting  air; 
The  poefs  thought,  the  warrior's  fire. 

The  lover's  sighs  are  sleeping  there. 

*'  When  that  too  shakes  the  trembling  ground, 
Borne  down  by  some  tempestuous  sky. 

And  many  a  slombering  cottage  round 
Startles— how  still  their  hearts  will  lie  1 

*'  Of  them  who,  wrapt  in  earth  so  cold. 
No  more  the  smiling  day  shall  view. 

Should  nmny  a  tender  tale  be  told  ; 
For  many  a  tender  thought  is  due. 

**  Hast  thou  not  seen  some  lover  pale. 
When  evening  brought  the  pensive  hour. 

Step  slowly  o'er  the  shadowy  vale. 
And  stop  to  pluck  the  frequent  flower  ? 

''  Those  flowers  he  surely  meant  to  strew 

On  lost  affection's  lowly  cell ; 
Tho*  there,  as  fond  remembrance  grew. 

Forgotten,  from  his  hand  they  fell. 

V  Has  not  for  thee  the  fragrant  thorn 
Been  taught  hec  first  rose  to  resign  ? 

With  vain  but  pious  fondness  borne 
To  deck  thy  Nancy's  boooui-'d  shrine  !    . 


«  Tis  Nature  pleadbg  hi  the  breast. 
Fair  memory  of  her  works  to  find  f 

And  when  to  fete  she  yields  the  rest, 
She  claims  the  monumental  mind. 

«  Why,  else,  the  o'ergrown  paths  of  time 
Would  thus  the  letter'd  sage  explore,^ 

With  pain  these  crumbling  ruins  climb, ' 
And  on  the  doubtful  sculpture  pore  ? 

"  Why  seeks  he  with  unwearied  toil 
Through  death's  dim  walks  to.  urge  hit  way, 

Reclaim  his  long«asseried  spoil, 
And*  lead  oblivion  into  day  ? 

"  *Tis  Nature  prompts,  by  toil  or  fear 
Unmov'd,  to  range  through  death's  domain  i 

The  tender  parent  loves  to  hear 
Her  children's  story  told  again. 

<*  Treat  not  with  scorn  his  thoughtful  houn;, 
If  haply  near  these  haunts  h:  stray; 

Nor  take  the  fair  enlivening  flowers 
That  bloom  to  cheer  his  lonely  way." 


FABLE  Vni. 
THE  TULIP  AND  THE  MYRTLE. 

*Tw  AS  on  the  border  of  a  stream 

A  gaily-painted  Tulip  stood, 
And,  gilded  by  the  morning  beam, 

Survey'd  her  beauties  in  the  flood. 

And  sure,  more  lovely  to  behold, 
Might  nothing  meet  the  wistful  eye. 

Than  crimson  fading  into  gold, 
In  streaks  of  fairest  symmetry. 

The  beauteous  flower,  with  pride  elate. 
Ah  me !  that  pride  with  beauty  dwells  ! 

Vainly  aflects  superior  state, 
And  thus  in  empty  fiincy  swells : 

"  O  lustre  of  unrivall'd  bloom ! 

Fair  painting  of  a  hand  divine  ! 
Superior  far  to  mortal  doom, 

The  hues  of  Heav'n  alone  are  mine ! 

"  Away,  ye  worthless,  formless  race ! 

Ye  weeds,  that  boast  the  name  of  flowers  ? 
No  more  my  native  bed  disgrace, 

Unmeet  for  tribes  so  mean  as  yours ! 

'*  Shall  the  bright  daughter  of  the  Sun 
Associate  with  the  shrubs  of  Earth  } 

Ye  slaves,  your  sovereign's  presence  shun ! 
Respect  her  beauties  and  her  birth. 

**  And  thou,  dull,  sullen  ever-green ! ' 
Shalt  thou  my  shining  sphere  invade  ? 

My  noon-day  beauties  beam  unseen, 
Obscur'd  beneath  thy  dusky  shade  1" 

«  Deluded  flower !"  the  Myrtle  cries. 
Shall  we  thy  moment's  bloom  adore  ? 

The  naean'st  shrub  that  you  despise. 
The  meanest  flower  has  merit  more. 

"  That  daisy,  in  its  simple  bloom. 
Shall  last  along  the  changing  year; 

Blush  on  the  snow  of  Winter's  gloom, 
■And  bid  the  smiling  Spring  appear. 
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«<  Th€  Tiolet,  Ibat,  those  kvHu  hme^ih. 
Hides  frooB  thy  iconi  iU  iQod^  iMsd* 

Shall  fill  the  air  wiih  fragrant  teeatb. 
When  tboii  an  in  Ihy  4^47  ba4- 

«*  Ffo  I,  who  bo^at  pa  golden  fha4e» 
Am  of  no  shining  tinM  possessed. 

When  \cm  thy  Incid  ibrm  is  Ut^, 
Shall  hloom  oo  ma^y  a  lovely  hrefflit. 

*<  And  he,  whose  kind  and  f^^ering  qsre 
To  thee,  to  mn,  our  heiugs  g»f  e. 

Shall  near  his  breast  my  flowr«ti  wear. 
And  walk  regardless  o'er  thy  grave. 

**  Deluded  flower,  the  friendly  screen 
•    That  bides  thee  from  the  noop-tide  ray. 
And  mocks  thy  passbn  to  be  seen. 
Prolongs  thy  transitory  day. 

<*  Bat  kindly  deeds  with  scorn  repaid^ . 

No  more  by  virtue  need  be  done : 
I  now  withdraw  my  duskv  shade. 

And  yield  thee  to  thy  dariing  Sun." 

Fierce  on  the  flower  the  scorching  beam 

With  all  its  weight  of  glory  fell ; 
The  flower  exulting  caught  the  gleam. 

And  lent  its  leaves  a  bokler  swelL 
Escpanded  by  the  searching  fire, 

The  curling  leaves  the  breast  dTsotoe'd ; 
The  mantling  bloom  was  painted  higher. 

And  every  latent  charm  expos'd* 

But  when  the  Sun  was  slidii^  low 
And  ev'nii^  came,  with  dews  so  cold; 

The  wanton  beauty  ceas'd  to  blow. 
And  sought  her  b^ing  leaves  to  ibidk 

Those  leaves,  alas  }  no  more  would  dote ; 

Relax'd,  exhausted  9  sickening,  pale, 
They  left  her  to  a  parent's  woes. 

And  ifed  before  the  rising  gale. 


FA^LE  IX. 
THE  ^EE  FLOWER '. 

Come,  let  ns  leave  this  painted  plain ; 

This  waste  of  flowers  that  palls  the  eye  : 
The  walks  of  Natui^s  wilder  reign 

Shall  please  in  plainer  mfgesty. 
Through  those  fcir  scenes,  where  yet  she  owes 

Superior  charms  to  Brockmao's  nrt. 
Where,  crown'd  wUh  elegapt  repose. 

He  .cherishes  the  social  heart— 

«■  This  is  r}  ^ecies  of  the  orchis,  which  is  foynd 
in  the  barren  and  mountainous  Darts  of  Lincoln- 


Throogh  those  Dur  seenes  we*ll  winder  wild. 
And  00  yon  p^ftor^d  mountains  reA  ; 

Come,  brother  dear !  come.  Nature*!  di3d ! 
With  aU  hmr  wmpk  viiteet  btot 

The  Son  fisr-seen  op  distant  towers. 
And  ckrading  groves  and  peopled  teas. 

And  rums  pale  of  princdy  bowers 
On  Beai)hh'roagh*a  aiiy  heights  shaU 

Nor  lifeless  there  the  kmely  scene; 

The  little  labonrer  of  the  hive, 
From  flower  to  flower,  from  green  to  grecOy 

Murmurs  and  makes  the  wiild  alivew 
S^,  on  that  flowret^  vdvet  breast 

How  close  the  busy  vagrant  lies ! 
His  thin-wrought  plume,  his  downy  breaiC^ 

Th*  ambrosial  gold  that  swelk  his  thighs ! 

Regardless,  while  we  wander  near. 
Thrifty  of  time,  his  task  he  pfies  ; 

Or  sees  he  no  intruder  near  ? 
And  rest  in  sipap  his  weary  eyes? 

Perhaps  his  fragrant  load  may  bind 

His  limbs ; — weHI  set  the  captive  free — 
I  sought  the  living  Bee  to  bind. 

And  Ibui^  the  picuure  of  a  Bee. 
Attentive  to  our  trifling  selves, 

From  thence  we  plan  the  rule  of  all ; 
Thus  Nature  with  the  fabled  elves 

We  rank,  and  tb^ae  her  sports  we  ealL 

Be  fkr,  my  friend,  from  yon,  from  me, 
Th'  uuhallowM  term,  the  thought  pntmt. 

That  life's  m^jestic^oorcamay  be 
In  idle  frmcy's  trifling  vein. 

Remember  still,  'tis  Nature^  plan 

Religioo  in  your  love  to  find  ; 
And  know,  for  this,  she  first  in  mna 

lospir'd  the  imitative  mind. 

As  conscioos  ttiat  afiectien  grows, 
Pleas'd  with  the  pencil's  mimic  poiwi  * 

That  power  with  leading  hand  she  sbowa, 
And  paints  a  Bee  upon  a  flower.  ' 


Mark,  how  that  rooted  mandrakes 
His  human  feet,  his  human  hands  I 

Oft,  as  his  shapely  form  he  rcars^ 
Aghast  the  fri|^ted  pkMighmap  aUynds. 

See  where,  in  yonder  onent  stone, 

She^  seems  e'en  with  herself  at  Mrife, 
While  fairer  finom  her  hand  is  shown 

The  pictttr*d,  than  thenativ)i  life. 
Helvetia's  rocks,  Sabrina's  waves. 

Still  many  a  diining  pebble  bear. 
Where  oft  her  studious  hand  engraves 

The  perfect  form,  and  leaves  it  there. 
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FABLE  X. 


THE  WILDING  JND   THE  BROOM. 

In  yonder  green  wood  Wows  the  broom  j 

Shepherds  we'll  tnut  our  flocks  to  stray. 
Court  Nature  in  her  sweetest  bloom. 

And  steal  from  care  one  sommer-day. 
Prom  him '  whose  gay  and  graceful  brow 

Fair-handed  Hume  with  roses  bind9. 
We'll  learn  to  breathe  the  lender  vow. 

Where  slow  the  friry  Fortha  winds. 
And  oh!   that  he*  whose  gentle  breast 

In  Natnre>k  softest  mould  was  made, 
Who  left  her  smiling  works  imprest 

In  characters  that  cannotfade ; 

That  he  might  leave  his  lowly  shrine, 
Tbo'  softer  tiieretftie  seasons  fiill-* 

They  come,  the  sons  of  verse  divine, 
Tlicy  come  to  Fancy's  magic  call. 

■  "'What  airy  sounds  invite 

My  steps  not  unreluctant,  from  the  depth 

Of  Sbene's  delightful  groves  ?  Reposing  there 

No  more  I  hear  the  busy  voice  of  men 

Far-toiling  o'er  the  globe— ^ave  to  the  call 

Of  sool-ezaltlng  poetry,  the  ear 

Of  death  denies  attention.    Rous'd  by  her. 

The  geoius  of  sepulchral  silence  opes 

His  drowsy  cells,  and  yields  us  to  the  day. 

For  thee,  whose  hand,    whatever   paints  Jiie 

Spring, 
Or  swdlson  Summer's  breast,  or  loads  the  lap 
Of  Autumn,  gathers  heedful— Thee  whose  rites 
At  Nature's  shrine  with  holy  cafe  are  paid 
Dtily  and  ni^tly,  boqgbs  of  brightest  green. 
And  every  furest  rose,  the  god  of  groves. 
The  queen  of  flowers,  shall  sweeter  save  for  thee. 
Yet  not  if  beauty  only  claim  thy  lay, 
Ttaoefully  triflmg.  Fair  philosophy. 
And  Nature's  love,  and  every  mortal  charm 
That  leads  )n  sweet  captivity  the  mind 
To  Tirtue-— everin  thy  nearest  cares 
Be  these,  and  anhnate  thy  living  page 

S^'l^^J*'^®'*'  ^*™»n8  from  the  source 
Of  periect  Kght  immortal— *Vamly  boasts 
TTiat  golden  Broom  its  sunny  robe  of  flowers: 
Fair  m  the  sunny  flowers ;  but,  fading  soon 
And  fruitless,  yield  the  forester's  regard 
To  the  wdl-loadedwUdlng— Shepherd,  there 
Behold  the  fete  of  song,  and  lighUy  deem 
Of  all  bat  moral  beauty." 

>"  Not  in  vain"— . 


I  hear  my  Hamilton  reply. 

(The  tofch  of  fency  in  his  eye) 

•'  Tis  not  in  vain,"  1  hear  him  say, 

''  That  Nature  painU  her  works  so  gay; 

For,  fruitless  though  thatfeiry  broom. 

Yet  still  we  kive  her  lavish  Uoom. 


Whatever  charms  the  ear  or  eye, 
All  beauty  and  all  harmony ; 
If  sweet  sensations  these  produce, 
I  know  they  have  their  moral  use  ; 
f  know  that  Nature's  charms  can  move 
The  springs  that  strike  to  virtue's  love." 


FABLE  XT. 
TffE  MISIETOE  AND  THE  PASSION^ 

^LOfVER. 
In  this  dim  cave  a  druid  sleeps. 

Where  stops  the  passing  gale  to  moan : 
The  rock  he  hollow'd  o'er  him  weeps, 

Apd  cold  drops  wear  the  flatted  stone. 
In  this  dim  cave,  of  diffrent  creed, 

Ap  hermit's  holy  ashes  rest : 
The  school-boy  finds  the  ftequent  bead. 

Which  many  a  formal  matin  blest 
That  truant-time  full  well  I  know. 

When  here  I  brought,  in  stolen  hour. 
The  druid's  magic  misletoe. 

The  holy  hermit's  passion-flower. 
The  offerings  on  the  mystic  stone 

Pensive  I  laid,  in  thought  profound. 
When  from  the  cave  a  deep'ning  groan 

Issued,  and  froze  me  to  the  ground. 
I  hear  it  still— dost  thou  not  hear  ? 

Does  not  thy  haunted  fancy  start  ? 
The  sound  still  vibrates  through  mine  ear, 

The  horrour  rushes  on  my  heart. 
Unlike  to  living  sounds  it  came, 

Unmiz'd,  unmelodis'd  with  breath; 
But,  grinding  through  some  scrannel  frame, 

Creak'd  from  the  bony  longs  of  death. 
I  hear  it  still—"  Depart,"  it  cries; 

"  No  tribute  bear  to  shades  noblest : 
Know,  here  a  bloody  druid  lies. 

Who  was  not  nurs'd  at  Nature's  broast 
"  Associate  he  with  demons  dire. 

O'er  human  victims  held  the  knife,     ' 
And  pleas'd  to  see  the  babe  expire, 

SmiI'd  grimly  o'er  its  quiv'ring  life. 
"Behold  his  crimson-streaming  hand 

Erect  I— his  dark,  fix'd,  murd'rous  eye !" 
Iif  the  dim  cave  1  saw  him  stand ; 

And  my  heart  died— I  felt  it  die. 
I  see  him  still — Dost  thou  not  see 

The  haggard  eye-ball's  hallow  glare} 
And  gleams  of  wild  ferocity 

Dart  through  the  sable  shade  of  hair) 
What  meagre  form  behind  him  moves 

With  eye  that  rues  th'  mvading  dstt . 
And  wrinkled  aspect  wan,  that  proves  ' 
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«(  Go,  teach  th^  4>Mi  •CmioUf  haui^ 
Whose  cell*8  the  s^frnkohie  of  tiat; 

though  many  ^  My  hjmn.  he  oktadM, 
His  life  is  OM  ooiilion'(icsim«. 

"  And  bear  theip  hepce^  the  plant,  the  flover 
No  symbols  those  of  systems  vain  I 

They  have  the  duties  of  their  hour ; 
Some  bird,  some  insect  ta  sustain.** 


THE  COUNTRY  JUSTICE. 

BY  OMB.Qf  ^^»  ^^^t^T^^%  JLUSTICFS  op  THf    f»AC« 
FO^  T^IJ  COUNTY  9f  aoMCi^eT. 

f  ART  TUB  91B&T. 

TO  mm4m  bvrn,  ll.  d. 

Old  OF  HIS  MdiJBflTV'S  JOmOCS   Of  »BE  PSAtK  FOR 
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DIAB  SIBy 
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ABAB  SIB, 

^wrtwly  i^^cVipPRt^  brotjiec 
aidl  inthM  humbto  Mnraotv 

TOM  AUTHOR. 
SomersQtsluve, 
April  15,  1774. 

THS  COflNT^r  JUSTICE. 
INTRODUCTION. 
Ik  Richard^ daya,  whoa  lost  his  pasturM  phin. 
The  wand'riDg-  Wtioq   ^(mgbt  tha  wH4  im^s 
With  e^6at4i«€Ngi^  behiel^  theftq«lql  hofd,£«^n. 
Poor  life -let  vasa^M  <^^  Non^aii  l.ovd  ; 
And,  what  no  Urv^  pan  ewr  lo»^  pos^^s^'4 
Himself— for  Freedom  bound  him  to  her  breast 
Lov'sttiioutbat  ^'r^edom  ?  By  her  holy  shrine. 
If  yet  one  drop  of  British  Wood  be  thine. 
See,  I  oopjur^  the^,  in  thje  desert  shade, 
His  bow  unstrung,  hu  little  household  hid. 
Some  brat*  foi^ff^r^  «k»l»  hie  Mda  Ibty 
share. 


Despising  still,  their  fradiom  ioals  uidxdGe, 
AliV«  the  Q>Uic  and  tiguriAn  yoke. 

Yet  while  the  patriof*  gen'rons  rag*  we  J 
Still  civil  ial«ty  oalls  v^  Wick  t»  o^m ; — 
To  Britaia  lost  in  ei^  Hewy's  d«y. 
Her  woods  her  mouat^ia^  Mi«  wild  totm  of  P«>7 ' 
Fair  Peace  ftom  ^li  1^^  bouvteous  ralliaB^, 
And  Law  beneath  the  barbed  arrow  bled. 

In  happier  days,  with  mere  auspicious  fiste. 
The  far.fmm'd  Edward  healM  his  wounded  state ; 
Dread  of  his  foes,  but  to  his  subjects  dear. 
These  leam'd  to  love,  as  those  are  taught  to  fear, 
Hieir  lanrelPd  prince  with  British  pride  obey. 
His  glory  shone  their  dtsoootent  away. 

With  care  the  teadar  tawpr  of  lave  to  lave, 
And  plant  theoHre  oa  DiMnkr's  grave. 
For  ciril  storms  fresh  barricfB  to  pioride. 
He  caught  the  ^v'rU^  ^Im  AOd  faltii^  tide. 

THE  APfOnniStMT,  AND  FTS  PfZBPOBeS. 

The  social  laws  from  insult  to  protect ; 
To  cherish  peace,  to  cultivate  respect ; 
The  riqh  from  wanton  cruelty  restrain. 
To  smooth  the  bed  of  penury  and  pi|iD  ; 
The  hf^^less  yagraot  to  his  reft  restore. 
The  maze  of  fraud,  the  haunts  of  theft  explore  | 
The  thoQgfatl^  maiden^  when  snbdn'd  by  art. 
Tb  aid,  and  bring  her  roirerto  h^  be^^  g 
Wild  riot's  voice  with  dignity  to  qj^\^ 
Forbid  un|>eacefi^l  passioof  to  l%be|. 
Wrest  from  revenge  the  meditated  harm. 
For  this  fair  Justice  rais'dber  8acipe4  ami 
Fur  this  the  rural  magiitrate,  of  yore. 
Thy  honours,  Edward,  to  hie  qnapvioo  Von* 

AUCIBIIT  JUffKB'S  &AUk 

Oft,  ^here  old  Air  in  coq^qvmni  ^ory  ail^ 
On  silver  waves  that  ^w  thro*  siquliag  vales, 
InHarewood*sgrQv«%wheroloQg  mflfrnj^^wm 

laid. 
Unseen  beneath  thenr  aucifiu^  ^oi^  q^  ilnd^ 
With  many  a  groi^  of  vit^u«  cQifxsu»cnma^i» 
In  Gothic  guise  swX^  nuiosiou  h«v9 1  Ioqb4. 

Nor  lightly  deem,  y«  ape^^of  OM^eiik  laoi^ 
Ye  cits  that  sore  hedizem  N?itww'^  fNcew 
Of  the  more  ipaoly  sticucturea  hew  y  a  view ; 
They  rose  for  gceatnes&that  ye  vtsv^a  kotm  I 
Ye  reptile  cit^  that  oft  Y^ve  mtfx'd  n^  % 
With  Venus,  aod  the  Qraieea  oa  yqnr  | 
Let  Plutus,  grawlingjd^cr  hU  iU'ipot  i 
Let  Mercury,the  thnriag  god  of  ^jU«lU^ 
The  shopman,  Janus,  with  his  double  IooIb, 
Riseon  your  moonts>  foA  perch  opoa  yosrboob  [ 
But,  spare  my  Venus,  ^paro  eo€ "    " 
Ye  cits,  that  sore  bediaim  Natnte^ 

Ye  royal  avohtteots,  whose  aatic  t 
Would    lay  the  realms  of  Sesse  nd  MMmt 
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Hen  shall  ye  sijcb  to  see,  with  rust  o'^rgrowa. 
The  iron  griffin  and  the  ^hyox  of  stooe ; 
And  mourn,  negiected  ia  tlieir  waste  abodes.  ~ 
Fire-breathlog  drskes,  and  watar-spouting  gods. 

Long  have  these  migbty  monsters  known  dis- 
grace) 
Tet  still  some  trophies  hold  their  ancient  place  ; 
Where,  round  the  hall,  the  oak's  high  surbase 

rears 
The  fidd^ay  triumphs  of  two  hundred  years. 

Th'  enormous  antlers  here  recall  the  day 
That  saw  the  forest-monarch  forc'd  away ; 
Who,  many  a  iood,  and  many  a  mountain  past. 
Nor  finding  those,  nor  decaning  these  the  last, 
0*er  floods,  o*ar  mountains  yet  prepared  to  fly. 
Long  ere  the  death-drop  flU'd  his  ^I'm?  eye  ! 

Hera,  fem'd  for  cuoaing,  and  in  crimes  grown 
old, 
Hangs  his  grey  brush,  the  felon  of  the  fold. 
Oft,  as  the  rent  feast  swells  the  midnight  cheer. 
The  maudling  lArmer  kens  him  o'er  his  beer, 
And  tells  his  old,  traditionary  tale, 
Tho*  knowa  to  every  tenant  of  the  vale. 

Here,  where,  of  old,  the  festal  ox  has  fed. 
Marked  with  bis  weight,  the  mighty  horns  are 

spread: 
S  )me  OK,  O  Marshall,  for  a  boaid  like  thine, 
Where  the  vnat  master  with  the  vast  sirloin 
Vied  iii  round  magaitode — Respect  I  bear 
To  thee,  tho'  oil  the  ruin  of  the  chair. 

These,  and  8«ich  antique  tokens,  that  record 
The  manly  spirit,  and  the  bounteous  board, 
Me  more  delight  tbaa  all  the  gew-gaw  train. 
The  whims  and  zigzag  of  a  modern  brain. 
More  than  all  Asia's  marmosets  to  view 
Grin,  frisk,  and  water,  in  the  walks  of  Kew, 

cBAaACTza  or  A  covsttrt  justice. 

Thro'  these  fsir  vaHies,  stranger,  bast  thou 
stray'd, 
By  any  ^haoct  to  Tisit  Harewood's  shade. 
And  seen  with  honest,  antiquated  air. 
In  the  plain  hall  the  magistratial  chair  i 
There  Herbert  sate-^the  k)ve  of  human  kind. 
Pure  light  of  truth,  and  temperance  of  mind. 
In  the  free  eye  the  featur'd  soul  display'd. 
Honour*!   strong  beam,  and  Mercy's   melting 


Jostioe,  that,  In  the  rigid  paths  of  law, 
Woald  still  some  drops  from  Pity'v  fountain  draw, 
Bend  o'er  her  urn  with  many  a  gen'rons  fear, 
Erw  his  firm  seal  should  force  one  orphan's  tear ; 
Pair  Equity,  and  Reason,  seomiog  art, 
And  all  the  sober  Tirtnes  of  the  heart-— 
Thewsate  with  Herbert,  these  shall  best  aTail, 
Where  statutes  order,  or  where  statutes  foil. 

OlMiaAL  MOTITZS  fOR  LENITY* 

Be  this,  ye  rural  Magistrates,  your  plan  t 
Firm  be  your  justice,  but  be  friends  to  man.     > 

He  whom  the  mighty  master  of  thh  ball. 
We  fondly  deem>  or  farcically  call. 
To  own  the  patriarch's  troth  however  loth, 
HoUs  hut  a  mansion  erutk*d  before  the  »}oth. 

Frail  ia  his  geaias,  in  his  heart,  too,  firail, 
.  Boca  but  to  err,  Mkd  erring  to  bewail  j 
Shalt  thou  his  foults  with  eye  severe  explore^ 
iUid  give  to  life  one  human  weakness  mons  ? 


I      Still  mark  if  vice  or  nature  prompts  tHb  deed  ; 
Still  mark  the  strong  temptation  and  the  ueod : 
On  pressing  want,  on  famine's  powerful  call. 
At  least  more  lenient  let  thy  justice  fall. 

APOLOGY   FOa  VAGRANTS. 

For  him,  who,  lost  to  ev'ry  hope  of  life^ 
Has  long  with  fortune  held  unequal  strife. 
Known  to  no  human  love,  no  human  care. 
The  friendless,  homeless  object  of  despair ; 
For  the  poor  vagrant,  feel,  while  he  complains. 
Nor  from  sad  freedom 'scnd  to  sadder  chains. 
Alike,  if  folly  or  misfortune  brought 
Those  last  of  woes  his  evil  days  have  wrought; 
Believe  with  social  mercy  and  with  me, 
Folly's  misfortune  in  the  first  degree. 

Perhaps  on  some  inhospitable  shore 
The  houseless  wretch  a  widow'd  parent  bore. 
Who,  then,  no  more  by  golden  prospects  led. 
Of  the  poor  Indian  begg'd  a  leafy  bed. 
Cold  on  Canadian  hills,  or  Minden's  plain. 
Perhaps  that  parent  mourn'd  her  soldier  slain  ; 
Bent  o'er  her  babe,  her  eye  dissolv'd  in  dew. 
The  big  drops  mingling  with  the  milk  he  drew. 
Gave  the  sad  presage  of  his  future  years, 
The  child  of  misery,  baptiz'd  in  tears  ! 

APOSTaOPHB  TO  SDWARD  THE  TQia?* 

O  Edward,  here  thy  foirest  laurels  fode ! 
Aad  thy  long  gkiries  darken  into  shade  ; 

While  yet  the  palms  thy  hardy  veterans  won. 
The  deeds  of  valonr  that  for  thea  were  done, 
WbHe  yet  the  wreaths  for  which  they  bravel  y  bled, 
Fir'd  thy  high  soni,  and  flo'irish'd  on  thy  head. 
Those  veterans  to  their  native  shores  retum'd. 
Like  exiles  waader'd  and  like  exiles  mourn'd  j 
Or,  left  at  large  no  longer  to  bewail. 
Were  vagrants  deem'd  and  destin'd  to  a  jail  I 

Were  there  no  royal,  yet  uncuUor'd  lands. 
No  wastes  that  wMited  suoh  subduing  heads ) 
Were  Cressy's  heroes  such  abandon'd  things  ? 
O  fate  of  war  and  gratitude  of  kings  ! 

T«B  CYFSSr-LirE. 

The  gypsey-race  my  pity  rarely  move  ; 
Yet  their  strong  thirst  of  libeMy  I  fove. 
Not  Wilkes,  our  freedom's  holy  martyr,  more  ^ 
Nor  his  firm  phalanx,  of  the  common  shore. 

For  this  in  Norwood's  patrimonial  groves. 
The  tawny  father  with  his  ofl^pring  roves ; 
When  summersuns  lead  slow  the  sultry  day. 
In  mossy  caves,  where  welling  waters  play, 
Fann'd  by  each  gale  that  cools  the  fervid  ^, 
With  this  in  ra^d  luxury  they  lie. 
Oft  at  the  sun  the  dusky  elfins  strain 
The  sable  eye,  thea,  snugging,  sleep  again  i 
Oft,  as  the  dews  of  cooler  evening  foil. 
For  their  prophetic  mother's  mantle  call. 

Far  other  oares  that  wandering  mother  watt. 
The  mouth,  and  oft  the  minister  of  Fate  ! 
From  her  to  hear,  in  evening's  friendly  shade. 
Of  future  fortune,  flies  the  village-maid, 
Draw^  her  Ions;. hoarded  copper  froi^its  hold; 
And  rusty  halfpence  purchase  hopes  of  gold. 

But,  ah !  ye  maids,  beware  the  gypsey's  lures ! 
She  opens  not  the  womb  of  Time,  but  yours. 
Olt  has  her  bands  the  hapless  Marian  wrung, 
Marian,  whooi  Qwf  inawMtest  ftiainf  has  suqg  f 
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The  parson'K  maid — sore  cause  bad  she  to  rue 
The  gypsey'8  tongue  ;  the  parson's  daughter  too, 
Long  had  that  anxious  daughter  sighed  to  know 
What  Vellara*S8prucy  clerk,  the  va'?ey*s  beau, 
Meant  by  tl»ose  glances,  which  at  church  he  stole, 
Her  father  nodding  to  the  psalms  slow  drawl ; 
Long  had  she  sigh'd,  at  length  a  prophet  i*ame, 
By  many  a  sure  ptediction  known  to  fame, 
To  Marian  known,  and  all  she  told,  fur  true  ; 
She  knew  the  future,  for  the  past  she  knew. 
Where,  in  the  darkling  shed,  the  Moon's  dim 

rays 
BeamM  on  the  ruins  of  a  one-horse  chai>*e, 
Villariasate,  while  faithful  Marian  brought 
The  wayward  prophet  of  the  woe  she  sought. 
Twice  did  her  hands,  the  income  of  the  week. 
Oil  either  side,  the  crooked  sixpence  seek  ; 
Twice  were  those  bauds  withdrawn  from  either 

side. 
To  stop  the  titt*ring  laugh,  the  blush  to  hide. 
The  wayward  prophet  made  no  long  delay, 
Ko  novice  she  in  Fortune's  devious  way  ! 
•*  Ere  yet,  "  she  cried,  "  ten  rolling  months  arc 

o'er, 
Must  ye  be  mothers  ;  mai.ls  at  least  no  more. 
With  you  shall  soon,  O  lady  fair,  prevail 
A  gentle  3routh,  the  flower  of  this  fair  vale. 
To  Marian,  once  of  Colin  Clout  the  icom. 
Shall  bumpkin  oome,  and  bumpkioetf  be  bom  *' 
'  Smote  to  the  heart,  the    maidens  manreird 

sore, 
Tlian  tea  short  months  bad  such  events  in  store ; 
But  holding  firm,  what  village-maids  believe, 
*  *  That  strife  with  fate  is  milking  in  a  sieve  ;" 
To  prove  their  prophet  true,  tho'  to  their  cost, 
Thny  justly  thought  notime  was  to  be  lost 

These  foes  to  youth,  that  seek,  with  dang'roas 
To  aid  the  native  weakness  of  the  heart ;  [art. 
These  miscreants  from  thy  harmless  village  drive, 
As  wasps  felonious  from  the  laboring  hive. 


THE  COUNTRY  JUSTICE. 

PART  IL 

TO  BOBBRT  WILSON  CRACftOPT,  B8Q. 

BoRH  with  a  gentle  heart,  and  bom  to  please 

With  native  goodness,  of  no  fortune  vain. 
The  social  aspect  of  inviting  ease. 

The  kind  opinion,  and  the  sense  humane ; 

To  thee,  my  Cracroft,  whom,  in  early  youth, 
lyith  lenient  band,  and  anxious  love  I  led 

Thro*  paths  where  science  points  to  manly  trath : 
And  glory  gilds  the  manskms  of  the  dead  : 

To  thee  this  oQering  of  maturcr  thought. 
That  since  wild  Fancy  flung  the  Ijrre  aside. 

With  heedful  hand  the  moral  Muse  hath  wrought. 
That. Muse  devotes,   and  bears  with  honest 
pride. 

Yet  not  that  period  of  the  human  year, 
When  Fapicy  reign*d,  shall  we  with  pain  review. 

All  Nature's  seasons  different  aspects  wear. 
And  now  her  flowers,  and  now  her  fruits  are  due: 

Not  that  in  youth  we  rang*d  the  smiling  meads, 
On  FsseiT  shores  the  trembling  angle  play'd. 

Urging  at  Dooo  the  slow  boat  in  the  reeds. 
That  wav'd  th^r  green  uncertainty  of  ^de ; 


Nor  yet  the  days  consum'd  in  Hackthora's  vak, 
That  lonely  on  the  heaih*s  wide  bosom  lies. 

Should  we  with  stem  severity  bewail, 
And  all  the  lighter  hours  of  life  despise. 

For  Nature's  seasons  different  aspects  wear. 

And  now  her  flowers,  and  now  herfruits  are  doc  ; 
Awhile  «he  freed  us  from  the  scourge  of  Care, 

But  told  us  then— for  social  ends  we  grew. 
To  find  some  v'uiue  trac'd  on  life's  short  pairr, 

Some  mark  of  service  paid  to  human  kind. 
Alone  can  cheer  the  wintry  paths  of  age. 

Alone  support  the  far-reflecting  mind. 
Oh  !  often  thought— when  Smith's diaceroing rare 

To  further  days  prolonged  this  filing  fiame  1 
To  die,  was  little — But  what  heart  couW  bear 

To  die,  and  leave  an  undistinguish'd  name 
Blagdon- House, 

Feb.  22,  1775. 

FROTtCTIOH  OF  TRB    VOOR- 

Ybt  \  while  thy  rod  restrains  the  needy  crew. 
Remember  that  thou  art  their  monarch  too. 
King  of  the  beggars! — Lov'st  thou  not  the  name? 
O,  great  from  Ganges  to  the  golden  Tame! 
Far-ruling  sovereign  of  this  begging  ball. 
Low  at  thy  footstool  other  thrones  shall  &1L 
His  alms  to  thee  the  whisker*d  Moor  convey  \ 
And  ^raisia's  sturdy  beggar  own  thy  sway  ; 
Courts,  senates — all  to  Baal  that  bend  the  knee^ 
King  of  Uie  beggars,  these  are  fiefs  to  thee ! 

But  still,  forgot  the  grandeur  of  thy  reign. 
Descend  to  duties  meaner  crowns  disdain; 
That  worst  excrescency  of  power  forego. 
That  pride  o^  kings,  humanity's  first  foe. 

Let  age  no  longer  toil  with  fieeble  strife. 
Worn  by  long  service^o  the  war  of  lifis  ; 
Nor  leave  the  head,  that  time  hath  wbiten'd,bare 
To  the  rude  insults  of  the  searching  air; 
Nor  bid  the  knee,  by  labour  harden'd,  bend, 
O  thou,  the  poor  man's  hope,  the  pour  man*s 
friend! 

If,  when  from  Heav'n  severer  seasons  fall. 
Fled  from  the  frozen  roof,  and  mouldering  wall. 
Each  face  the  picture  of  a  winter-day,    [tray  ;— 
More  strong  than  Teniers'  pencil  could  potu^ 
If  then  to  thee  resort  the  shivering,  train. 
Of  cmel  days,  and  cmel  man  complain. 
Say  to  thy  heart  (remembering  him  wbo  said) 
"  These  people  come  from  far,    and   have  oo 
bread." 

Nor  leave  thy  venal  clerk  empowered  to  hear; 
The  voice  of  want  is  sacred  to  tiy  ear. 
He,  where  no  fees  his  sordid  pen  invite. 
Spurts  with  their  tears,  too  indolent  to  write; 
Like  the  fed  monkey  in  the  fable,  vaiu 
To  hear  more  helpless  animals  complain. 

But  chief  thy  notice  shall  one  monster  claim, 
A  monster  fornish'd  with  a  human  frame, 

<  Refers  to  the  conclusion  of  the  first  part 
'  The  Mahometan  princes  seem  to  ha\e  a  re* 
gular  system  of  begging.     Niching  so  common 
as  to  hear  that  the  dey  of  Algiers,  &c.  &c.  are 
di:isatisfied  with  their    presents.       It  must   he 
owned,  it  would  he  for  tlie  welfare  of  the  world, 
if  princes  in  general  would  adhere  to  the  msada. 
that  **  it  is  better  to  \w^  than  to  steal." 
3  —  Tu  poscis  vilia  rerum, 
Quamvis  fcrs  te  nullius  egentem. 
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llie  pamh-officer  1— tho'  rent  disdain 
Terms  that  deform  the  splendour  of  the  strain; . 
It  stoops  to  hid  thee  bend  the  brow  severe 
On  the  sly,  pilfering,  croel  overseer  5 
^he  shuffling  farmer*  faithful  to  no  trust, 
RajLhle^s  as  rocks,  insatiate  as  the  dust  1 

When  the  poor  hind,  with  length  of  years  de- 
cafd, 
T^ans  feebly  on  his  once  subduing  spade, 
Forgot  the  service  of  his  abler  days, 
l^it  profltahle  toil,  and  honest  praise, 
Shall  this  low  wretch  abridge  his  scanty  bread. 
This  slave,  whose    board   his   former   labours 
spread  ? 
When  harvest's  burning  suns  and  sick*ning  air 
From  Iabour*8  unbrac'd  hand  the  grasped  hook 

tear, 
Where  shall  the  hapless  family  be  fed, 
That  vainly  languish  for  a  father's  bread  ? 
Sec  the  pale  mother,  sunk  with  grief  and  care. 
To  the  proud  farmer  fearfully  repair ; 
Scion  to  be  sent  with  iJisoleuce  {&way, 
KelerrM  to  vestries,  and  a  distant  day ! 
Referred— to  perish  '—Is  my  verse  severe? 
Unfriendly  to  the  human  character  ? 
Ah  !  to  Uiis  sigh  of  sad  eiperience  trust : 
The  truth  is  rigid,  but  the  tale  is  just. 

If  in  thy  courts  this  caitiff  wretch  appear, 
Think  not  that  patience  were  a  virtue  here. 
His  low-born  pride  with  honest  rage  control, 
Smite  his  hard  heart,  and  shake  his  reptile  soul. 

But,  hapless !  oft  thio*  fear  of  future  woe. 
And  certain  vengeance  of  th*  insulting  foe, 
Oft,  ere  to  thee  the  poor  prefer  their  pray'r. 
The  last  extremes  of  penury  they  bear. 

Wouldsi  thou  then  raise  thy  patriot  ofEce 
higher, 
To  something  more  than  magistrate  aspire  ? 
And,  leit  each  poorer,  pettier  chace  behind, 
Step  nobly  forth,  the  friend  of  human  kind  ? 
The  game  I  start  courageously  pursue ! 
Adieu  to  fear  I  to  indolence>adieu ! 
And,  first  we*Il  range  this  mountain's  stormy 
side,  [ride. 

Where  the  rude  winds  the  shepherd's  roof  de- 
As  meet  no  more  the  wintry  blast  to  bear. 
And  all  the  wild  hostilities  (^  air. 
— ^That  roof  have  I  remember'd  many  a  year ; 
It  once  gave  refuge  to  a  hunted  deer-^ 
Here,  ill  those  days,  we  found  an  aged  pair; — ' 
But  Time  untenants — Hah  t    what   seest  thou 

there?— 
"  Horrourl — By  Heav'n,  extended  on  a  bed 
Of  naked  feam,  two  human  irreatures  dead ! 
Embracing  as  alive ! — ^ah,  no! — no  life ! 
Cold,  breathless !" — 

'TIS  the  shepherd  and  his  wife. 
I  knew  the  scene,  and  brought  thee  to  behold 
What  speaks  more  strongly  than  the  story  told. 
They  died  thro'  naiit — 

•*  By  every  power  I  swear, 
If  the  wretch  treads  the  earth,  or  breathea  the 
*rhro'  whose  default  of  duty,  or  design,         [air. 
These  victims  fell,  he  dies." — 

They  fell  by  thine. 
«  Infernal  '—Mine!— by— '♦ 

^weat  on  no  pretence  : 
A  swearing  justice  wants  both  grace  and  sense. 

When  thy  good  father  held  this  wide  domain, 
The  voice  of  sorrow  never  monm'd  in  vain. 


Sooth'd  by  his  pity,  by  his  bounty  fed. 
The  sick  found  med'cine,  and  the  aged  bread. 
He  leftthehr  interest  to  no  parish-care, 
Vo bailiff  urg'd  his  little  empire  there: 
No  village-tyrant  sUrv'd  them,  oroppreas'd; 
He  learnt  their  wants,  and  he  those  wants  re* 
dress'd. 
E'en  these,  unhappy !  who,  beheld  too  late. 
Smote  thy  young  heart  with  horrour  at  their  fate. 
His  bounty  fouixl,  and  destin'd  here  to  keep 
A  small  detachment  of  his  mountain  sheep. 
Still  pleas'd  to  see  thom  from  the  annual  fahr 
Th'  unwritten  history  of  their  profite  bear  ; 
More  nobly  pleas'd  those  profits  to  restore,  - 
And,  if  their  fortuue  fail'd  them,  make  it  more. 

When  Nature  gave  her  precept  to  remove 
His  kindred  spirit  to  the  realms  of  love, 
Afisr  their  anguish  from  thy  distant  ear. 
No  arm  to  save,  and  no  protection  near. 
Led  by  the  lure  of  unaccounted  gold, 
Thy  bailiff  seiz'd  their  little  flock,  and  sold. 
Their  want  contending  parishes  survey 'd. 
And  thisdisown'd,  and  that  refus'd  to  aid: 
A  whUe,  who  should  not  sucoour  them,  they  tried. 
And  in  that  while  the  wretched  victims  died. 
"  I'll  scalp  that  bailiff— lacrifice-p'' 

In  vain 
To  rave  at  mischief,  if  the  cause  remain. 
O  days  long  lost  to  man  in  each  degree ! 
The  golden  days  of  hospitality ! 
When  liberal  fortunes  vied  with  liberal  strife 
To  fill  the  noblest  offices  of  life ;  [gate 

When  Wesdth  was  Virtue's  handmaid,  and  her 
Gave  a  free  refuge  from  the  wrodgs  of  fate ; 
The  poor  at  hand  their  natural  patrons  saw. 
And  lawgivers  were  supplements  of  law. 

Lost  are  those  days,  and  Fashion's  boundless 
Has  home  the  guardian  magistrate  away:  [sway 
Save  in  Augusta's  streets,  on  Gallia's  shoie. 
The  rural  patron  is  beheld  no  more. 
No  more  the  poor  his  kind  protection  share. 
Unknown  their  wants, .  and    unredeiv'd  their 
pray'r. 
Yet  has  that  Fashion,  long  so  light  and  vain, 
Reform'd  at  last,  and  led  the  moral  train  ? 
Haye  her  gay  vot'ries  nobler  worth  to  boast 
For  Nature's  love,  for  Nature's  virtue  fost  ? 
No— fled  from  these,  the  soiis  of  fortune  find 
What  poor  respect  to  wealth  remains  behind. 
The  mock  regard  alone  of  menial  slaves. 
The  wonhip'd  calves  of  their  outwitting  knaves  I 

Foregone  the  social,  hospitable  days. 
When  wide  vales   echo'd    with    their  owner's 
Of  all  that  ancient  consequence  bereft,    [praise. 
What  has  the  modem  man  of  fashion  lefi  ? 

Does  he,  perchance,  to  rural  scenes  repair, 
And  **  waste  his  sweetness"  on  the  essenc'd  air } 
Ah !  gently  lave  the  feeble  frame  he  brings. 
Ye  scouring  seas  I  and  ye  sulphureous  springs ! 
And  thou,  Brightelmstone,  where  no  ciUai>noy 
(All  borne  to  Margate,  In  the  Margate-hoy,) 
Where,  if  the  hasty  creditor  advance. 
Lies  the  light  skiff,  and  ever. bailing  France, 
Do  thou  defend  him  in  the  dog-day  suns ; 
Sctnire  in  wi  nter  from  the  rage  of  duos  I 
While  the  grim  catcbpole,   the  grim  porter 
swear. 
One  that  he  is,  and  one,  he  is  not  there. 
The  tortur'd  us'rer,  as  he  murmurs  by, 
I  Eyes  the  Venetian  blinds,  and  heaves  a  sighi 
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O,  from  each  title  fefly  ever  took, 
Blood !  Maccarone !  Ctcisbeu !  or  Rook ! 
From  eaeh  low  panioo,  from  each  lowjeaort. 
The  thieving  alley,  naj,  the  righteoofl  court. 
From  Bertie's,  Almack's,  Arthur's,  and  the  nest 
Where  Judah's  ferrda  earth  with  Charles  on- 
blest! 
From  these  and  all  the  garbage  of  the  great. 
At  Honour's,  Freedom's,  Virtue's  calK-->relreat  I 
Has  the  fair  vale,    where  rest,  cooceaPd  in 
flowers, 
Lies  In  sweet  ombush  for  thy  careless  bours  ; 
The  breeze,  <baf,  balmy  fVagraooe  to  infose. 
Bathes  its  soft  wing  in  aromatic  dews ;     [breast. 
The  stream,   to  soothe  thine  ear,  to  cool  thy 
That  mildly  murmurs  from  its  crystal  rest ; — 
Have  these  less  charms  to  win,   less  power  to 

please, 
Than  haunts  of  rapine,  harbours  of  disease  ? 

Will  no  kind  slumbers  o'er  thine  eyelids  creep, 
Save  where  the  sullen  watchman  growls  at  sleep  ? 
Does  mom  no  sweeter,  purer  breath  diffuse. 
Than  streams  thro*  alleys  from'the  lungs  of  Jews? 
And  is  thy  Water,  pent  in  putrid  wood, 
Bethesda-like,  when  troubled  only  good  ? 
)s  it  thy  passion  Linley's  voice  to  bear. 
And  has  no  mountain-lark  detained  thine  ear? 
Song  markQ  alone  the  tribes  of  airy  wing; 
For,  trust  me,  man  was  never  meant  to  ting: 
And  all  his  mimic  organs  e'er  exprest 
Was  but  an  imitative  howl  at  best 

Is  it  on  Garrick's  attitude  you  doat ; 
See  on  the  pointed  cliff  yon  lordly  goat ! 
Like  Lear's,  his  beard  descends  in  graeefbl  snow, 
And  wild  he  looks  upon  the  world  below. 
Superior  here  the  scene  in  every  part ! 
Here  reikis  great  Nature,  and  there  little  ait ! 
Here  let  thy  life  assume  a  nobler  plan, 
To  Nature  fiiithfol,  and  the  friend  of  man ! 
Unnumber'd  objects  ask  thy  honest  Care, 
Beside  the  orphan's  tear,  the  widow's  pmy'r. 
Fares  thy  power  can  save,  thy  bounty  bless, 
Unnumber'd  evils  call  for  ihy  redress. 

Seest  thou  afer  yon  solitary  thorn,  [torn  ? 
Whose  aged  limbs  the  heatli's  wild  wiuds  have 
While  yet  to  cheer  the  homeward  shepherd's  eye, 
A  few  seem  straggling  in  the  ev'ning  sky  ! 
Not  many  suns  have  hasten'd  down  the  day. 
Or  blnsbing  moons  imnters'd  in  clouds  their  way. 
Since  there  a  scene,  that  stein'd  their  sacred 

light, 
With  horrour  stopp'd  a  felon  in  his  flight ; 
A  babe  just  bom  that  signs  of  life  exprest, 
Lay  naked  o'er  the  mother's  lifeless  breast. 
The  pitying  robber,  conscious  that,  parsu'd, 
He  had  no  thne  to  waste,  yet  stood  and  viewed ; 
To  the  next  cot  the  trembling  infknt  bore; 
And  gave  a  port  of  what  he  stole  before ; 
Nor  known  to  him  the  wretches  were,  nor  dear  j 
He  Mt  as  man,  and  dropp'd  a  human  tear. 

Far  other  treatment  she  wh»  breathless  lay 
Found  from  a  viler  animal  of  prey. 

Worn  with  long  toil  on  many  a  painAil  road. 
That  toil  increas'd  by  nature's  growing  load. 
When  ev'ning  brought  the  friendly  lioor  of  rest, 
And  all  the  mother  throng'd  about  her  breast. 
The  roffiaii  officer  op^'d  her  stay, 
And,  cruel,  bore  her  m  her  pangs  away; 
So  far  beyond  the  town's  last  limits  drove, 
That  to  retmvwero  hopeless,  had  she  strove. 


Abandon'd  there— with  fiimine,  pain  andooli^ 
And  angaish,  she  expir'd — the  rest  I've  tald« 

*'  Now  Itt  me  swear— For,  by  my  soot's  last 
■igh. 
That  thief  shall  Ihre,  thatorerseer  Aalldle.^ 

Too  laU !— Bb  Kfe  the  gen'roos  robber  poidL 
Lost  by  that  pity  which  bis  steps  Mqr'd ! 
No  soul-disceroing  Mansfield  sate  to  bear. 
No  Hertford  bore  his  prayer  to  mercy's  ear  ; 
No  lib'ral  jnstke  first  assign'd  the  jail, 
Or  urg'd,  as  Camptin  would  hvre  urg'd,  his  tale. 

Hie  living  object  of  thy  hoaestrage, 
Old  in  paruchia)  crimes,  and  sted'd  with  age^ 
Hie  grave  church-warden !  unabash'dhe  bears 
WedUy  to  church  hn  book  of  wicked  prayers, 
AndpomBB,  with  all  the  blaspbemy  of  praise. 
His  creeping  soul  in  Stemhold's  creepmg  lays  I 

THE  COUNTRY  JUSTICE. 

PART  THE  THIRD. 

To  Thomas  Smith,  M.  D.  of  Wrington,  ia  tke 
county  of  SosMrset,  this  last  of  the  littlt 
poems,  intended  to  oidtivate,  in  the  prorin- 
cial  administration  of  jostice,  that  huBMUuiy 
by  which  he  is  so  amiably  distioguisbad,  is 
gratefoUy  iuKribed  by  his  most  oUiged,  nmst 
affectionate,  and  most  fiMthfal  sertaat, 

TBsaimoB. 


DBPI8DATI0N. 

0*  No !— sir  John— the  Muse's  gentle  art 
Lives  not  to  blemish,  but  to  meod  the  hearL 
While  Gay's  brave  robber  grieves  us  for  lus  fote^ 
We  hold  the  harpies  of  his  life  in  hate. 
Ingenuous  youth,  by  Nature's  voice  addrest. 
Finds  not  the  harden'd,  hut  the  foeling  breast; 
Can  form  no  wish  the  dire  effects  to  prove 
Of  lawless  valour,  or  of  venal  love, 
Approves  the  fondness  of  the  foitbfiil  maid. 
And  mourns  a  gen'rous  pasfuon  unrepaid. 

Yet  would  I  praise  the  pious  zeal  that  aives 
Imperial  London  from  her  world  of  knaves ; 
Yet  would  1  count  it  no  ingknious  strife 
To  scourge  the  pests  of  property  and  life. 

Cume  then,  long  skjU'd  in  that's  illusive  ways. 
Lord  of  the  clue  that  threds  her  mighty  maze ! 
Together  let  us  beat  all  Giles's  fields, 
Try  what  the  nighuhouse,  what  the  round-house 

yields, 
Hang  whoi  we  must,  be  candid  when  we  please, 
But  leave  no  bawd,  unlicens'd,  at  her  ease. 

Say  first,  of  thieves  above,  or  thieves  bekNr, 
What  can  we  order  till  their  haunts  we  know } 
Far  from  St  James's  let  your  Nimrods  stray. 
But  stop  and  call  at  Stephen's  in  their  way. 
That  ancient  victualler,  we've  been  told,  of  late* 
Has  kept  bad  hours,  encourag'd  high  debate  I 
That  those  without  still  pelting  those  within. 
Have  stunn'd  the  peacdfiil  neighbours  with  their 
That  if  you  dose  his  private  walls  invest,    [dia^ 
'Tisodds,  you  aieet  with  some  unmly  guestp— 
Good  Lord,  sir  John,  how  would  the  peo^  stare, 
To  see  the  present  and  the  late  lord  mayor  %^ 
Bow  to  the  m^esty  of  Bow^street  ehair! 

1  This  was  wfitten  about  the  year  ITMb 
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iUottnonichieb!  caalyourbairatspftssbt, 
Nor  giye  my  loiig.|oT*d  liberty  a  tigh  ? 
That  heav'nly  plant    which  kmg    nnbtemish'd 
DishoQOHr'd  ooly,  only  hurt  by  you  I      fblew, 
DiihonouT»d,  when  with  harden'd  front  yod  eltim 
To  deeds  of  darkness  her  dlTiaer  name ! 
For  yoo  griai  Uoeace  strode  with  hydra  brfelrth 
To^M-eadtbe  MasiB  of  peitUence  and  death  : 
Hera  for  poor  tk^  for  dark  aoibition  there , 
Sb^  scattered  poiidii  thro*  the  social  air* 

Yet  here,  in  rain— Oh,  had  bef  toH  b6dllTAin, 
"When  wilh  blaek  wing  she  swept  the  westers 
When  with  k>w  labour,  mad  iusidious  att,  [maia  | 
She  tore  a  daughter  ^m  her  parent's  heart ! 

Oh,  patHotSk  e*ferpafridts  eiltef  place, 
Fairbomur's  foil,  and  liberty^  diigraee  ! 
With  spleen  I  see  your  wild  illuslom  spread 
Tbra*  the  long  regibn  of  a  land  mJsM  I 
See  commerce  stek,  sec  cultivation's  chams 
Lost  in  the  rage  of  anareh  j  and  arms  f 

And  thou,  O  Ch— .m*  once  a  nation's  pride, 
Borne  en  the  brighter  warre  of  glory's  tide  \ 
Hast  thou  thepureot  spura'd,  the  erring  ohiM 
w  ith  prospects  vain  to  ruin's  arms  beguit'd  ? 
liist  thou  Ibe  plant  of  dire  defoction  prais'd 
For  the  poor  pleasiMU  of  a  statue  raised } 

Ob,  pawiete^  ever  patriou  out  of  plate. 
From  Cbarlea  ^uhe  graceless,  up  to  Orafton's 
fraoe! 

Where  lsrty«life  enee  mtri'd  the  dirty  doOr, 
Andtheohaiii'dkiiifeiiniftestfas  pakry  whotei 
Tbo'  far.  methMis,  the  cbofceat  guests  ore  fled. 
And  Wilkes  and  Humphrey  numbered  with  ilN; 

dead, 
Wilkes^  who  in  death   Wonld  fnaodsWp>«  to^ 

fulfil, 
True  to  his  causey  and  dines  with  HnaMht«y 
still—  — r"-7 

Where  sculks    each  dark,  where  roams  each 

desp'rMe  wight. 
Owls  of  the  day  and  rultures  of  the  nigfaty — 
Shall  we,  O  Knigtitt  with  crNOi  pains  explore> 
Clear  these  low  walks,  and  tMak  tho  bus'ness 

o'er? 
No— 'mnch>  alas  !  for  you,  for  m«  remalDiy 
Where  Jtfsliee  ateeps^  aud  DepMdwtkNHrdgBa. 

Wrapt  in  kind  darknesa,  yon  no  s^mrbetny, 
When  the  g»t  Nabob  foo^ueys  aH  the  way : 
Harmless  to  you  bis  towers,  his  forests  rise. 
That  sweK  with  anguish  m^  indignant  eyee  | 
White  in  thoSd  towera  raz'd  vills^  I  Bee> 
And  teavaofoi^ne  watering  every  tret. 
AretbeseiaoekHraiiM  that infttdenfy  view  } 
These  are  the  entrails  of  the  poor  Gedtoo. 
That  column's  trophied  base  his  hones  supply ; 
That  lake  the  tears  tbaC  swoH'd  bis  saUe  aye  I 
lAit  here,  O  Knight,  tbefr  steps  tarriic  steer 
Thy  hue  a«d«ry,  add  loose  Ihy  bloodhounds  here. 

Oh)  Merey  i  thrcHord  on  HfseMnial  btaaat, 
Who  breathed  the  savage  waters  into  rsat; 
By  each  soft  pleainretbat  Ih^  boaamsnote, 
Wbesi  first  Crendon  slatted  from  bis  thought  ^ 
By  each  Warn  tear  that  hielted  o'er  thin^  eye. 
When  on  his  works  wa«  written  «*  These  must  die ;" 
If  secret  slflugfateryrt»nof  eruel  waf 
Have  from  these  mortal  regions  forc'd  tliee  for, 
Still  to  our  follies,  to  our  fratlti^  Mtnd» 
Oh, stretch  thy  hnalhsg  wings  ^tt  human  Und! 

*  Chained  to  thwtaUe,  to  pvetentd^redatiofts.  , 


-«f  or  them  I  ask  not,  hostile  td  ihy  sway. 
Who  calmly  on  a  brother's  vitals  prey; 
For  them  I  plead  not,  who,  in  blood  embruni. 
Have  ev'ry  softer  seAtiment  subda'd. 


Yetjgentl*  poWefr,  thy  ab^nce  t  bieW&U, 
When  seen  the  dank,  dark  regions  of  a  jail ; 
Wh6a  found  Alike  in  Chains  and  night  eockte'd. 
The  thief  detected,  and  the  thief  supposed  f 
Sute,  the  fair  light  and  the  ^lubrious  aif 
Each  yet-suspected  prisoner  might  share. 
— ^To  li6,  to  languish  in  tome  drtok^  cell. 
Some  loathed  hold,  where  guilt  and  hdrTour  dwell. 
Ere  yet  the  truth  of  seemiAg  fact8  be  tried. 
Ere  yet  their  country^s  sacred  toice  decide 
Briiaia,  behold  thy  citizens  expo^'d, 
And  blush  to  tfaihk  the  Gothic  age  uncIbdM  ? 

,  FittAtxolir. 

Ob,  mdre  than  Goths,  who  ^cit  decline  to  mte 
That  pest  of  James's  puritanic  oays. 
The  savage  law  *  that  barbarously  ordaina 
For  female  virtue  lost  a  felon's  pains  1 
Dooms  the  poor  maiden,  as  her  fate  severe. 
To  toil  and  chains  a  long*enduring  year. 

Th'  unnatural  n»onarob>  to  the  sex  unkind, 
An  owl  obscefie,  in  learning's  sunshine  l>lind ! 
CounciU  of  pathics,  cabinets  of  tools, 
ilenciiefl  of  knaves^  and  parliaments  of  foels^ 
Fanatic  foolsy  that,  in  those  twilight  tinges, 
With.wild  religion  doak'd  the  worst  of  crimes  !— 
Hope  we  from  such  a  crew^  in  such  a  reign. 
For  equal  laws,  or  policy  humane  } 

Here,  then,  O  Justice !  tby  owh  power  forbear  ^ 
The  sole  protector  of  th*  unpitied  fair. 
Tbo'  fong  entreat  the  ruthless  overseer; 
Tbo'  the  loud  vestry  tease  thy  tortur'd  ear  i 
Tho*  all  to  acts,  to  precedents  appeal. 
Mute  be  thy  pen,  and  vacant  rest  thy  seal. 

Yet  shak  thou  know,  nor  is  the  ditt*renoe  nice. 
The  casual  Call,  from  impudence  of  vice. 
Abandoo'd  guilt  by  active  laws  restrain. 
But  pause if  virtue's  slightest  spark  ra« 


Left  to  the  shameless  lash,  the  hardiiing  jail. 
The  fairest  thoughts  of  modesty  would  foil. 

The  down-cast  eye,  the  tear  that  flows  amaiii> 
As 'if  to  ask  her  innocence  again  > 
The  plaintive  babe,  that  slumb'ring  seem'd  to  lie 
On  her  aoft  breast,  and  wakes  at  the  heav'd  sigh  ; 
The  cheek  that  wears  the  beauteous  robe  o^ 


How  loth  th^  leave  a  gentle  breast  to  blame ! 
Here,  then,  O  Justice  1  thy  own  power  for- 
bear ; — 
The  sole  piotector  of  th*  unpitied  foir  ! 


■IIJJII'.?. 


THE  ORtCtJ^  Of  TBE  VEIL. 

WaAm  from  this  heart  WhilefloWB  the  fkkhfblKtii, 
The  meanest  friend  of  b^uty  shdtl  be  mrhie. 
What  Love,  or  Fafne,  of  FoftUhe  could  bestow, 
The  charm  of  praise,  thd  CflSC  of  lifo,  I  oWte 
.  to  beauty  pfes^t,  or  to  beauty  fled, 
To  Hertford  living,  or  Caernarvon  dead, 
t 
I  7  Jac  c.  4. 
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To   Tveeilale's  taste,    to  Edgecumbe's  sente 

serene, 
And  (Envy  spare  this  boast)  to  Britain*s  queeo^ 
Kind  to  the  lay  that  all  unlabour'd  flow'd, 
What  Fancy    caught,   where   Nature's  pencil 

glow»d  \ 
She  saw  the  path  to  new,  tho'  humble  Hme, 
GaTe  me  her  praise,  and  left  me  fuols  to  Uame. 

Strong  in  their  weakness  are  each  woman's 
charms. 
Dread  that  endears,  and  softness  that  disarms. 
The  tim'rous  eye  retiring  from  applause, 
And  the  mild  air  that  fearfully  withdraws, 
Marks  of  our  power  the^e  humble  graces  prove. 
And,  dash'd  with  pride,  we  deeper  drink  of  love. 

Chief  uf  those  charms  that  bold  the  heart   in 
At  thy  fair  shrine,  O  Modesty,  we  fall,     [thrall, 
Not  Cynihia  rising  o*er  the  wat*ry  way, 
When  on  the  dim  wave  falls  her  friendly  ray  } 
Not  the  pure  ether  of -fflolian  skies, 
That  drinks  the  day's  first  glories  as  they  rise  ; 
Not  all  the  tints  fromercning-clouds  that  break. 
Bum  in  tbe  beauties  of  the  virgin's  cheek  ; 
"Wlien  o'er  that  cheek,  undiscrplJn'd  by  art, 
Tbe  sweet  suffusion  rushes  from  the  heart. 

Yet  the  soft  blush,  uniutor*d  to  control. 
The  glow  that  speaks  the  susceptible  soul. 
Led  by  nice  honour,  and  by  decent  pride. 
The  voice  of  ancient  virtue  taught  to  hide ; 
Taught  beauty's  bloom  the  searching  eye  to  shon, 
As  early  flowers  Wow  fearful  of  the  Sun. 

Far  as  the  long  records  of  time  we  trace  * 
Still  flow'd  the  veil  o'er  modesty's  ftiir  Hce  : 
The  guard  of  l)eauty,  in  whose  friendly  shade. 
Safe  from  each  eye  the  featured  sonl  is  laid, — 
The  pensive  thought  that  paler  looks  betray. 
The  tender  grief  that  steals  in  tears  away, 
Tlie  hopeless  wish  that  prompts  the  frequent  sigh 
Bleeds- in  the  blush,  or  melts  upon  the  eye. 

The  man  of  faith  thro*  Gerar  doom'd  to  stray, 
A  nation  waiting  his  eventful  way. 
His  fortune's  fair  companion  at  his  side. 
The  world  his  promise,  Providence  his  guide ; 
Once,  more  than  virtue  dar'd  to  value  life, 
And  calfd  a  sister  whom  he  own'd  a  wife. 
Mistaken  father  of  the  faithful  race. 
Thy  fears  alone  could  purchase  thy  disgrace. 
**  Go"  to  the  fiir,  when  conscious  of  the  ule, 
Said  Gcrar's  prince,  "thy  husband  it  thy  veil  •." 

O  ancient  faith  !  O  virtue  moum'd  in  vain ! 
When  Hymen's  altarncver  held  a  stain; 
'\\Tien  his  pure  torch  shed  andiminish'd  rays, 
And  fires  unholy  died  beneath  the  blaze! 
For  faith  like  this  fair  Greece  was  early  known. 
And  claim'd  the  veil's  first  honours  as  her  own. 

«  The  Fables  of  Flora^ 

•  Plato  mentions  two  provinces  in  Persia,  one 
of  which  was  called  the  Queen's  Girdle,  the  other 
the  Queen's  Veil,  the  revenues  of  which,  no 
doubt,  were  employed  in  purchasing  those  parts 
of  ber  mi^etty's  dress.  It  was  about  the  middle 
of  the  third  century,  that  the  eastern  women,  on 
taking  the  vow  of  virginity,  assumed  that  veil 
which  had  before  been  worn  by  the  Pagan 
priestesses,  and  which  is  used  by  the'  religious 
among  the  Romanists  now. 

3  *VHe  is  the  veil  of  tbinc  eyes  to  all  that  are 
with  thee,  and  to  all  others."— Gen.  xx.  16.  Vet. 
Trans. 


Ere  half  her  toot,  o'er  Aaia'stremblhigobas^ 
Arm'd  to  reveoseooe  woman's  virtne  k)^  ; 
Ere  be,  whom  Ciroe  sought  to  charm  in  vain, 
Follow'd  wild  fortune  o'er  the  various  main, 
In  youth's  gay  Uoom  be  plied  th>  enltis^  oar, 
From  Ithaca's  white  rocks  to  Sparta's  shore : 
Free  to  Nerictan  gales  *  the  vessel  gUdes, 
And  wild  Eurotas'  snuwthes  his  warrior  tides; 
For  am'rous  Greece,  when  Love  conducts  the  way, 
Beholds  her  waters,  and  her  winds  obey. 
No  object  hers  but  Love's  impression  knows. 
No  wave  that  wanders,  and  no  breeze  that  blows. 
Her  groves  *,  her  mountain  have  his  power  coo- 

fest. 
And  Zephjrr  sigb'd  not  bat  for  Flore's  breast 

'Twas  when  his  sighs  in  sweetest   whispen 
stray'd 
Par  o'er  Lacouia's  plahis  from  Eva's  '  shade ! 
When  soft-ey'd  Spring  reaom'd  his  mantle  gay. 
And  lean'd  loxurioos  on  the  breast  of  May, 
Love's  genial  banners  young  Ulysses  bore 
From  Ithaca's  white  rocks  to  Sparta's  shores 

With  all  that  soothes  the  heart,  that  wins,  or 


AH  princely  virtues,  and  all  manly  channs. 
All  love  can  urge,  or  eloquence  persuade. 
The  future  hero  woo'd  his  Spartan  maid. 
Yet  long  be  woo^d — in  Sparta,  slow  to  yield. 
Beauty,  like  valour,  long  maintained  the  field. 

*<  No  bloom  so  fair  Mcsaene's  banks  disdoae. 
No  breath  so  pare  o'er  Tempe's  bosom  blows ; 
No  smile  so  radiant  throws  tbe  geoM  ny 
Thro'  the  fair  eye-lids  of  the  opening  day ; 
But  deaf  to  vows  with  fondest  passion  prest. 
Cold  as  the  wave  of  Hebrus'  wint*ry  breast, 
Penelope  regards  her  lover's  pain. 
And  owns  Ulysses  ekiqaent  m  vain. 

**  To  vows  that  vainly  waste  thehr  warmtk  ia 
air. 
Insidious  hopes  that  lead  but  to  despair, 
Aflfectioos  lost,  desires  the  heart  must  rue. 
And  love,  and  Sparta's  joyless  plains,  adieu  1 

"  Yet  sialhthis  bosom  shall  one  passioii  shares 
Still  shall  my  country  find  a  father  there. 
Ev'n  DOW  tbe  children  of  my  little  reign 
Demand  that  father  of  the  faithless  main, 
Ev'n  DOW,  their  prince  solicitous  to  save. 
Climb  the  tall  cliff,  and  watch  the  changefal 
wave. 

"  But  not  for  him  their  hopes  or  fears  alone ! 
They  seek  the  promis'd  partner  of  his  throne; 
For  her  thehr  incense  breathes,  their  altars  blaze. 
For  her  to  Heaven  the  suppliant  eye  they  raise. 
Ah  I  shall  they  know  their  prince  implorM  ia 

vain? 
Can  my  heart  live  beneath  a  nation's  pain  ?" 

There  spoke  the  virtue  that  her  soul  admir'd. 
The  Spartan  soul,  with  patriot  ardour  fir'd. 
*'  Enough !''  she  cried-^"  Be  mine  to  boast  a 

part 
In  him,  who  holds  his  country  to  his  heart 
Worth,  honour,  faith,  that  fair  affection  gives, 
And  with  that  virtue,  ev'ry  virtue  lives.*" 

4  From  the  mountain  Neritoe  in  Ithaca,  nov 
called  Nericia. 
>  The  Spartan  river. 
<  £  merite  d' Alberghe  amore. — ^TASsa 
f  A  mountain  in  Petoponnesus. 
*  Omnes  omniiun  caritates,  flee. — Cic. 
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Weas'd  that  the  nobler  principles  coolcl  more 
His  daughter's  heart,  and  soften  it  to  love, 
Icarius  own'd  the  auspices  divine. 
Wove  the  fair  crown  9,  and  bless'd  the  holy 
shrine. 

But  ah  !  the  dreaded  parting  hour  to  brave ! 
Then  strung  affection  griev'd  for  what  it  gave. 
Should  he  the  comfort  of  his  life's  decline, 
His  life's  last  charm  to  Ithaca  resign  ? 
Or^  wand'ring  %Hth  her  to  a  distant  shore, 
Behold  Eurotas'  loag-lov'd  ban^s  no  more  ? 
Expose  his  grey  hairs  to  an  alien  sky. 
Nor  on  his  country's  parent  bosom  die'*? 

"  Noi  prince,"  he  cried  j  "  for  Sparta's  hap- 
pier plain 
Leavs  the  lov'd  honours  of  thy  little  reign. 
The  grateful  change  shall  equal  honours  bring. 
— Lord  of  himself,  a  Spartan  is  a  king." 

When  thus   the   prince,  with  obvious  grief 
opprest, 
"  Canst  thou  not  force  the  father  from  thy  breast? 
Not  without  pain  behold  one  child  depart. 
Yet  bid  me  tear  a  nation  from  my  heart  ? 
— ^Not  for  all  Sparta's,  all  Eubcea's  plains"— 
He  said,  and  to  his  coursers  gave  the  reins. 

Still  the  fond  sire  pursues  with  suppliant  voice; 
Till,  mov'd,  the  monarch  yields  her  to  her 

choice. 
*•  Tho'  mine  by  vows,  by  fair  affection  mine, 
And  holy  tmth,  and  auspices  divine. 
This  suit  let  fiair  Penelope  decide. 
Remain  the  daughter,  or  proceed  the  bride." 

0*cr  the  quick  blush  her  friendly  mantle  fell, 
And  told  him  all  that  modesty  could  tell. 
No  longer  now  the  father's  fondness  strove 
With  patriot  virtue  or  acknowledg'd  love. 
But  on  the  scene  that  parting  sighs  endear'd, 
Fair  Modesty's"  first  honour'd  fene  he  rear'd. 

The  dau^ter's  form    the   pictur'd  goddess 
wore. 
The  daughter's  veiP3  before  her  blushes  bore, 

9  The  women  of  ancient  Greece,  at  the  mar- 
riage ceremony,  wore  gariands  of  flowers,  pro- 
bably as  emblems  of  purity,  fertility,  and  beauty. 
Thus  Euripides, 

— — ^— >  «XX'  OfAtH 

£•1  MOTon^ar*  iymiw  wc»,  is  ya/Mv/Mfytf       Iph, 

The  modem  Greek  ladies  wear  these  garlands  in 
various  forms,  whenever  they  appear  dressed ; 
and  frequently  adorn  themselves  thus  for  their 
own  amusement,  and  when  they  do  not  expect  to 
be  seen  by  any  but  their  domestics. 

Voyage  Litteraire  de  la  Greoe. 

^  The  ancients  esteemed  this  one  of  the 
greatest  misfortunes  that  could  befall  them.  The 
Tipqjans  thought  it  the  most  lamentable  circum- 
stance attending  the  loss  of  their  pilot  Palinurus, 
that  his  body  should  lie  in  a  foreign  country. 
IgnotA,  Pal  inure,  jacebis  aren&. 

"  Pausanias,  who  has  recorded  the  story  on 
which  this  little  poem  is  founded,  tells  us  that 
this  was  the  first  temple  erected  to  Modesty  in 


And  taught  the  maids  of  Greece  this  sovereign 

law- 
She  most  shall  conquer,  who  shall  most  with- 
draw. ' 


FERSES  IN  MEMORY  OF  A  LADY. 

WRITTEN   AT  SAMDGATe  CASTLE,    1768. 

Nec  tantum  ingenio^  quantum  servire  dolori. 

PROPEBT. 

Let  others  boast  the  base  and  faithless  pride. 
No  nuptial  charm  to  known,  or  known,  to  hide,     • 
With  vain  disguise  from  Nature's  dictates  part. 
For  the  poor  triumph  of  a  vacant  heart ; 
My  verse  the  god  of  tender  vows  inspires. 
Dwells  on  my  soul,  and  wakens  all  her  fires. 

Dear,  silent  partner  of  those  happier  hours. 
That  pass'd  in  Hackthom's  vales,  in  Blagdon's 

bowers  1 
If  yet  thy  gentle  spirit  wanders  here, 
Borne  by  its  virtues  to  no  nobler  sphere ; 
If  yet  that  pity  which,  of  life  posses  t, 
Fill'd  thy  fair  eye,  and  lightened  thro'  thy  breast; 
If  yet  that  tender  thought,  that  gen'rous  care. 
The  gloomy  power  of  endless  night  may  spare ; 
Oh  !  while  my  soul  for  thee,  for  thee  complains. 
Catch  her  warm  sighs,  and  kiss  her  bleeding 

strains,  [breath. 

Wild,  wretched  wish  I    Can  pray^  with  feeble 
Pierce  the  pale  ear,  the  statu'd  ear  of  death  ? 
Let  patience  pray,  let  hope  aspire  to  prayer  I 
And  leave  me  the  strong  language  of  despair ! 

Hence,  ye  vain  painters  of  ingenious  woe. 
Ye  Lytteltons,  ye  shining  Petrarchs,  go ! 
I  hate  the  languor  of  your  lenient  strains 
Your  flow'ry  grief,  your  impotence  of  pain. 
Oh  I   had  ye  known  what  I  have    known,  to 

prove 
The  searching  flame,  the  agonies  of  love ! 
Oh !  had  ye  known  how  souls  to  souls  impart 
'llieir  fire,  or  mix  the  life-props  of  the  heart ! 
Not  like  the  streams  that  <k)wn  the  mountain 

side 
Tunefully  monm,  and  sparkle  as  thy  glide ; 
Not  like  the  breexe,  that  sighs  at  ev'ning-bouTy 
On  the  soft  bosom  of  some  folding  flower  ; 
Yonr  stronger  grief,  in  stronger  accents  borne. 
Had  soolh'd  the  breast  with  burning  anguish 

torn. 
The  voice  of  seas,  the  winds  that  rouse  the  deep. 
Far-sounding  floods   that  tear  the  mountain's 

steep; 
Each  wild  and  melancholy  blast  that  raves 
Round  these  dim  towers,  and  smites  the  beating 

waves —  i.bremtU» 

This  soothes  my  soul— 'Tis  Nature's  n»ourafi»\ 
Tis  Nature  struggling  in  the  arms  of  death  I 

See,  the  last  aid  of  her  expiring  state. 
See  Love,  e*en  Love,  has  lent  his  darts  to  fate  1 1 


Digitized  by 


Google 


4M 


LANGfiORNE'S  POEMS. 


Obl  wbciibeiitftyilHSgDUkAtiiafUIUed* 
And  Tainly  boimd  his  trophies  round  n»y  bead : 
Wbea  cnnm'd  vHhioiPenf  he  led  the  roey  day, 
Liv'd  to  my  eye,  and  drew  my  soul  away— 
CouJd  fear,  oould  fancy,  at  that  tender  hour. 
See  the  dim  grave  dOMAd  the  flbptial  flower } 
There,    there   his  wreathes  dejected    Hymca 

strew'd; 
And  moiira*d  their  bloom  unladed  as  he  riew'd. 
There  each  fair  hope,  each  tenderness  of  life, 
Each  n^metess  charm  of  soft  oWgin;  strife. 
Delight,  knre,  fancy,  pleasure,  genius  fled. 
And  the  best  passions  of  my  soul  lie  dead  ; 
All,  afl  is  there  iiicoldoUfTidfi  laid, 
But  pale  remembrance  bemfing  o'er  a  shade. 

O  eome,  ye  softer  sorrows,  to  my  breast ! 
Ye  lenient  sighs,  that  shimber  into  rest !    [ware. 
Come,  stDthiog  dreams,   your  friendly  pinions 
We'll  bear  the  fresh  rose  to  yon  hooourM  grave ; 
For  otooe  this  pain,  this  frantic  pahi  Ibttgo, 
And  feel  at  last  the  Isxary  of  woe ! 

Ye  holy  8u£Prers,  that  m  silemie  wait 
The  last  sad  refisge  of  relieving  fete! 
That  rest  at  eve  beneath  the  cypres^  gloom. 
And  sleep  famiHar  on  your  future  tomb ; 
With  you  \1\  waste  the  slow-departifig  day. 
And  wear  with  yeu  tV  uncokmr'd  hours  away. 

Oh !  lead  me  to  your  cells,  your  lonely  ailes. 
Where  retignatieu  folds  her  arms  and  smiles : 
Where  holy  feith  nnwearied  vigils  Ueps, 
And  guards  tbe  urn  where  fair  Constaniia*  sleeps: 
There,  let  me  there  in  sweet  oblivion  lie. 
And  cdmly  feel  the  futor'd  passions  die. 


MONODY. 
SUNG  BY  A  REDBREAST, 

The  gentis  pair  that  in  these  lonely  shades, 
Wand'ring,  at  eve  or  mom,  I  oft  have  seen. 
Now,  all  IB  vahi,  I  seek  at  e¥e  or  Mom^ 
With  draopiDg  wing,  ferfom» 
Along  tbe  grove,  aloog  the  daisied  green. 
Bir  them  I^ro  warbUd  many  arSWMier's  day, 
Till  the  light  dews  impearled  all  the  phHn, 
And  the  glad  riiephofd  shut  his  nightly  feM  ; 
Storieo  of  tove,  and  high  Adveatares  old 
Were  the  dear  subjects  of  my  tanefal  strahi: 
Ah  I  wbereisnowthahopeofallmylay? 
Now  they,  peffebanee,  thai  heard  them  oS  wt 

dead! 
With  tbcm  the  meed  of  melody  is  fled, 
And  fled  with  them  the  lisfaing  t9f  of  praSse. 
Vainly  I  dreamt,  that  when  the  wint'ry  sky 
Scatteed  tbe  white  flood  on  the  wasted  plain, 
When  sot  oim  berry,  net  one  leaf  was  nigh, 
To  Molh  keen  hunger's  pain, 
Vahily  I  dreamt  my  soogs  Might  not  be  vain, 
lliat  oft  within  tbe  boopitaUe  hatt 
Some  scattered  fragment  haply  1  might  find, 
Sbme  frigidly  eramb  perehnnoe  for  me  dte^ign'd. 
When  seen  despairing  on  the  neighbouring  indl. 
Deludes  bird,  tboie  hopes  are  non  no  more! 
DnUTioM  has  Uaslcd  the  depofiidg  ym. 
And  Wiator  frowns  sevoro» 
Wrappmghis  wan  limbs  in  his  mantle  hoar^ 

*  See  Spectator,  No.  164. 


Yet  not  within  the  hospitsblolMH 

The  cheerfel  sound  of  human  voice  Iheorf 

No  piteous  eye  is  near. 

To  «e  me  drooping  on  tho  )mAj  #idi 


TO  A  RKDBREAST. 

LriTLi  bird,  with  bosom  red. 
Welcome  to  my  humble  shed ! 
Courtly  domes  of  high  degree 
Have  no  room  for  thee  aid  me ; 
Pride  and  pleasure's  fickle  throng 
Nbthmg  mmd  an  idle  song. 
Daily  near  my  table  stoj. 
While  I  i^ick  my  scanty  meal. 
Doubt  not,  little  thou^  there  be. 
But  V\\  cast  a  crumb  to  thee  $ 
Well  rewarded,  if  1  spy 
Pleasure  in  thy  glaucing  eye  ; 
See  thee,  when  thou'st  eat  thy  fill. 
Plume  thy  breast,  and  wipe  thy  bilL 
*  Come,  my  feather'd  friend,  again,. 
Well  thou  koow'st  the  broken  pane. 
Ask  of  me  tby  daily  store  ; 
Go  not  near  Avaro's  door; 
Once  within  his  iron  hall, 
Woefol  end  shall  thee  befall. 
Savage  I — He  would  soon  divest 
Of  iu  rosy  plumes  thy  breast; 
Then,  with  solitary  joy. 
Eat  thee,  bones  and  all,  my  boy  I 


A  CONTEMfLATiON. 

0  Natuhb  !  grateftil  for  the  gifts  of  mind. 
Duteous  I  bend  before  tby  holy  shrine ; 

To  other  hands  be  Fortune's  goods  assign'd. 
And  t)ion,  more  bounteous,  grant  me  only 
tbine. 

Bring  gentlest  Love,  bring  Fancy  to  ray  brOMst; 

And  if  wild  Genius,  in  his  devious  wny, 
Wonid  sometimes  deign  to  be  my  ev^mi^  gnoM, 

Or  near  my  lone  shade  not  unkmdiy  stray: 

1  ask  no  more  f  for  happier  gifts  than  these. 

The  sufPrer,  man,  «^  iwfvW  bCrn  \o  ptW€; 
Biit  may  my  soul  eternal  skHnbers  se^ 
If  lost  to  Genius^  Fancy,  and  to  Love ! 


MENALCASL 

A    PASTOtAE. 

Now  cease  your  sweet  pipes,  shepherd? 

your  lays. 

Ye  warbling  train,  that  fill  the  echoing  groves 
With  your  melodious  love-notes !  Die,  ye  wiods^ 
lliat  o'er  Arcadian  valleys  blow  1  ye  streams. 
Ye  gamilous  olid  streams,  ^suspend  your  ooone. 
And  listen  to  Menalcas.-^ 

ItBNAlCAS. 

Come,  feirest  of  the  beauteous  train  that  spoit 
On  Ladon's  floWryside,  my  Delia,  come ! 
For  thee  thy  she|>herd,  sllait  as  he  sits 
Within  the  greenwood^  sighs:  fjrtheepiepaifi 
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Ah  me !  my  friend  1  in  happier  boon  I  spread. 
Like  thae,  tlit  wild  walk  o^er  the  raried  pkua  $ 
The  fairest  tribe  of  Flora's  painted  trai% 

Each  bolder  shrub  that  grac'd  her  genial  bed. 

When  old  Sylvanus,  by  young  wishes  led. 
Stole  to  her  arms,  of  such  &ir  offtpring  vafai. 

That  bate  tberr  mothet^s  beauties  on  their  head.  * 


Thd  Tarioas  wreathes 

shade 
WiMre  lowly  larks  the  violet  blue,  whare  droops, 
In  tender  beauty,  itaiUr  spotted  beUs, 
The  cowslip :  olt  with  plaintive  voice  ha  calls 
The  wakeful  Echo — What  are  stvaans  or  flowers, 
Or  songs  of  btithe  birds?  What  the  Mushing 

rote. 
Young  health,  or  masic,  or  the  voice  of  praise, 
The  smile  of  vernal  suns,  the  fragraat  breath 
Of  ev'sing  gales,  when  Delia  dwells  afiur  ? 


INSCRIPTIONS  ON  A  BEECH  THEE, 

m    TBB    XSLAKJ)  OP  SICILY. 

SwiBT  land  of  Muses!    o'er  whoae  favour'd 
plains 

Ceres  and  Ftora  held  altemate  sway ; 
By  Jove  refreshed  with  life-diffusing  rains. 

By  Fhoebus  blest  with  ev'ry  kinder  ray  ! 

O  with  what  pride  do  1  those  times  survey. 
When  Freedom,  by  her  rustic  minstrels  led, 

Dauc'd  on  the  green  lawn  many  a  summer*s 
day. 
While  pastoral  Ease  reclin*d  her  careless  head. 

In  these  toft  shades :  ere  yet  that  shephetd  fled, 
Whose  music  pierc'd  lLarth,a»r,an4Heav^  and 
Hell, 

And  call»d  the  ruthless  tyrant  of  the  dead 
From  the  dark  slumbers  of  his  iron  cell. 

His  oar  unfolding  caught  the  magic  spell : 

He  felt  the  sounds  glide  softly  through  his 

heart;  [tell; 

The  sounds  that  detgn'd  of  Love's  sweet  pewerta 

And,  as  they  taid,  wowld  point  his   golden 

dart. 

Kx*d  was  the  god :'  nor  power  had  he  to  part, 
For  the  fair  daughter  of  the  sheaf-crowtfd 
queen, 

Fair  without  pride,  and  lovely  without  art. 
Gathered  her  wild  flowers  on  the  daisied  green. 

He  saw,  hesighM ;  and  that  umneltiBg  breast. 
Which  arms  the  hand  of  death,  the  power  of 
toveeonfest. 


A  MONODY, 

nfSCIIBBD  TO   MY  WOSTHY  PaXIND 

JOHN  SCOTT,  ESQ. 

yStUG   WllTTBII   m   HIS  GAEI>B1I   AT   AMWS&t,     m 
BfiaTffOaMHIU,  THE  BICIMMIMG  OF  TUB  YBAB  1769.    I 

FaiEim  of  my  genius!  on  whose  natal  hour,        I 

Shone  the  same  star,  but  shone  with  brighter  [ 

_       ray;  [ 


Like  thee,  iuspir'd  by  love — 'twas  Delia's  charmsl 
'Twas  Ilia's  taste  the  new  creation^ve : 
For  her  my  groves  in  plaintive  dgbs  would 
wave. 

And  call  her  atraent  to  their  matter's  arms. 

She  comes — ^Ye  flowers,  your  £Mrest  bloomt  vm* 
fold. 

Ye  waving  groves,  your  plaintive  sighs  fefbear. 

Breathe  all  your  fragrance  to  the  am'ious  air. 
Ye  snutiog  shnibs  ^hose  heads  are  cloth'd  with 
goU! 

She  comes,  by  truth,  by  &ir  a£feetioo  led. 
The  k>ng  tov'd  aiistrBssof  my  fiiithful  heart  t 
The  mistress  of  my  sonl,  bo  more  to  part. 

And  all  my  hopes  aad  all  my  vows  are  spcd# 

Vain,  vain  delosioDs !  dreams  fbr  ever  fled ! 
Ere  twice  the  spring  had  wak'd  the  gemal  boor. 
The  lovely  parent  bote  one  beauteous  flower. 

And  dro(^'d  her  gentle  head, 

And  sunk,  for  ever  sunk,  into  her  silent  bedb 

Friend  of  my  genius !  partner  of  my  fkte  I 
*^  equal  sense  of  painfiil  snfllMng  borh  I 

From  whose-fMid  breast  A  lovely  pareiiC  tam^ 
Bedew'd  thy  pale  cheek  with  a  tear  so  )ate>-' 

Oh  !  let  us  mindlhl  of  theshort,  short  date. 
That  bears  tbe  spoil  of  human  hopes  away. 
Indulge  sweet  mem'ry  of  aach  happier  da^  I 

No,  ckae,  fgt  eter  close  tbe  iron  gate 
Of  cold  oblivioB  on  that  dftary  celt. 
Where  the  pale  sBades  of  past  ei^oyments  ^tw^]. 
And,  painting  to  their  bleeding  bosomiS,  say, 
"  On  fife's  disastroas  hour  what  vaaied  met 
await  t" 

Let  scenes  of  softer,  gentler  kind,. 

Awake  to  fancy's  soothing  call. 
And  milder  on  the  pensive  mind. 

The  shadew'd  thought  of  grief  shall  fiOL 

Oft  as  the  slowly^losing  day 
Draws  her  pale  mantle  from  the  dew-«tar's  eye^ 
What  time  the  shepherd'scry 

Leads  from  the  pasturM  hills  his  flocks  awajy 

Attentive  to  the  tender  lay 
That  steals  from  Phikmiela's  breast. 

Let  us  in  musing  silence  stray^ 

Where  Lee  beholds  in  mazes  slow 

His  uncomplaining  waters  flow. 
And  all  his  whisp'ring  shores  invite  the  charms 
of  rest 


IMITATION  Of  fFALLER. 

WALKBa  TO  ST.     EvtBM0NI>. 
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THE  DUCBESS  OF  MAZARINE. 

ON  BBft   RBTIKINO   INTO   A    COHVBMT. 

Yb  holy  cures  that  haunt  these  lonely  cells, 
lliese  scenes  where  salutary  sadness  dwells; 
Ye  sighs  that  minute  the  slow  wasting  day. 
Ye  pale  regrets  that  wear  my  life  away; 
Obid  these  passions  for  the  world  depart, 
These  wild  desires,  and  vanities  of  heart. 
Hide  every  trace  of  vice,  of  follies  past. 
And  yield  to  Heaven  the  victory  at  last 
To  that  the  poor  remains  of  life  are  due, 
TIs  Heaven  that  calls,  and  I  the  call  pursue. 

Lord  of  my  life,  my  future  cares  are  thine. 
My  love,  my  duty  greet  thy  holy  shrine : 
No  more  my  heart  to  vainer  hopes  F  give. 
But  live  for  thee,  whose  bounty  bids  me  live. 
The  power  that  gave  these  little  charms  their 
grace, 
His  favours  bounded,  and  confined  their  space ; 
Spile  ofthose  charms  shall  time,  with  rude  essay. 
Tear  from  the  cheek  the  transient  rose  away. 
But  the  free  mind,  ten  thousand  ages  past. 
Its  Maker's  form,  shall  with  iU  Maker  last. 

Uncertain  objects  still  our  homes  employ; 
Uncertain  all  that  bears  the  name  of  joy ! 
Of  all  that  feel  the  injuries  of  fate 
Uncertain  is  the  search,  and  short  the  date. 
Yet  eVn  thit  boon  what  thousands  wish  togain^ 
That  boon  of  death,  the  sad  resource  of  pain  ! 

Once  on  my  path  all  Fortune's  glory  fell. 
Her  vain  magniBcence,  and  courtly  swell  : 
Love  touch 'd  my  soul  at  least  with  soft  desires, 
And  vanity  there  fed  her  meteor  fires. 
This  truth  at  last  the  mighty  scenes  let  fall. 
An  hour  of  innocence  was  worth  them  all. 

I,.ord  of  my  life  I  O,  let  thy  sacred  ray 
Shine  o*er  my  heart,  and  break  its  clouds  away. 
Deluding,  flattering,  faithless  world,  adieu  ! 
Long  hast  thou  taught  me,  God  is  only  true : 
That  God  alone  I  trust,  alone  adore. 
No  more  deluded,  and  misled  no  more. 

Come,   sacred   hour,  when  wav'ring  doubts 
shall  cease ! 
Come,  holy  scenes  of  long  repose  and  peace ! 
Yet  shall  my  heart,  to  otJier  interests  true, 
A  moment  balance  'twixt  the  world  and  you  ? 
Of  pensive  nights,  of  long- reflecting  days. 
Be  yours,  at  last,  the  triumph  and  the  praise. 

Great,  gracious   Master,   whose  unbounded 
sway. 
Felt  thro*  ten  thousand  worlds,those  worlds  obey; 
Wilt  thou  for  once  thy  awful  gloiies  shade. 
And  deign  t*  espouse  the  creature  thou  bast 

made? 
All  other  ties  indignant  I  disclaim, 
Dishonour'd  those,  and  infamous  to  name ! 

O  fatal  ties  for  which  such  tears  I've  shed. 
For  which  the  pleasnres  of  the  world  lay  dead  I 
That  world's  soft  pleasures  you  alone  disarm ; 
That  world  without  you,  still  m  ght  have  its 

chann. 
But  now  those  scenes  of  tempt  rog  Hope  I  close. 
And  seek  the  peaceful  studies  nf  nMincf*  • 


I  Dress,  figure,8plendoar,  diarms  of  play,  fiMewtU^- 
And  all  the  toilet's  science  to  excel ; 
E'en  Love  that  ambushed  in  this  beauteous  hair. 
No  more  shall  lie,  like  Indian  archers,  there. 
Go,  erring  Love  i  fbr  nobler  ol^ects  given  ! 
Go,  beauteous  hair,  a  sacrifice  to  Heaven ! 

Soon  shall  the  veil  these  glowing  features  hide. 
At  once  the  period  of  their  power  and  pride  1 
The  helpless  lover  shall  no  more  com^ain 
Of  vows  unheard,  or  unrewarded  pain ; 
While  calmly  sleep  in  each  uatutor'd  bieaat 
My  secret  sorrow,  and  his  sighs  profest. 

Go,  flattering  train !   and,  slaves  to  me  d» 
more. 
With  the  sauie  sighs  some  happier  fair  adore  \ 
Your  alter'd  £uth  I  blame  not,  nor  bewail — 
And  haply  yet,  (what  woman  is  not  fituH) 
Yet,  haply,  might  I  calmer  minutes  prove. 
If  he  that  lov'd  me  knew  no  other  love ! 

Yet  were  that  ardour,  which  his  breast  in- 
spired, 
By  charms  of  more  than  morul  beauty  fir'd ; 
What  nobler  pride  !  could  1  to  Heaven  resign 
The  zeal,  the  service  that  I  boasted  mine  ! 
O,  change  your  false  desires,  ye  flattering  train,, 
And  love  me  pious,  whom  you  lov*d  profane ! 

These  long  adieus  with  lovers  doom'd  to  go. 
Or  prove  their  merit,  or  my  weakness  show,' 
But  Heaven,  to  such  soft  f^ilties  leas  severe. 
May  spaie  the  tribute  of  a  female  tear. 
May  yield  one  tender  moment  to  deplore 
lliose  gentle  hearts  that  I  must  hold  no  more. 


THE  AMUBLE  KING. 

Tub  free-bom  Muse  her  tribute  rarely  brii^. 
Or  bums  her  incense  to  the  power  of  kii^  f 
But  Virtue  ever  shall  her  voice  command. 
Alike  a  spade  or  sceptre  in  her  hand. 
Is  there  a  prince  untainted  with  a  throne. 
That  makes  the  interest  of  mankind  his  own  ; 
Whose  bounty  knows  no  boxinds  of  time  or  pbocr 
Who  nobly  feels  fbr  all  the  human  race  : 
A  prince  that  acts  in  reason's  steady  sphere 
No  slave  to  passion,  and  no  dupetb  fear  * 
A  breast  where  mild  humanity  resides,  ' 
Where  virtue  dictates,  and  where  wisdom  nidei; 
A  mind  that,  stretch'd   beyond  the  y^rs^ 

youth. 
Explores  the  secret  springs  of  taste  and  troth  ? 
These,  these  are  virtues  which  the  Muse  shall 

sing; 
And  plant,  fur  these,  her  laurelstxKind  a  kinjr ' 
Britannia's  monarch !'  this  shall  be  thy  prabe  ; 
For  this  be  orown'd  with  never-fodingbajsi 


THE  EAPPY  riLLAGER. 

ViRTUB  dwells  in  Arden's  vale; 
There  her  hallow'd  temples  rise, 
Tliere  her  incense  greets  the  skies. 
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There  the  Sun^s  decKning  ray 
Fairer  paints  the  parting  day  : 
There  the  woodlark  loader  singf , 
Zephyr  nooves  on  softer  wings» 
Groves  in  greener  honours  rise^ 
Purer  az^^re  spreads  the  skies ; 
There  the  fountains  dearer  flow^ 
Flowers  in  brighter  beauty  blow : 
For,  with  Peace  and  Virtue,  there 
Lives  the  happy  Tillager. 

Distant  still  from  Arden*s  vale 
Are  the  woes  the  bad  bewail ; 
Distant  fell  Remorse,  and  Paiq, 
And  Fren/.y  smiling  o'er  her  chain ! 
GrieTs  quick  pang,  Despair's  dead  groan. 
Are  in  Arden's  vale  unknown : 
For,  with  Peace  and  Virtue,  there 
Lives  the  happy  villager ! 

In  his  hospitable  cell, 
Love,  and  Truth,  and  Freedom  dwell  j 
And,  with  aspect  mild  and  free, 
TTie  graceful  nymph,  Simplicity. 
Hail,  ye  liberal  graces,  hail  ! 
Natives  all  of  Arden's  vale : 
For,  with  Peace  and  Virtue,  there 
Liyes  the  happy  vil^ger. 


HYMENEAL. 

eti    TBB   MARRfAOB  Of    HIS   PHBSBNT  MAJKSTT. 

AwAKB,  thou  everlasting  lyre ! 

Tbat  once  the  mighty  Pindar  strnn?, 
When  wrapt  with  more  than  mortal  fire. 

The  gods  of  Greece  he  snng !  Awake ! 
Arrest  the  rapid  foot  of  Time  again 
With  liquid  notes  of  joy,  and  pleasure's  melting 
strain. 

CiqwdM  with  each  beauteous  flower  that  bk>ws 

On  Acidalia's  tuneful  side; 

With  all  Aonia's  rosy  pride. 
Where  numerous  Aganippe  flows ; 
From  Thespian  groves  and  fountains  wild, 

Come,  thon  yellow-vested  boy. 

Redolent  of  youth  and  joy, 
Fair  Urania's  fiivour'd  child*  I 

George  to  thee  devotes  the  day  t 

lo  1  Hymen,  haste  away ! 

Daughter  of  the  genial  main ! 
Queen  of  youth  and  rosy  smiles, 
^ueen  of  dimple -dwelling  wiles ; 
Come  with  all  thy  Paphian  train : 
O,  give  the  fiiir  tbat  blooms  for  Britain's  throne, 
Thy  melting  charms  of  love,  thy  soul-enchaoting 
zone! 

Daughter  of  the  genial  main  1 
Bring  that  heart-dissolving  power. 


Paphian  aire  in  ambush  8leq> 
On  the  still  bosom  of  the  deep; 
Paphian  maids  around  her  move, 
Keen-ey'd  Hope,  and  Joy,  and  Love: 
Their  rosy  br^ists  a  thousand  Cupids  lave. 
And  dip  their  wanton  wings,  and  beat  the  buxom 
wave. 

But  mark,  of  more  than  vulgar  mein. 
With  regal  grace  and  radiant  eye, 
A  form  in  youthful  majesty  ! 
Britain,  hail  thy  favonr'd  queen  ! 

For  her  the  conscious  sea  subsides ; 
Old  Ocean  curbs  his  thund'ring  tides. 
O'er  the  glassy-bosom'd  main 
Venus  lends  her  laughing  train  ; 
The  Paphian  maids  move  graceful  by  her  side. 
And  o'er  the  buxom  waves  the  rosy  Cupids  ride, 

Fly>  ye  fairy-footed  hours ! 
Fly,  with  aromatic  flowers ! 
Such  as  bath'd  in  orient  dews, 
Beauty's  living  glow  diffuse ; 
Such  as  in  Idalia's  grove 
Breathe  the  sweets,  the  soul  of  love  I 

Come,  genial  god  of  chaste  delight. 
With  wreathes  of  festive  roses  crown'd. 

And  torch  that  bums  with  radiance  bright. 
And  liberal  robe  that  sweeps  the  ground  t 
Bring  the  days  of  golden  joy. 
Pleasures  pure,  that  never  cloy ! 
Bring  to  Britain's  happy  pair. 
All  that's  kind,  and  good,  and  fair! 
George  to  thee  devotes  the  day : 
lo !  Hymen,  haste  away. 

Daughters  of  Jove  \  ye  virgins  sage. 
That  wait  on  Camus'  hoary  age  ; 
Tbat  oft  his  winding  vales  along 
Have  smooth'd  your  silver- woven  song; 
O  wake  once  more  those  lays  sublime. 
That  live  beyond  the  wrecks  of  time  ! 
•   To  crown  your  Albion's  boasted  pair. 
The  never«iading  wreath  prepare  ; 
While  her  rocks  echo  to  this  strain, 
**  The  friends  of  freedom  and  of  Britain  reign.  ** 
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Ti8  o'er,  the  pleasing  prospect's  o'er  I 
My  weary  heart  can  hope  nu  more—     . 
Then  welcome,  wan  Despair  t 
Approach  with  all  thy  dreadftil  train ! 
Wild  Anguish,  Discontent  and  Pain, 
And  tbomy.piliow'd  Care. 

Gay  Hope,  and  Ease,  and  Joy,  and  Rest, 
All,  all  that  charms  the  peaceful  breast. 
For  erer  I  resign. 
Let  pale  Anxiety  histead. 
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To  watch  tb«  ^ftnt  ttU ; 
Perhaps,  onSiiadali'«bi]liforim% 
He  (mints,  vitli  aching  toil  o^erboniy 

And  life's  last  ^iriU  fail 

Ah,  ne I  the  cniel thoaght  forbear! 
Avaant,  then  fiend  of  fell  despair. 
That  only  death  canst  giro ! 
While  Hear'a  eternal  mlas  akove, 
Almena  yet  may  find  her  bfts^ 
And  Solymaa  may  live ! 


warma  nr 

^  COTTAGE^ARDEN, 

AT  A  VILLAGE  IN  LOltRAlN. 

OCCASIOHtD  BT   A  TBADmOIl   COWCIRHIMG  A 

Taaa  or  aosaiiAiY, 
Arbustnm  loquitur. 

O  THOU,  whom  Vmt  and  fancy  lead 
To  wsinder  near  this  woodland  hill. 
If  ever  music  smootb'd  thy  quill. 

Or  pity  wak'd  thy  gentle  reed, 
Reuose  heneath  my  humble  tree, 
If  thou  lo?*st  simplicity. 

Stmnger,  if  thy  lot  has  laid 

In  toilsome  scenes  of  busy  life. 

Full  sorely  may'st  thou  rue  the  strife 
Of  weary  passions  ill  repaid. 

In  a  garden  live  with  me. 

If  thou  lov'st  simplicity. 

Flowers  have  spniag  for  aiaof  a  year 

O'er  the  village  maideo^s  grave. 

That,  one  memorial  sprig  to  save. 
Bore  it  from  a  sister's  bier ; 

And,  bomewaid  wallup|,  wepto*ermc 

The  true  tears  of  simplicity. 

And  soan,  ber  cottage  wiadow  near. 

With  care  my  slender  btem  she  piac*d ', 

And  fondly  thus  her  grief  emfarac'd; 
And  cherish 'd  sad  remembrance  dear : 

For  love  siscert  and  ftiaaddiip  free 

Are  children  of  simplicity. 

When  past  was  many  a  painful  day, 
Slow-pacing  o*er  the  village  green. 
In  white  were  all  its  maidene  aeea. 

And  bore  ray  guardian  fkiend  away. 
Ah  death!  what  sacriAee  to  thee, 
The  ruins  of  simplicity. 

One  gen'ruus  swain  bcr  heart  approv*d, 
A  youih  whose  fond  and  foithftil  breast, 
With  many  an  artless  sigh  eenfees'd, 

in  Natural  language,  thathelor'd: 
But,  straager,  'tis  no  tela  to  thee. 
Unless  thou  lov'st  simpUoity. 

He  died— and  soon  ber  lip  was  cold, 

A  nd  soon  her  rosy  cheek  was  pale ; 

The  village  wept  to  hear  the  tale. 
When  for  both  theftlow  beU  tofl'd^ 

Beneath  yon  flow'ry  tuvf  tbey  lie, 

The  lovait  of  simplieity. 

Yet  one  boon  have  I  to  crave ; 

Strsnger,  if  thy  pity  Weed, 

Wilt  thou  do  OM  tevdor  de^. 
And  strew  my  p*te  Iwpefa  a'ar  thair  grave  > 


So  lightly  lie  the  twf  en  thee. 
Because  thou  lov'st  simplicity. 


THE  PASTORAL  FAItT  OF 
MILTON'S  EPITAPHIUM  DJMONIS. 

O  FOR  the  soft  lajrs  of  Hinieria's  maids ! 
The  strains  that  djed  in  Arethusa's  shades  ; 
Tun'd  to  wild  sorrow  on  ber  mournful  shore. 
Wben  Daphnis,  Hylas,  Bion  breath'd  no  more ! 
Thames'  vocal  wave  shall  ev*ry  note  proloog. 
And  all  his  villas  learn  the  Doric  song. 

How  Thyrsis  moum'd  his  long  lov'd  Damon 

dead, 
What  sighs  he  ntter'd,  and  what  tears  be  abed— 
Ye  dim  retreats,  ye  wandering  fountaina  know. 
Ye  desert  wilds  bore  witness  to  his  woe: 
Where  oft  in  grief  he  past  the  tedious  day. 
Or  loody  languished  the  dull  night  away. 
Twice  had  the  fields  their  blooming  hoooors 

borej 
And  Autumn  twice  resigned  bis'golden  stote, 
UncoMciousofhisloss,  while  Thynis  staid 
To  woo  the  sweet  Muse  in  the  Tuscan  shade: 
Ciown'd  with  her  fevour,  when  besought  agam 
His  flock  forsaken,  and  his  natave  plain ; 
Wben  to  bis  old  elm's  wonted  shade  retum'd — 
Then— then,  he  miss'd  his  parted  frieod    id 

moum'd. 
And  go,  he  cryM,  my  tender  lambe,  adieu  1 
Your  wretched  master  has  no  time  for  you. 

Yet  are  there  pow'rs  divine  in  Earth  or  sky  ? 
Gods  can  tbey  be  who  destio'd  tbee  to  die  ? 
And  shak  thou  mix  with  shades  of  vulgar  name ; 
Lost  thy  fair  honours,  and  forgot  thy  feme? 
Not  he,  the  god  whose  golden  wand  restrains 
The  pale  ey'd  people  of  the  gloOtey  plamsy 
Of  Damon's  fate  shall  thus  regardless  be, 
Or  suffer  vulgar  shades  to  herd  with  thee. 
Then  go,  he  cry'd,  &c 

Yet  while  one  stram  my  tramblinf  loogv 
may  try. 
Not  unlamented,  shepherd,  sbalt  thou  die. 
Long  in  these  fields  thy  feme  shall  flourish  feir, 
And  Daphnis  only  greater  honours  share; 
To  Daphnis  only  purer  vows  be  paid, 
While  Pan  or  Pales  loves  the  vulgar  shade. 
If  truth  or  science  may  sunrive  the  grave. 
Or,  what  is  more,  a  poet's  friendship  save. 

These,  these  are  thine:   for  me  what  hspep 
remain  ? 
Save  of  long  surrow,  andofaagmshvain. 
For  who,  still  feithfol  to  my  side,  shall  go, 
Like  tbee,  tbrongh  regions  dad  with  chilling 

snow? 
Like  time,  the  rage  of  fiery  summers  bear, 
Wben  fedes  the  wan  flower  in  the  boraing  sir? 
The  lurking  dangers  of  the  chase  essay, 
Or  sooth  with  song  and  various  tales  the  day? 
Then  go,  &c. 

To  whom  shaU  I  my  hopes  and  faaia  iasfart? 
Or  trust  the  eareaaadfbllias  of  my  beast? 
Whose  gentle  councils  put  those  cares  to  flight  f 
Whose  cheerfol  poofeiM  ohflat  the  tedious  nigbt  ( 
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The  locial  hetrtk  whfD  ^atoom't  treisares  store. 
Chill  Uow  the  whids  without,  and  through  the 
bleak  elm  roar* 
Then  go,  he* 

When  the  teee  cqni  of  rannMr  ooeas  iwtdtf 
And  Pan  repesei  in  the  frten-voed  shade, 
The  fl*pherds  hide,  the  nsFMpbe  plunge  down 
the  deep,  [sleep. 

And  vaves  the  hedgo*Tow  o*«r  the  pUmghman's 
Ah !  who  shull  charm  with  Mieh  uddress  re^'d. 
Such  attic  wit,  and  e|eg»Dce  of  nuQd  ? 
Then  go,  kc 

Alas !  now  lopely  round  WJ  fields  I  stray» 
And  tooely  seelc  the  pasture's  wonted  «ay» 
Or  in  some  dim  vale's  moumftil  shade  repose^* 
There  pensive  wait  the  wearv  <Uy's  slow  dose. 
While  showers  descend,  the  gloomy  tepapest 

raves,  ' 

^d  o'er  my  head  the  straggling  twilight  waves. 
Then  go,  flw;. 

Where  once  fait  harvest  clothM  my  cultur'd 
plain, 
Now  weeds  obscene  and  i««ing  hrambles  reign  ^ 
The  groves  of  myrtle  and  the  clustering  vine 
Detigbt  no  more,  for  joy  no  more  is  mine. 
My  flocks  no  koger  fUid  a  master's oare; 
Ev'n  piteous  as  they  gaze  with  looks  of  dumb 


ThengOb  k^ 

Thy  hasel,  Tjrt'ras,  has  no  eharms  for  me; 
Nor  yet  thy  mid  ash,  lov'd  Alphesihee, 
No  more  shall  Isney  wave  her  rural  dream, 
By  iEgan's  willow,  or  Amjnita's  stream. 
The  trembKnf  leaves,  the  fbuntalns  cool  serene. 
The  murmuriBg  zephyr,  and  the  mossy  green— 
These  imile  unseen,  and  those  unheeded  play, 
I  cut  my  shrubs,  wd  careless  walk'd  am  ay. 
Then  go,  he, 

Moptuf ,  who  knows  what  fotes  the  stais  dis- 

peose. 
And  folyesthe  glove's  wild  warhlings  into  sense, 
Thus  Mopsua  i^arU'd^"  what  thus  thy  q;>leen 

canntpve? 
Some  baleful  nhtoeU  or  some  hopeless  love  ? 
The  star  of  Sakuni  oft  aaooys  the  swain. 
And  in  the  dull  ooLd  breast  long  holds  bis  leaden 

reign." 
Then  go,  ^c 

The  aymphs  loo^  piteooi  of  their  shepherd's 
Came  the  sad  cause  solioilout  to  know.      [woe, 
"  Is  this  the  post  of  jooond  youth,'*  tbev  f  rv. 
Thai  laok  disgusted,  and  that  downcast  ey  ? 
^%f  smiles  and  love  en  that  sofi  season  wait; 
He's  twice  a  wretch  whom  beauty  wounds  too 
late*.>* 
Thengf^  ha* 


^Milton  seems  to  have  borrowed  thisaenti- 
Ittent  horn  Guarinl : 

Cha  se  easaalea  la  eawita  etate 


Bwrai  dttppip>iagmen(to, 

S  dl  quel,  ohe  poaeodanon  lolasti^ 

•  di  q«el,  ohftioleada  noD  patoai^ 


One  gentle  tear  the  British  Chloris  gave, 

Chloristhe  grace  of  Maldpa's  porple  wavo— 

In  vain — ^roy  grief  no  soothing  words  disarm. 

No  future  hopes,  nor  present  good  eaocharnu 

Then  go,  2&c. 

The  happier  flocks  one  social  spirit  moves, 
llie  same  their  spoits,  their  pastures  and  their 

loves; 
Their  hearts  to  no  peculiar  object  tend. 
None  knows  a  fhv'nte,  or  selects  a  friend. 
So  herd  the  various  natives  of  the  main. 
And  Proteqs  drives  m  crowds  his  scaly  train  ; 
The  feather'd  tribes  too  find  an  easier  fate. 
The  meanest  sparrow  still  eqyoys  his  mate; 
And  when  by  chance  or  wearing  age  she  dies. 
The  transient  loss  a  second  choice  supplies. 
Man,  hapless  man,  for  ever  doom'd  to  know 
The  dire  vexations  that  from  discord  flow. 
In  all  the  countless  numbers  of  his  kind. 
Can  scarcely  meet  with  one  congenial  mind; 
If  haply  fbund,  Death  wings  the  fetal  dart. 
The  tender  union  breaks,  and  breaks  his  heart. 
Then  go,  kc 

Ah  me !  what  errour  tempted  me  tp  go 
O'er  fbreign  mountains,  and  thro'  Alpine  snow  ? 
Too  great  the  price  to  mark  in  Tyber's  gk)€m 
The  mournful  image  of  departed  Rone  I 
Nay,  yetimmortaly  oould  she  boasi  i^» 
The  glorisa  of  her  universal  reign. 
And  all  that  Maro  left  his  fields  to  see. 
Too  great  the  purchase  to  abandon  thee! 
To  leave  thee  in  a  land  no  longer  seen  ! — 
Bid  moontama  rise,  and  oceans  roll  between  !— 
Ah!  notembracethee!— nottoseetheedie! 
Meel  thy  last  looks,  or  close  thy  languid  eye  ! 
Not  one  fond  farewell  with  thy  shade  to  send. 
Nor  hid  thee  think  of  thy  surviving  frieod  1 
Then  go,  he. 

Ye  Tuscan  shepherds,  pardon  me  this  tear  I 
Dear  to  the  Muse,  to  me  for  ever  dear ! 
The  youth  I  mourn  a  Tuscan  title  bore«- 
See  Lydian  Lucca  *  for  her  son  deplore! 
O  days  of  ecstacy !  when  wrapt  I  lay 
Where  Arno  wanders  down  bis  flow'ryway, — 
Pluck 'd  the  pale  violet,  press'd  the  velvet  mead. 
Or  bade  the  myrtle's  baUny  fragranoe  bleed  1— 
Delighted,  heard  amid  the  rural  throng, 
Menateas  strive  with  Lycidas  in  song. 
Ofl  would  my  vok»  the  mimic  strain  essay. 
Nor  haply  aU  unheeded  was  my  lay. 
For,  &hepherds,  yet  I  boast  your  gen'ious  meedt 
The  osier  basket,  and  compacted  reed ; 
Prancino  crown'd  me  with  a  poet's  fiime. 
And  Dati  <  taught  his  beechen  groves  my  namei 

^  The  Tuscans  were  a  branch  of  the  Pelasgi 
that  migrated  into  Europe,  not  many  ages  after 
the  dispersioB.  Some  of  them  marched  by  land 
as  fiir  as  Lydia»  and  from  thence  detached  a 
colony  under  the  conduct  of  Tyisenqs  to  Italy. 

s  When  MUtoa  was  in  Italy,  Carlo  Dati  waa 
professor  of  philosophy  at  Florence-*^  liberal 
friend  to  men  of  genius  and  learning,  as  wel) 
foreigners  as  his  own  countrymen.  He  wrote  a 
panegyric  and  some  poems  on  Lewis  XIV.  be- 
sides other  tracts. 
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TO  THE  REF.  MR.  LAMB. 

Lamb^  oonld  the  Mine  that  boasts  thy  forming 
care. 

Unfold  the  gratefnl  feelnig»of  my  heart. 
Her  hand  for  thee  should  many  a  wreath  prepare. 

And  cull  the  choicest  flowers  with  studious  art 

For  mark'd  by  thee  was  each  imperfect  ray 
That  haply  wander'd  o'er  my  in&nt  mind  ; 

The  dawn  of  genius  brightenM  into  day. 
As  tliy  skill  opened,  as  thy  lore  refin'd. 

Each  uncouth  lay  thai  faulter'd  from  my  totigue, 
At  eve  or  mom  from  Eden's  murmtirs  caught  ^ 

Whatever  I  painted,  and  whatever  I  sung, 
Tbo*  rude  the  strain,  tho'    artless  was   the 
draught; 

You  wisely  prais'd,  and  fed  the  sacred  fire 
That  warms  the  breast  with  lore  and  honest 
fame; 
You  swelPd  to  nobler  heights  the  infant  lyre, 
Rais'd  the  low  thought,  and  check'd  th'  exu- 
berant flame. 

O  could  the  Muse  in  future  times  obtain 
One  humble  garland  from  th'  Aonian  tree  ! 

With  joy  rd  bind  thy  favoured  brows  again. 
With  joy  Pd  form  a  fiurer  wreath  for  thee. 


EPISTLE  TO  MR. 


'  lOM  scenes  where  &ncy  do  excursion  tries. 
Nor  trusts  her  wing  to  smoke-eovelop'd  skies; 
Far  from  the  town*s  detested  haunts  remov'd. 
And  nought  but  thee  deserted  that  I  lov'd ; 
From  noise  and  folly  and  the  world  got  free, 
One  truant  thought  yet  only  sUys  for  thee. 
What  is  that  world  which  makes  the  heart  its 

slave? 
A  restless  sea,  revolving  wave  on  wave  :     . 
There  rage  the  storms  of  each  uncertain  dime; 
There  float  the  wrecks  of  fortune  and  of  time : 
There  hope's    smooth  gales  in  soft  succession 

blow, 
While  disappointment  hides  the  rock  below. 
TJie  syren  pleasures  tune  their  fatal  breath. 
And  lull  you  to  the  long  repose  of  death. 
What  is  that  world  ?  ah  ! — ^'tis  no  more 
Than  the  vext  ocean  while  we  walk  the  shore. 
lAJud  roar  the  wmds  and  swell  the  wild  waves 

high. 
Lash  the  rude  beach,  and  frighten  all  the  sky ; 
No  longer  shall  my  little  bark  be  rent. 
Since  Hope  resign'd  her  anchor  to  Content 

Like  some  poor  fisher  that,  escap'd  with  life. 
Will  trust  no  more  to  elemental  strife ; 
But  siu  hi  safety  on  the  green-bank  side. 
And  lives  upon  the  leavings  of  the  tide ; 
Like  him  contented  you  your  friend  shall  see. 
As  safe,  as  happy,  and  as  poor  as  he. 


TO  A  LADY, 

OK  aXADIMO  AH  ILB6T    WirmN  IT  BBft  ON  ni 
IKAaCB  OF   lAPPlMBSS. 

Tofeek  ttie  kvely  nympb  you shig, 
I've  wander'd  many  a  weary  mUe, 

From  grove  to  grove,  from  spring  to  spiilig; 
If  here  or  there  she  deign'd  to  smile. 

Nay  what  I  now  must  blush  to  say. 

For  pure  it  bap'd  in  evil  hour; 
T  once  so  far  mistook  my  way. 

To  seek  her  in  the  haunts  of  power. 

How  should  success  my  search  betide. 
When  still  so  far  I  wander'd  wrong  ? 

For  Happiness  on  Arrowe's  side. 
Was  listening  to  Maria*s  song. 

Delighted  thos  with  you  to  stay» 
What  hope  have  I  the  nym[^  to  tee  ; 

Unless  you  cease  your  magic  lay. 
Or  bring  her  in  your  arms  to  mc  ? 


TO  ALMENA. 

raOM   TBS   BANKS   OF  THE   laWAH. 

*'  Whbrb  trembling  poplars  shade  their  parent 

vale. 
And  tune  to  melody  the  mountahi  gale ; 
Where  Irwan  murmurs  musically  slow. 
And  breathing  breezes  through  his  oaien  blow; 
Friend  of  my  heart,  behold  thy  poet  laid 
In  the  dear  silence  of  his  native  shade ! 
Ye  sacred  vales,  whereof  the  Muse,  unseen, 
Led  my  light  steps  along  the  moon-light  green; 
Ye  scenes,  where  peace  and  foncy  held  their 

For  ever  lov»d,  and  once  eiyoy'd  agam  ! 
Ah  1  wher^  is  now  that  nameless  bliss  refin'd. 
That  tranquil  hour,  that  vacancy  of  mind } 
As  sweet  the  wild  rose  bears  its  balmy  breast ; 
As  soon  the  breeze  with  murmurs  sooths  to  rest ; 
As  smooth  the  stream  of  silver  Irwan  flows; 
As  fair  each  flower  along  his  border  blows ; 
Yet  dwells  not  here  that  nameless  bliss  refin'd, 
That  tranquil  hour,  that  vacancy  of  mind. 
Is  it  that  knowledge  is  allied  to  woe; 
And  are  we  happy  only  e'er  we  know  ? 
Is  it  that  Hope  withholds  her  golden  ray. 
That  Fancy's  f5siry  visions  fade  away  ? 
Or  can  I.  distant  far  from  all  that's  dear. 
Be  happy  only  when  Almena's  near  ? 
That  truth,  the  feelings  of  my  heart  diidose: 
Too  dear  the  friendship  for  the  friend's  repose." 
Thus  moum'd  the  Mnse,  when  thro'  his  osieis 

wild. 
The  hill-bom  Irwan  rais'd  his  head  and  smiM : 
"  Child  of  my  hopes,"  he  fondly  cried,  «for- 
Nor  let  thy  Irwan  witness  thy  desqpair.      [bear; 
Has  peace  indeed  forsook  my  flow'ry  shore  I 
Shall  Faroe,  and  Hope,  and  Fancy  charm  oa 

more? 
Tho'  Fame  and  Hope  In  kindred  air  depart. 
Yet  Fancy  still  should  hold  thee  to  her  heart; 
For,  at  thy  birth,  the  village  hind  has  seen 
Her  light  wings  wavmg  o'er  the  shadowy  green. 
With  rosy  wreatlis  she  crown'd  the  new-bofH 

hours. 
And  rival  fairies  filPd  ^y  bed  with  flowers; 
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In  Taiii— if  grief  ^hall  waste  thy  blooming  years, 
.And  life  dianlTe  in  lolitade  andtean.*' 


TO  GEORGE  COLMAN,  ESQ. 

TainZID  TO  TBI  COtEBfPOMOBllCI  OP  THBODOClCrf 
AVD  OatfaTAMTIA. 

To  lire  beneath  the  golden  itar  of  love, 
With  happier  fiuicy,  paamonsttiorerefln'd. 

Each  aoft'oing  charm  of  tendemeis  to  prove. 
And  all  the  finer  moTements  of  the  mind--- 

Froro  gifts  like  these  say,  what  the  hbasted  gain 

Of  those  who  exqaisitively  fieel  or  know  2 
Tlie  skill  from  pleasure  to  extract  the  pain. 

And  open  all  the  avennesof  woe. 
Yet  shall  we,  Colman,  at  these  gifts  repine } 

Impk>re  cold  apathy  to  jteel  the  heart  ? 
Would  yoa  that  sensibility  resign. 

And  with  those  powers  of  genins  wqold  you 
part? 

Ahmel  myfHend!  nor  deem  the  vene  divine 
That  weakness  wrote  in    Petrarch's  gentle 
strain! 
When  once  he  own'd  at  lovcf s  unfiivhring  shrine 
^A  thousand  pleasures  were  not  wwth  one 
pain.*' 

The  dreams  of  fimey  sooth  the  pensire  heart ; 
For  fiuicy^B  urn  can  new  delights  dii^Mnse: 
The  powers  of  genius  purer  joys  impart  | 
For  genius  brightens  all  the  springs  of  sense. 

O  charm  of  every  muse-enndbl'd  mind. 

Far,  far  above  the  grovelling  crowd  to  rise  \^^ 

ijeave  the  low  train  of  trifliug  cares  behind. 
Assert  iu  biHhright,  and  affect  the  skies  I 

O  right  divine,  the  pride  of  power  to  scorn ! 

On  fortune's  little  vanity  look  downj 
With  nobler  gifts,  to  fiun^  honours  bora. 

Than  fear,  orlbll|r,  fiuKifls  in  a  crown  I 

As  far  each  boon  that  Natnrs^s  hand  bestows 

The  worthless  gkHre  of  fortune's  train  eiceeds, 
Aiyonfturorb,  whose  beam  eternal  gk>ws, 

Outidiines  the  transient  meteor  that  it  foods. 
To  Nature,  Gotanan,  let  thy  incense  rise. 

For,  much  indebted,  much  hast  thou  to  pay ; 
For  taste  refined,  for  wit  coireotly  wise, 

Andikeen  discernment's  soul-pertading  ray. 

To  catch  M^  ipannersfrom  the  various  foos^ 
To  paint  the  nice  diversities  of  mind. 

The  l^iog  lines  of  character  to  trace. 
She  gave  thee  powers,  and  the  task  assigned. 

Seixe,  seize  the  pen !  the  sacred  hour  departs ! 

Nor,  led  by  kindness,  longer  lend  thine  ear : 
The  tender  tale  of  two  faigenuous  hearts 

Would  rob  thee  of  a  momen^Mid  a  totr. 


AN  ODE 

•    TO  Tmt  OBNIVS  or  WtSTMOftELAVn* 

Hau,  hidden  power  of  these  wild  groves, 
Tbese  uncouth  rocks,  and  mountains  grey  I 
Where  oft,  as  fades  theckmng  day. 

The  fhmily  of  Fancy  roves. 

¥OXn  KTI* 


In  what  lone  cave,  what  sacred  odl. 
Coeval  with  the  birth  of  Tmie, 
Wrapt  in  high  cares,  and  thoughts  sublime. 

In  awful  silenoe  dost  thou  dwell  ? 

Oft  in  the  depth  of  winter's  reign. 
As  blew  the  bleak  winds  o'er  the  dale; 
Moaning  ak>ng  the  distant  gale. 

Has  Fancy  heard  iby  voice  complain. 

Oft  in  the  dark  wood's  k>nely  way. 
Swift  has  she  seen  thee  glancing  by;   ^ 
Or  down  the  summer  evening  sky, 

^porting  in  ckmds  of  gilded  day. 

If  caught  from  thee  the  sacred  ftre^ 
That  glow'd  within  my  youthfisl  breast ; 
Those  thoughts  too  high  to  be  ezprest. 

Genius,  if  tbou  didst  once  inspiro, 

O  pleas'd  accept  this  votive  lay. 
That,  in  my  native  shades  retir'd. 
And  once,  once  more  by  thee  in^pir'd. 

In  gratitude  I  pay^ 


HTMN  TO  HOPE. 

Mjnm  VtiJ\fA$  'EAnj£  o  jffnW7s«9i  ^/Mi^y 

Zl^ifMfUf Hit. 

wmiTnii  IK  n61. 

Son  of  the  soul !  whose  cheerful  tif 
Darts  o'er  this  gk)om  of  lifo  a  smile  ; 

Sweet  Hope,  yet  further  gild  my  way. 
Yet  li^t  my  weary  steps  awhile. 

Till  thy  foir  lamp  ditsohre  in  endless  day. 

O  come  with  such  an  eye  and  mieq. 
As  when  by  amorous  shepherd  seen  ; 
While  in  theyiolet-breaming  vale 
He  meditates  his  evening  tele  I 
Nor  leave  behind  thy  foiry  train. 
Repose,  Belief,  and  Ftocy  tain ; 
That  towering  on  her  wing  subKnie, 
Outstrips  the  lazy  flight  of  Time, 
Riots  on  distant  days  with  thee^ 
And  opens  all  Aiterity, 

O  come !  and  to  my  pensiveeya 
Thy  fhr-foreseeing  tube  apply. 
Whose  kind  deq^ption  steals  uso'er 
The  gloomy  Faste  that  lies  beforo; 
Still  opening  to.the  distent  sight 
The  sunshine  of  the  mountain's  height  i 
Where  scenes  of  foirer  aspect  rise, 
Elysiangrpves,  and  azure  skieSi 

Nor,  gentle  Hope,  foiget  to  bring 
The  fomily  of  Youth  and  Spring ; 
The  hours  that  glide  in  sprightly  round. 
The  Mountain-nymphs  with  wild  thyme  crowned; 
Delight  that  dwells  with  raptur'd  eye 
On  stream,  or  flower,  or  field,  or  sky : 
And  fbremofit  in  thy  train  advance 
The  Loves  and  Joys  in  jovial  dance; 
Ifor  last  be  Espectetion  seen, 
That  wears  a  wreath  of  ever-green. 

Attended  thus  by  Belenu's  streams. 
Oft  hast  tbou  soothed  my  waking  dieams, 
Hh 
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When,  prone  benesth  an  osier  shade, 
At  large  my  vacant  limbs  were  kid ; 
To  thee  and  Fancy  all  resigned. 
What  visions  wander'd  o'er  my  mind  f 
Illusions  dear,  adieu  I  no  mare 
Shall  I  your  fairy  haunts  explore ; 
For  Hope  withholds  her  golden  ray, 
And  Fancy's  colours  faint  away. 
To  Eden's  shores,  to  Boon's  groves. 
Resounding  once  with  Delia's  loves. 
Adieu  I  that  name  shall  sound  no  oiore 
O'er  Enon's  groves  or  Eden's  shore : 
For  Hope  withholds  her  golden  ray,  * 
And  Fuicy's  colours  ^ntaway. 

life's  ocean  slept, — ^the  liquid  gale 
Gently  roov'd  the  waving  sail. 
Fallacious  Hope  I  y>(jfik  flattering  eye 
You  smil'd  to  see  tTO  streamers  6y. 
The  thunder  bursts,  the  mad  wind  raves. 
From  slumber  wake  the  'frighted  waves: 
You  saw  me,  fled  me  thus  disirest. 
And  tore  your  anchor  &oib  my  breast. 

Yet  come,  fisirftigitivc,  again; 
I  love  thee  still,  though  false  and  vain. 
Forgive  me,  gentle  Hope,  and  tell 
Where,  far  from  me,  you  deign  to  dwetf. 
To  tooth  Ambition's  wild  desires; 
To  feed  the  lovei"s  eager  fires ; 
To  swell  the  nuser's  mouldy  store; 
To  gild  the  dreaming  chynust's  ore; 
Are  these  thy  cares  ?— Or  more  humane. 
To  loose  the  w^-won  captive's  chain. 
And  bring  before  his  languid  sight 
The  channs  of  liberty  and  light : 
The  tears  of  drooping  Girief  to  dry  ;• 
And  hold  thy  ^toss  to  Somm'aeye  ? 

Or  do^st  thou  more  delight  to  dwell 
With  Silence  in  the  hermit's  cell  ? 
To  leach  Devotion's  flame  to  rise, 
And  wing  her  vespers  to  the  skies ; 
To  urge,  with  still  returning  care. 
The  holy  violence  of  prayer; 
in  rapfrons  visions  to  display 
The  reahns  of  everlasting  day. 
And  snatch  frtm  Time  the  golden  key. 
That  opens  all  eternity  ? 

Perchance,  on  some  unpeopled  strand. 
Whose  rocks  the  raging  tide  withstand. 
Thy  soothipg  smile,  in  deserts  drear, 
A  lonely  mariner  may  cheer. 
Who  bravely  hold^  bis  feeble  breath. 
Attack 'd  by  Famine,  Pain,  and  Dtoth. 
With  thee,  he,l>ears  eaeh  tedious  day 
Along  the  dreary  beach  to  stray : 
Whence  th^r  wide  way  his  toil'd  eyes  strain 
O'er  the  blue  bosom  of  the  main  f 
And  meet,  where  distant  surges  rave, 
A  white  sail  in  each  foaming  wave. 

Doom'd  from  each  native  joy  to  part. 
Each  dear  connection  of  the  heart. 
You  the  poor  exile's  steps  attend. 
The  only  undeserting  friend. 
You  wing  the  skyw^decUningyear ; 
You  dry  the  solitary  tear ; 
And  oft,  with  plpus.guile,  restore 
Those  scedies  he  must  behold  no  more. 


O  most  ador'd  of  Earth  or  ikies  r 
To  thee  ten  thoosand  temples  rise ; 
By  age  retain'd,  by  youth  carest,     • 
The  same  dear  idol  of  the  breast. 
Depriv'd  of  thee,  the  wretch  were  poor 
That  rolls  in  heaps  of  Lydian  ore: 
With  thee  the  simple  hind  is  gay. 
Whose  toil  supports  the  pasnng  day. 

The  roee-lip'd  Lorn  that,  round  their  queen, 
Danoe  o'er  Cythera's  smiling  green. 
Thy  aid  implore,  thy  power  d^play 
In  many  a  sweetly-waiMed  Isl^, 
For  ever  in  thy  sacred  shrine. 
Their  anextingnish'd  torches  riiiae  ; 
Idalian  flowers  their  sweets  diAise, 
And  myrtles  shed  their  balmy  dews. 
Ah !  still  propitious,  may'st  thou  ddgft 
To  sooth  an  anxious  lover's  pain ! 
By  thee  deserted,  well  I  know, 
I^s  heart  would  feel  no.  common  woe. 
His  gentle  prayer  propitious  hear. 
And  stop  the  f^uent>£s]ling  tear. 

For  me,  fiur  Hope,  if  once  again 
Perchance,  to  smile  on  me  you  deign^ 
Be  such  yoar  sweetly-rural  air, 
And  such  a  gracefol  visage  wear, 
As  when,  with  Truth  and  young  Desire^ 
You  wak'd  the  lord  of  Elagley's  lyre; 
And  painted  to  her  poet's  mind. 
The  charms  of  Lucy,  ftur  and  kind. 

But  ah !  too  early  kxt ! — then  go. 
Vain  Hope,  thoa  harbinger  of  woe. 
Ah(  no  ;^^at  thought  distract!  nyhevt; 
Indulge  me,  Hope,  we  Blast  not  part. 
Direct  the  future  as  yea  please ; 
Bat  give  me,  give  me  (resent  ease* 

Sun  of  the  soul  1  whose  cheerftil  ray 
Darts  o'er  this  gloom  of  lifb  a  smile ; 

Sweet  Hope,  yet  further  gild  my  way. 
Yet  Kgfat  my  weary  ttagt  awhile, 

TUI  thy  fair  Isunp  dissolve  in  endless  day. 


HTMf  TO  FLtTUS. 

Great   god  of  wealth,   befixe   whose  sacrsl. 
throne  [prooe! 

Tmth,  Honour,  Genius,  Ftoie»  attd  Worth  he 
To  thy  throng'd  temples  Uke  one  vot'ry  man : 
To  thee  a  poet  never  kneel'd  before. 

Adieu  the  gods  that  caught  my  early  prayer  f ' 
Wisdom  that  frown'd,  and  Knowledge  ftanght 

■  with  care, 
Friendship  that  every  veering  gak  coohl  move! 
And  Untxdizing  Hope,  and  IhitbleM  Ltyse  I 
These,  thesjeate slaves  that  in  thy  liv>ry  shine: 
For  Wisdom,  Friendship,  Love  tiimself  is  thine  f 

For  thee  111  labour  down  the  mine's  dark  way. 
And  leave  the  confines  of  enltv'ning  day ; 
For  thee  Astaria*s  shining  sands  explore. 
And  bear  the  splendours  of  Potosi's  ore ; 
Scale  the  high  roek,  aadt«npt  tbers^ngsco, 
And  think,  and  toil,  and  wish,  and  woke  for  Ihse. 
Farewell  the  sosnes  thtit  thoaghtkss  yoofth  oooM 

please ; 
The  flow'ry  scenes  of  indolence  and  ease. 
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Whefe  you  the  way  with  magic  power  begaUe, 
Bassora's  deep,  or  Lybia'g  deserts  smile. 

Foes  of  thy  worth,  that,  insolent  and  vain, 
Deride  thy  maxims,  and  r«dect  thy  reign. 
The  frao^  triN  of  virtae  stell  depm» 
And  make  no  more  tbdr  ravage  ia  my  heart. 
Away  "  The  tears  that  pity  taught  to  flow  !" 
Away  that  an^ish  for  a  brother>s  woe  I 
Adieu  to  these,  and  evVy  tiresome  guest. 
That  draih'd  my  fortunes,  or  destroyed  my  rest ! 

Ah,  good  Avaro !  could  I  thee  despise? 
Thee,  good  Avaro;  provident  and  wise? 
Plutns,  foigive  the  bitter  things  Fve  said  I 
I  love  Avaro;  poor  Avaro's dead. 

Yet,  yet  Pm  thine;  for  Fame*8  unerring  tongue 
In  thy  sooth  Vf  ear  thus  poors  her  siJVer  song, 
"  Immortal  Plutus  !  god  of  goMen  ease ! 
Form'd  ev'ry  heart,  and  ev^  eytt  to  pleM«  t 
For  thee  Content  her  downy  carpet  spraads. 
And  rosy  Pleasure  sweHa  her  genial  beds. 
Tis  thine  to  gM  the  mansiom  of  Btepair, 
And  beam  a  glory  ronnd  thebraws  of  Care; 
To  cheat  the  lazy  paoa  of  sleepteat  boura 
With  marble  fbimtains»  and  ambrosial  bovera.*' 
O  grant  me^  Plotus,  scenes  like  those  I  sung. 
My  youthful  lyre  when  vernal  £uacy  strung; 
For  me  their  shades  let  ottier  Studleys  rear, 
Tho*  each  tree's  watered  with  a  widow's  tear. 

Detested  god  I^^foigive  me!  X  adore. 
Great  Plutus,  grant  me  one  petition  mor^ 
Should  Delia,  tender,  gen'roua,  fair  and  free, 
Leave  love  and  trutji,  and  sacrifice  to  thee, 
1  charge  thee,  Plutus,  he  to  Delia  kind, 
And  make  her  ibrtones  richer  than  her  mind. 
Be  bees  the  wealth  all  Heaven's  broad  eye  can 

▼iew; 
Grant  her,  goodgod,  Don  PhrRp  and  Peru. 


Nor  borne  atong  the  fav'ring  tide. 
My  full  sails  si^J  with  Uoaling  pride. 
Let  me  from  wealth  but  hope  content. 
Remembering  still  it  was  but  lent  i 
To  modest  Merit  spread  my  store ; 
Unbar  my  haspit^^e  door  I 
Nor  feed,  for.  poipp,  an  idle  train. 
While  Want  unplty'd  pines  in  vain. 


BrMy  TO  HUMJNtTT., 

PAKBirr  af  Virtiw,  if  thkie  ««r 
Attend  not  now  t&gonrow't  cry  ; 

If  now  the  riftf  itmaniint  tear 
Should  h^pjjr  on  thy  cheek  be  dry; 
iMulge  my  votive  strain,  O  iwaH  liuwaaity. 

Come,  ever  welcome  to  my  breast, 
A  tender,  but  a  oheerful  gue^  ; 
J^  ahfays  m  th«  ffieomy  «eU 
Uf  life-oonsnming  aanw  dm^ : 
For  sorrow,  loDg,^«duJf  dtiid«U>w, 
a  to  humamty  a  fee  * 
And  grief,  ^tmafcilhaliewiitspwy. 
Wears  sensibilitsr  amr* 
TWomes,  sweet  nymph,  lwt«d  of  thM, 
The  gloomy  fiend  SU^ttty. 

O  may  that  fiend  be  banish'd  far, 
™gh  passions  hold  etemaf  war ! 
w  ever  let  me  cease  to  know 
^palaethatthrobsatjoy  or  woe. 
w  let  my  vacant  cheek  be  dry. 
When  sorrow  fills  a  brother's  eve; 


I 


If  Heav'n,  in  ^'ry  purpose  wise. 
The  cnvy'd  lot  of  wealth  denies; 
If  doom'd  to  drag  life's  painful  load 
l*hro'  poverty's  uneven  road. 
And,  for  the  doe  bread  of  the  day, 
Destin'd  to  toil  as  well  as  pray ; 
To  thee.  Humanity,  still  true, 
I'll  wish  the  good  I  cannot  do ; 
And  give  the  wretch  that  passes  by, 
A  soothing  word — a  tear — a  sigh. 

Howe'er  exulted,  or  deprest. 
Be  ever  mme  the  feeling  breast. 
Prom  me  remove  the  stagnant  inind 
Of  languid  indolence,  recUn'd ; 
The  soul  that  one  long  Sabbath  kee|is. 
And  thro'  the  Sun's  whole  ctr(d#  sleeps; 
Dull  Peace,  tkat  dwells  ip  Folly's  eye. 
And  self-attending  Vanity. 
Alike,  the  foolish,  and  the  vain. 
Are  strangers  to  the  tenaa  hmnane. 

O,  for  that  syngmatheUe  flaw 
Which  taught  the  holy  tear  to  flow. 
When  the  prophetfie  eye  watfmf'A 
Sion  in  future  ashes  hud ; 
Or,  rais'd  to  Heav'n,  implor'd  the  bread 
That  thousands  in  the  desert  fed  I 
Or  when  the  heart  o'er  Friendship's  grave 
Sigh'd,^— ai^  forgot  its  power  to  save — 
O,  for  that  sympathetic  glow, 
Which  taught  the  holy  tear  to  flow ! 

It  cornea :  it  fills  my  labouring  breast ! 
I  feel  my  beating  heart  opprest 
Oh !  hear  that  Ipnely  widow's  wail  I 
$ce  her  dim  eye !  her  aspect  sale ! 
To  Heav'n  she  turns  in  deep  despair. 
Her  infants  wonder  at  her  prayer. 
And,  mingling  teats  th«ykBQfWBot  why. 
Lift  up  their  little  bands  and  cry. 
O  God  I  their  mofviag  sorrows  aeel 
Support  them)  sweet  Hamaaity. 

life,  fill'd  with  griePs  distressful  trah). 
For  ever  asks  the  tear  humane. 
Behold  in  yon  uneouaei— i  grofw 
The  victioM  of  staled  love  1 
Heard  you  that  agonising  tliioe  ? 
Sure  this  is  not  rooMUtie  woel 
The  golden  day  of  j6y  is  o'er ; 
And  now  they  part — to  meet  no  more. 
Assist  them,  hearts  from  anguish  fr«» ! 
Assist  them,  sweet  Humanity. 

Parent  of  Virtue,  if  thine  ear 
Attend  not  now  to  Sorrow's  crv  : 
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ETMV  TO  THE  RISING  SUN. 

From  tbt  red  ware  rifiiig  brifM, 
lift  OB  bigh  thy  gol4«B  bMd ; 
O'er  the  nifty  noankfhw  tpiead 
Tby  tmiliof  rayi  of  orient  liflit  1 
See  the  gotden  god  ftppeiur ; 
pUet  the  fiend  of  darkneMdrev^ 
Fliet»  andinbergloQiny  trMj. 
SebleOrief,  epdCere,  andPwn! 
See  the  gddAn  god  advmnce  ! 
On  T«omt>  heights  bis  oonneri  pnnee: 
With  him  baste  the  Temaf  Hoars, 
Breathing  sweeu,  aw)  dioMHngfloweri. 
Laughing  Smnmer  at  Ms  side, 
Wajres  her  kicks  in  rosy  pride  s 
And  Aatiiimi  Uand  with  aspect  kind, 
l^ears  his  golden  sheaf  behind. 
Chaste,  and  niread  the  purple  day 
O'er  all  tiie  wide  ethereal  way ! 
Katore  mooms  at  thy  delay : 
Ood  of  glory  liaste  away ! 
from  the  red  wave  rising  bright, 
lilt  on  high  thy  golden  headi 
O'er  the  misty  mountains,  spread 
lliy  emilif^  rays  of  orient  light  t 

J  FJR^WBIL  HTMM 

TO  tn  ▼AU.BT  Of  lawAii. 

Fiaswiii.  the  fields  of  Irwan's  vale. 
If y  infant  years  where  Fency  led ; 

And  sooU^'d  me  with  t|i6  weetero  gak. 
Her  wild  dreams  paring  round  my  head, 

While  the  biytbe  blaokbifd  told  his  tak« 

Pii«wdl  the  fields  of  Irwan's  Tale! 

The  primrose  on  the  valley*silde. 

The  green  thyme  on  the  monntairff  headi 
The  wanton  rose,  the  daisy  pied. 

The  wUdmg's  blossom  bluih'mg  red; 
No  longer  I  their  sweets  inhale 
Farewell  the  fields  of  Irwan*s  vale! 
How  olt,  wijhin  yon  vacant  shade, 

Haa  er'ning  cWd  aqr  careless  eye  ! 
How  olt.  along  thoee  banks  Pyf  sUr^ 

And  watch'd  the  wave  that  Fanda|r*d  by ; 
Pdl  long  their  loss  shaU  t  bvvaiL 
^aiwwell  tiie  fields  of  Irwan**  yue  I 

Yetstill,  within  yon  ▼mnl  grove. 

To  mark  the  ckise  of  parting  day ; 
Along  yon  fiow'ry  banka  to  fore, 
^[nd  watdi  the  imve  that  windf  sway  } 


P^  Fancy  fare  shall  never  fiul, 
TWItffiram  these,  and  Irwan's  vale ! 

HTMN  TO  THB  BTERNAl 
FBOFIDENCB. 

Lire  of  tl^  world,  Imnortal  Mind, 
Father  of  all  the  human  kind! 
Whofe  l)oundleei  eye  that  knows  no  reft. 
Intent  OB  Nature's  ample  breast ; 
Kmkwesthe^paoeof  Earth  and  skies. 
And  sees  etismal  incense  rise ! 
To  thee  my  bumble  voice  I  raise ; 
Forgive,  while  I  presume  to  praise. 

Tho' thou  this  tcansieut  being  gave. 
That  shoitlf  sinks  faito  the  grave; 
Yet 'twas  thy  goodness,  still  to  give 
A  being  that  CMi  thhik  and  Hte; 
In  aU  thy  works  thy  wisdom  tee. 
And  ftretdi  its  towMng  mind  to  thpa. 
To  thee  my  hnnible  voice  I  raise; 
Forgive,  while  I  presume  to  praim. 

And  still  this  poor  eootiacted  span, 
ThislHb,  thai  bean  tM name  of  man  I 
From  thee  derives  Us  vital  ray, 
Eterma  Source  of  fife  and  day ! 
Thy  bounty  stiU  the  sunshine  po    ^ 
That  gilds  its  mom  and  ev'ning  howf. 
To  thee  my  humble  voice  I  raise ; 
fbrgive,  while  I  presume  to  praise. 

Thro^Erroui*smaae,  thpo^FoUyHmgbt, 
The  laaq^  of  B^asoB  lends  me  light. 
When  stern  AlBiction  waves  her  rod. 
My  heart  coBfidea  in  thee,  my  God! 
Whea  Nature  shrinks,  opprassPd  with  woti, 
Fob  then  she  finds  in  thee  repoee. 
To  thee  my  humble  voioa  I  raisa ; 
Ftacgive,  while  I  presume  to  praise. 


AflictioBfiiea,  and] 
Her  lamp  with  brighter  s 
Gay  Loffo  with  an  hit  smiling  I 
AndPaacemidJdyarohfroi 
These,  these,  I  know, 'twas  ihmi  to  givBi 
Itrast«d;and,behold,IliveI 
To  thee  my  hqmble  voice  I  raise ; 
Forgive,  while  I] 

Omaylitilll 
Still  grant  me  gr 

Let  troth  and  virtue  guide  my  bevt; 
Nor  peace,  nor  hope,  norjoy dmut^ 
But  yet,  whate^  my  life  may  be. 
My  heart  Shan  stin  renoaa  on  thae ! 
To  thee  my  hrnnMe  voice  Iraise; 
Ibrgive^  whilelprtfanetopcmM. 
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tHE  DEJTH  OF  ADONIS. 

PftOM  TBI  OlUK  or  BIOM  '• 

1759. 

A^Kis  dead,  the  Mme  of  woe  iludi  mourn ; 

Adooit  dead,  the  weeping  Loretf  return. 
Tbe  queen  of  beaoty  o'er  hit  tomb  ifaall  shed 
Her  flowing  lonowt  for  Adonis  dead  ; 
For  earth's  cold  lap  her  velvet  oooch  forego, 
Aiid  robes  of  purple  for  the  weeds  of  woe. 

Adonitdead,  tbe  llote  of  woe  shall  moom ; 

AdooM  dead,  the  weeping  Loves  return. 

*  Bion,  the  pastoral  poet,  lived  in  the  time  of 
Ptolemy  Philaddphufl.  By  the  c|^het  Z^i^fOM* 
•very  where  applied  to  him,  it  is  probable  that 
he  was  born  St  Smyrna.  Mosofaus  confirms  this, 
when  he  says  to  the  river  Meles,  which  had  be- 
fixe  wept  for  Homer, 

N»f 

*TUm  laiifuiif  — — 

It  is  evident,  however,  that  he  spent  much  of 
Us  time  in  Sicily,  Bfibschns,  as  be  tells  us,  was 
his  scholar ;  and  by  him  we  are  haformed,  that 
his  master  was  not  a  poor  poet  <*  Tbou  bast  left 
to  others  thy  riches,  "  says  he,  «  but  to  me  thy 
poetry."  It  appears  fiom  the  samie  author, 
that  be  died  by  poison.  The  best  edition  of  bis 
works,  is  that  of  Paris,  by  M.  de  Louge-Pierrs^ 
ivith  a  Frendi  trandatioo. 

A4onis  dmd,  bbc.'l  Adonis,tbe  fovourite  of  Ve- 
tros,  wasthe  son  of  (^laras,  king  of  Cyprus.  His 
chief  emplojrment  was  buntiiig,  though  he  isre- 
I^resented  by  Viigilas  a  Shepherd, 

Oves  ad  llumhia  pavh  Idonis. 

He  was  killed  by  a  wild  boar,  if  we  teay  be- 
flete  Propertius,  in  Cyprus : 

■  II    -  N  Percnmit  Adonim 
Venantem  Ualio  vertice  durus  Aper, 

Tbe  annhenary  of  his  death  was  ceMirated 
'  through  the  whole  Pagan  world,  Aristopbanei, 
hi  his  Comedy  of  Peace,  redrnis  the  feast  of  Ado- 
Bif  among  the  chief  IMvals  of  the  Athenians. 
"The  Syrians  observed  it  with  all  the  tidenoe  of 
grief,  and  tbe  greatest  cruelty  of  self^eastigation. 
It  was  celebrated  at  Alexandria  hi  St  Crril's 
timet  <u>d  *l>^  Julian  the  apostate  made  his 
entry  at  Antiocb,  in  the  year  368,  they  were  ce- 
Idiratfaig  tbe  feast  ofAdonis» 

The  andeats  differ  greatly  hi  their  accounts 
of  this  divinity.  Atbensus  says,  that  he  was  tbe 
firrourite  of  Bacchus.  Plutarch  maintains,  that 
he  and  Baodius  are  the  same,  and  that  the  Jews 
abstain'd  from  swine's  flesh  because  Adonis  was 
killed  by  a  boar.  Ausoniufl,  Epig.  30,  aflbms 
that  Bacchus,  Osiris,  and  AdooUf  are  one  and 
tbesamiu 


Stretch'd  on  this  mountain  thy  |dra  lover  lies: 
Weep,  ^ueen  of  beauty  I  for  he  bleeds    he 


Ah!  yet  behold  life's  last  drops  feintlyflow. 
In  streams  of  purple.  O'er  those  limbs  of  snow  I 
From  tbe  pale  cheek  tbe  perish'd  roses  fly  i 
And  death  dims  skm  tbe  ghastly  |;asing  eye.. 
Kiss,  kiss  thoeefeding  lips,  ere  chiU'd  in  death  ; 
With  sobttniigfoodness  stay  the  fleeting  breaOu 
Tk  vain-'^ah  I  give  tbe  soothing  fondness  o*er  1 
Adonis  feels  tbe  warm  salute  no  more. 

Adonis  dead  tbe  Muse  of  woe  shall  mourn ! 

Adonis  dead  the  weeping  Loves  return. . 

Hisfeithfol  dogs  bewail  tbeir  master  slain. 

And  mourning  dryads  pour  the  plaintive  stram. 
Not  tbe  feir  youth  akwe  the  wound  onNrest, 
Tbe  queen  of  beauty  bears  it  in  her  breast 
Her  feet  unsandal'd,  floating  wild  her  hair. 
Her  aspect  woefol,  and  her  bosom  bare, 
Distrest  she  wanders  the  wild  wastes  forlorn. 
Her  saored  limbs  by  ruthless  brambles  torn. 
Loud  as  she  grieves,  surrounding  rocks  oom« 


And  Echo  thro'  the  long  vales  calk  her  absent 
swain. 

Adonis  hears  not :  life's  bst  drops  fell  shMr, 

In  streams  of  purple,  down  his  kmbs  of  mow. 
Tbe  weq»ing  Cupids  round  their  oueen  dqiloro. 
And  mourn  her  beauty,  and  her  love  no  mora. 

Each  rival   grace  that  glow'd  with  oonscious 

Each  charm  of  Venus,  with  Adonis  dy'd. 
Adonis  dead,  the  vocal  bills  bemoan. 
And  bojfow  groveerrtom  tbe  saddening  graaa* 
The  swelling  floods  with  sea-bom  Venus  weep. 
And  foU  in  mournful  murmun  to  the  deeps 

HiiftiUh/ul  dop,  ftc-^Tht  pietn  ff  Woirly, 
flee]  'fhe  lines  in  the  original  run  thus : 

AfM  «yfM»  IXii#^  IxM  nrnrk  ^ifmt  A*ltf ir« 

Kwt9  lum  9ft  «ii3«0Xo«  mnrH  jiyiwaurs, 

KMt  Nv/*f^  nkitimw  ifm^, 

Tbe  two  first  of  these  lines  contain  a  kind  of 
witticism,  which  it  was  better  to  avoid.-^'nie 
author  had,  however,  too  much  true  genius  to  be 
fond  of  these  little  affected  turns  of  expiessioo, 
which  MusBus  and  others  have  been  industriosa 
to  strikeout 

These  four  verses  are  transposed  in  the  trans- 
latkm  for  the  sake  of  tbe  connection. 


Ditiriti,  tk€  wmtden,  fltc]  This  image  of 
the  sorrow  of  Venus  is  very  affiBoting,and  is  intro- 
duced in  this  ptocewith  great  a ;  luty  and  proprie- 
ty* Indeed,  most  modem  PMts  seem  to  hare 
olMerved  it,  and  hare  profited  by  it  in  their 
scenes  of  elegiac  woe. 

Tkttweiimg foods,  flbe  ]  When  the  po^  makes 
the  rivers  mourn  for  Venus,  he  very  properly 
oalls  her  Afftlfns  bat  this  pvopiiety  perfaaft 


Digitized  by 


Google 


470 


LANGHORNB'S  POEMS. 


Id  nieltiog  tetrt the  moontaiD-tpriiigs  comply; 
The  flowers,  low  drooping,  Mush  with  grief, 

and  die. 
Cytbera'f  gnrres  with  ttraim  of  toiTow  rin  g; 
The  dirge  fiiDereml  her  md  cities  dng. 
Hark  I  pitjring.Echoes  Venus'  sighs  retan; 
When  Venos  sighs,    vnn  aught  forbear   lo 
moorn? 
But  when  she  saw  ber  fiMotmg  knrer  Ke, 
The  wide  wound  gaping  on  the  withVing  thigh  $ 
But  streaming  when  she  saw  life's  purple  tide, 
Stretch'd  her  fiur  arms,  with  twoihliDg  voice 

she  cry*4  : 
«  Yet  staitlov'd  yooA !  a  moment  ere  we  part, 
O  let  me  kiss  thee !— hold  thee  to  my  heatt ! 
A  Kttle  moment,  dear  Adonis !  stay  I 
And  kiss  thy  Venos,  ere  those  lips  are  day. 
Let  thooe  dear  lips  by  mtneonoemore  be  pirest, 
Till  thy  last  breath  expire  into  my  breast ; 
Then,  when  life's  ebbing  pulse  searee,  soaroe 

•  '  -*cui  move, 
l«n  caftohthy  soul,  and  drink  thy  dying  kff. 
That  last^left  pledge  shaU  sooth  my  toitur'd 

breast, 
««  When  thou  art  gone  ■ 

When,  far  from  me.  thy  gentle  ghost  explores 
Infernal  Plato's  grimly-glooming  shores. 

«<  Wretch  that  I  am !  immortal  and  dhrhie, 
In  life  imprisonM  whom  the  Tates  CMflne. 
He  comes  I  receive  him  to  thine  iron-arms ; 
Blest  cjueen  of  death!  recette  the  prince  of 

diarms. 
I^rhappier  thou,  to  whose  wide  realms  r^r 
Wliatever  lovely,  and  whatever  feir. 
Hie  smiles  of  joy,  the  golden  boors  are  lied : 
Orief,  only  grief,  lorvives  Adonis  dead." 
The  Loves  around  In  idle  sorrow  standi 
And  the  dim  torch  fells  from  the  vacant  hand. 
Hinoe  the  vainsose!  the  myrtle's  flowery 
pnde  1 
Delight  and  beauty  widi  Adonis  died. 
*'  Why  didst  thou,  venerous,  the  wild  diase 
explore, 
From  his  dark  lair  to  rouse  the  tusky  boar  ? 

was  merely  accidentid,  as  he  has  given  her  tiif 
nme  appellatkio  when  she  wwiden  the  deieit. 

T1i9  flowers,  bw-dmipingt  MiMA,a&c] 
A»5a«^^  liwHulfi^nm.^^ 

Paleness  being  the  known  efiiset  of  grief,  we 
do  n>t  at  first  sight  accept  this  expression  j  but 
when  we  consider  that  the 'first  emotions  of  it 
ure  attended  with  blushes,  we  are  pleasad  with 
the  observation. 

Cythera't  grovet,  icc.'i 

This  passage  the  scholiasts  have  entirely  mis- 
understood. They  make  KsOi^  Vcnui,  for 
which  they  have  neither  any  authority,  the  Do- 
ric name  she  borrows  horn  that  island  being  al- 
ways %vi*fik»,  nor  the  least  proljabiJity  (Vom 
the  coimecdoiL 

This  proves  that  the  island  Cythera  was  the 
phioe  where  Adonis  perished,  notwithstanding 
tlie  opinion  of  Prqpertius  and  othera  lo  Uie  cqb- 
trary. 


Far  other  epoit  might  thoae  feir  limbaeaay. 
Than  the  rude  combat,  or  the  aavage  fray." 

Thus    Venus   griev»d— the   Cupida  lunrf 
deplore; 
And  moorn  her  beauty,  and  her  love  no  more. 
Now  flowing  tears  m  silent  grirfpomplnm. 
Mix  with  the  purple  streams,  and  flood  tbe 

plain. 
Yet  not  in  vmm  those  sacred  drops  shall  flow. 
The  purple  streams  in  blushing  roaes  glow ; 
Aod  catching  life  fhmi  ev'ry  felling  tear, 
Thehr  azure  heads  anemooies  shall  rear. 

But  cease  in  vain  to  cherish  di^  despur,  . 
Nor  mourn  unpitiefl  to  the  moantain-ai|- ; 
The  labt  sad  office  let  thy  hand  supply. 
Stretch  the  stiff  limbs,  and  dose  the  glaxiag 

eye. 
That  form  repo^d  beneath  the  bridal  vest 
May  cheat  thr  sorrows  with  the  feiut  of  rest. 
For  lovely  smile  those  Uds,  tbo^  void  of  breath, 
.  And  feir  those  features  ra  the  shade  of  death. 
Haste,  fill  with  flowers,  with  rosy  wreaths  his 

bed. 
Perish   the   flowers !  the  prince  of  hearty's 


Roond  the  pale  poneenoh  breathing 


Let  weepiQg  myrtles  pour  iSbm  balmy  dev. 

Perish  the  balms,  annbUio  restore 

Those rital  sweets  of  kive that  chaxmaoiDoie. 

*Tis  donc^Behold,  with  purple  robes  ar- 
rayd, 
In  mournful  state  the  day-cold  fimbsare'laid. 
The  Loves  lament  with  all  the  rage  of  woe. 
Stamp  on  thedsrt,  and  break  the  uadess  bow. 
Officious  theye  the  waf  ry  nm  supply. 
Unbind  the  boskin'd  leg,  and  wash  the  bleed- 
ing thigh. 
0*er  the  pale  body  those  their  light  wings  wave, 
As  yet,  tho'  vain,  solicitous  to  save. 

All,  wild  witti  grief,  their  hapless  qncende- 
plore, 
And  mourn  her  beauty  and  her  love  no  moreu 
Dejected  Hjrmen  droops  bis  bead  forlom. 
His  torch  extinct,  and  flow^  trasses  ton  : 
For  nuptial  airt»  and  songs  of  joy,  remain 
The  sad  slow  dirge,  the  sorrow-breathing  strain. 
Who  wou*d  not,  when  Adonis  dies,  deplore? 
Who  wott'd  not  weep  when  ^men  smiles  no 


The  Graces  mourn  the  prince  of  beauty  dam. 
Loud  asDione  on  her  native  main : 
The  Fates  relenting  join  the  general  woe. 
And  call  the  fever  from  the  realms  bdoiL 
Vain,  hopeless  grief !  caa  Imogaounds  perrade 
The  dark,  dead  regions  of  eternal  shade  ? 
Spare,  Venus,  tj^urt  that  too  luxuriant  tear 
For  the  loi^  sorrows  of  the  mournful  year. 

For  the  long,  UcA  Noma  seems  to  have  bor- 
rowed the  custom  he  instituted  of  mourniag  a 
year  for  the  deceased,  feom  the  Greeks.  For 
though  it  is  said  only  ten  months  were  set  apa|t» 
yet  teamonths  were  the  year  of  Bomulus,  till  it- 
gulated  by  hissuocessor. 
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EXTRAIT  D'VNE  ODE  SUR  LA 
MBDIOCRITE. 

PAR  M.  GRESSET. 

Sij>uiT8  par  d'aveugles  idoles 

Du  bonheor;  faniSmes  frivoles, 
Le  vulgaire  ct  Ifss  grands  ne  te  suivir^ot  pas  : 

Ta  n'eus  pour  sujeti  que  ses  sages 

Qai  doWent  Pestime  des  &ges 
A  la  tagesse,  acquise  en  marcbant  sur  tes  pas. 

Tn  Tin  nattre  dans  tea  retraites 

Ces  nobles  et  tendret  poetes, 
Bont  la  voix  n'eut  jamais  fbrmft  de  sons  brillans. 

Si  la  fracas  de  la  fortune, 

Oq  si  indigence  importune 
EAt  trouBU  leur  silence,  ou  each*  leurs  talens. 

Mais  en  vain  tn  fuyoit  la  gloire. 

La  renonun^,  et  la  victoire 
Vinrent  dans  tes  deserts  se  dtotsir  des^eros ; 

Hieox  formte  par  tes  lobe  stoTques, 

Aux  \eitas,  aux  &its  h^roiques, 
Que  panni  la  mollesse,  et  l'org;uei]  des  iaisceaux. 

Pour  Mars  tu  ibnnoiB,  loin  des  Tilles 

Lea  Fabrices,  et  les  Camilles, 
Et  ses  sages  vamqueurs,  pbilptophee  goerriers 

tei»  du  efaar  de  la  Dictature 

Descendant  k  ^agriculture, 
Sur  tee  sachets  amelfl  rapportoient  leurs- lauriers. 

Trop  benreux,  d*Tt£  paisible, 

Le  mortel  sagement  sensible. 
Qui  jamais  loin  de  toi  a  porte  ses  desirg, 

Par  sa  douce  m^lancolie, 

SauT*  de  Thumaine  fblie, 
Dans  la  v^rit*  seul  il  cberche  sesplaisirs. 

Ignore  de  la  multitude, 

Libre  de  tout  servitude, 
H  n'eDTJa jamais,  ks'grands  biens,  lesgi^ndnpnu, 

II  n*ignore  point  ^ue  la  foudre 

A  plus  souvent  rMuit  en  poudre 
Le  pin  de  monts  altiers,  que   Pormeau   des 
▼alODt. 

Sound  auK  censures  populaires, 
II  ne  craiat  poiqt  les  yeux  Tulgairas, 
Sam  oeil  peioe  an-ddi  de  leur  foible  horisoq : 

Qaelqnes  bruits  aue  la  foule  en  seme, 
.     IlcftsntJBfiutdelni  mdme, 
S^il  a  SC&  n^riter  I'aveu^e  la  raison. 

II  rlt  du  sort,  quand  les  cbnqu^tes 
"  Piouiguent  de  tites  en  t^tes 
|jes  oouronnes  du  nord,  ou  celles  do  midi : 
-  Rien  n*ahftre  sa  pane  profonde, 
Et  lesdemiers  instans  du  monde 
M'^pouTanteroient  pdnt  son  coeur  encore  hardl 

Amitsfe.  chaimante  immortelle. 


THE  HAPPINESS  OF  A  MODERATE 
FORTUNE,  AND  MODERATE  DE- 
SIRES. 

FROM  TBB   rtEKCU    OF   MK.    CKBSSET* 

0  ooDDBSB  of  the  golden  mean, 

Whom  still  misjudging  folly  flies, 
Seduo'd  by  each  delusive  scene ; 

Thy  only  subjects  are  the  wise. 
These  seek  thy  paths  with  nobler  aim, 
And  trace  them  to  the  gates  of  fame. 

See  fbster'd  in  thy  f&v^riog  shade, 

Each  tender  bar  of  verse  divine ! 
Who  lur'd  by  fortune*8  vain  parade. 

Had  never  fbrmM  the  tuneful  line; 
By  fortune  lurM  or  want  conftn  'd. 
Whose  cold  hand  chills  the  genial  mind. 

In  vain  you  slight  the  flowery  crown,  v 

That  hme  wreathes  rounid  the  (avoijr'd  head ! 

Whilst  laurell'd  victory  and  renown 
Their  heroes  from  thy  shades  have  led ; 

There  form'd,  from  courtly  softness  iref. 

By  rigid  virtue  and  by  thee. 

By  thee  were  fbnn'd,  fh>m  cities  for, 

Fabricius  just,  Camillus  wise, 
Ttu^se  philosophic  sons  of  war. 

That  from  imperial  dignities 
Returning,  plough'd  their  native  plain. 
And  plac'd  their  laurels  in  thy  bae. 

Thrice  happy  he,  on  whose  calm  breast 
Th^  smiles  of  peaceful  wisdom  play. 

With  all  thy  sober  channspossest. 
Whose  wishes  never  learnt  to  stray. 

Whom  truth,  of  pleasures  pure  hot  grave. 

And  pensive  thoughts  from  folly  mwt. 

Far  from  the  crowd's  low-thoughted  strife!. 
From  all  that  bounds  fair  freedom^s  aim. 

He  envies  not  the  pomp  of  life, 
A  length  of  rent-roll,  or  of  name : 

For  safe  he  views  the  vale- grown  elm. 

While  thunder-sounding  storms  tHe  mountain 
pine  o'erwhelm, 

Of  censure's  frown  he  feels  no  dread. 

No  fear  he  knows  of  vulgar  eyes, 
Whose  thought,  to  nobler  objects  led, 

Far,  far  o*er  their  horizon  flies : 
With  reason's  suffrage  at  his  side, 
Whose  flim  heart  rests  self-satisfied. 

And  while  alternate  conquest  sways 
The  northern,  or  the  southern  shors, 

H^  smiles  at  fortune's  giddy  maze. 
And  calmly  hears  the  wild  storm  roar. 

Ev'n  Nature's  groans,  unmov'd  nith  feafa 

And  bursting  worlds  he'd  cahnly  bear. 

Such  are  the  fiutfaful  beaits  yon  love. 
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LANOHORN£»S  POEBIS. 


C'est  ponr  ce  bonbenr  legitime 

Q«e  le  modefte  Abdolooyme 
N'acceptoft  tga'k  regret  fo  loeptrede  Sidoo : 

Plus  fibre  dam  un  lort  cluunp^tre. 

Et  plot  benreuxqu'il  ne  tcAt  I'Hre 
8ur  le  trdne  idetaiit  desayeozde  Dkdoo. 

Ceat  pat  ces  ▼ertai  padfiques. 

Par  oei  plaisiri  pbikMopbiqoes, 
Que  to  icais,  cber  R***,  rempUr  d'otUei  Joan, 

Bam  oe  Tiroli  solitaire. 

Oil  le  Cber  de  ion  onde  claire 
Vient  k  Taiinable  Loire  aaiocier  le  ooon. 

Fiddle  i  ce  nge  aistlme, 

Li,  dam  Titiide  de  ioi-mliiVB, 
Cbaqoe  loleil  te  toit  occuper  tea  loitin  ; 

Bamie  brittant  fracas  du  monde. 

Too  nom,  ta  probiti  pfofbode 
T'eut  doDo^  pim  d'ictat,  anit  moim  de 
plakun. 


SONETrO  CLXXIX 

In  Dobil  fangue  vita  timile  e  quota, 
Ed  in  alto  intelletto  un  pure  core ; 
Frmto  senile  in  sol  gioTcnil  fiori, 
E'd  aspetto  penaoso  amma  lieta, 

Raooolto  ba  'n  qoessa  donna  U  suo  pianeta, 
Anzi  >l  re  delle  stelle  i  e  'I  vero  onore, 
Ledegne  lode,  e  M  gran  pregio,  e  '1  valore, 
^'  i  da  sUiDcar  o^  divin  poeta. 

AiDor  8'  i  in  lei  eetf  oneaCate  agginnto  ; 
Cdki  beki  natorale  abito  adomo ; 
Ed  nnatio,  cbe  paria  eon  stiensio ; 

E  non  so^  cbe  negli  occbi,  cbe  'ki  unpuato 
Po^  fkr  cbiara  la  notte,  oacoro  il  giomo» 
£>|  mel  amarOf  ed  addoldr T 


SONETTO  CCLXXIX. 

RoTTA  i  V  alta  coloona,  e  M  rerdc  lanro, 
Cbe  bc^an  ombra  al  mio  stanco  pemero: 
Ferdot'  bo  quel,  cbe  ritromr  non  speio 
Dal  Borea  alP.AmUo,  O  dal  Mar  bdo  al 
Mauro,. 

Tdto  m*hai,  mortc,  il  mio  doppio  tesaurp^ 
Cbe  mi  fea  Tirer  lieto,  e  gire  altera; 
£  ristorar  nolpu6  terra,  ni  impero, 
Ni  gemma  oriental,  ni  forza  d'aun>» 

Iffa  se  conaaotimento  k  di  destino ; 

Che  post*  io  piik,  se  no  aver  1*  alma  trista; 
Umidi  gli  occhi  sempre,  e  '1  ▼isocbino  } 

O  nostra  Tita,  cb'  6  si  bellk  inTista ; 
CDm*  per  de  agevolmente  iii  un  mattiiio 
Quel,  cbe  'n  roolC  ani^  a  gran  pena  I'aquista ! 


SONETTO  CCLVn. 


Ov'  h  la  fronte'  cbe  conpicciol 

Volgea  '1  mio  core  in  questa  parte,  e'  n  qnella? 

Or* ^'Ibeldglio, e I' una,  eTaltraiUlla 
Ck*  al  corso  di  mia  vi?er  lume  deono  ? 


Content  with  all  a fiurm  woolu  ^,*^, 
Tbm  Sidon'a  aonarcb  HvM  anknoins^ 

And  sigb'd  to  leave  bis  little  ileld. 
For  tbe  kx^  gknries  of  a  tbrooe— 

There  once  morebappy  and  moreHree, 

Tban  ranked  witb  Dido's  ancestiy, 

Witb  tbese  pacific  Tiitoes  blest, 
Tbese  cbarms  of  pbilosopbic  e$ae. 

Wrapt  in  your  Ricbmcod's  tranquil  rest. 
You  pass,  dear  C ,  your  useful  dmys# 

Wbere  llumies  yonr  silent  Tallies  latea,- 

Piood  of  bis  yet  untainted  wmrea. 

Sboold  life's  mors  public  scenes  engage 
Your  time  tbat  tbm  consistent  floio* 

And  fblkming  still  tbese  maxiBS  sage 
For  erer  brings  tbe  same  repoae  i 

Your  wortb  may  greater  fiune  procure. 

But  bope  not  bappinesB  so  pure. 


TRJNSLJTIONS  FBOM  PBTBARCM. 

1765. 

SONNKT  CLXXK 

Tho'  nobly  born*  to  humble  liib  resigiiVI ; 
The  purest  heart,  the  moat  enKgbten'd  mind  ; 
A  vernal  flower  that  bean  the  firnito  of  age  I 
A  cheerful  apirit,  with  an  aspect  sag 


The  power  tbat  rules  the  planetary  train 
To  her  has  given,  nor  shafi  bis  gifb  be  VBia. 
But  on  her  worthy  her  vmriompnusa  to  dwell* 
The  truth,  tbe  meritsof  her  life  to  tall. 
The  Muae  herself  wonld  own  tbe  task  too  hai^ 
Too  great  the  laboor  fur  tbe  happiest  baid. 
Dress  tbat  derives  from  mtivebeanty  grace* 
And  love  that  holds  with  honesty  his  ptooe; 
Actk»  thet  speaks— and  eyes  whoae  piereaig  ny^ 
M^btkindle  darkness,  or  obacure  the  day t 


SONNET  CCLXIOZ. 
Fall'v  tbe  fiur  column,  blasted  ia  the  hay, 

Tbat  shaded  onoe  my  solitary  shose  I 

IVe  lost  what  bope  can  never  give  me  more. 
Tbo'  sought  fWm  Indmtotbe  ckisinf  diy. 
My  twofold  treasure  death  baa  snatch'd  anvay. 

My  pride,  my  pleasureleft  me  to  deplose; 
What  fields  fiuT'CultniM,  nor  imperial  sway. 

Nor  orient  gold,  nor  jewels  can  rsatore. 
O  destiny  severe  of  human  kind  f 

What  portion  have  we  unbedew*d  with  tean ! 
The  downcast  visage,  and  tbe  pensive  mmd 

Thro'  the  thin  veil  of  smiling  lifeappeara  ; 
And  in  one  moment  vanish  into  wind 

The   hard-eam'd  fhnta  of  long,    labofioaa^ 
years. 


SONNET  CCLVa 

Whiri  is  that  face,  whoaa  ilighteat  ab  could 

move 
My  trembling  heart,  and  strike  the  springsofkyve^ 
That  Heaven,  where  two  fiuf  stars,  with  genial 

Shed  their  kind  influence  on  my  life*t  dim  way  } 
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Ov*  i  '1  iPAbr,  Is  coikMoenta,  e  '1  ■eimo, 
L'  MoorU»  imefU,  nmily  deloe  finTeUa  ? 
Ofe  SOD  le  bdlesie  accolte  in  elk, 

Che  gmn  tempo  dime  lor  Togtiofenno? 

O^  h  Pombra  gentil  del  viio  bnrnano ; 
Cb*  on  e  ripoeo  duva  wAV  alma  atanca, 
B  Iji,  Vei  miei  pemier  fcritti  eran  tntti  I 

Or*  e*  oolei»  cbe  mia  vita  ebbe  in  maao  ? 
Quanto  al  misero  moodo,  e  quanto  manca 
A  gli  occhimiei  I  cbe  mai  noa  neiio  aacinttL 

90NfiTTO  CCXXXVIIL 

Sa  lamtotar  aogelli,  o  verdi  fronde 
Morer  toavemente  all  aura  eitiva, 
O  rooo  mormorar  di  lucid*  onde 
S^  ode  d'  ana  fiorita  e fresca  riva; 

Li,T"ioteggiad'anK»rpenaoao,  etcriva;' 
Lei  cbe'l  ciel  ne  mostr^,  terra  n'  asoonde, 
Veggio,  ed  odo,  ed  intendo :  cb'  ancor  viva 
Di  A  kmtano  a^  nepir  miei  risponde. 

Deb,  perobi  innansi  tempo  ti  oontnme  ? 
Mi  dice  con  pietate :  "  a  cbe  par  Terti 
Degli  oocbi  triiti  un  doloroto  fiome? 

Dime  Qon  ptangertn,  cbe  miei  d^  fcm, 
Morendo,  eteroi,  e  nell  'etemo  lome, 

ttaando  mottrai  pi  cbinder  gli  ocdu  apenL" 


Wbere  are  that  icience,  ledse  and  iVQith  couMr 
That  ipeedi  by  virtue,  by  the  graces  diett  ? 
Where  arathofe  beauties,  vhere  those  channa 

combined. 
That  cansMthis  long  captivity  of  mind! 
Where  the  dear  shade  of  all  that  once  iras  fiir, 
The  source,  the  solace  of  each  amorouscare ; 
My  heart's  sole  sovereign,  Natnie*8  ooIt  boast  f 
—Lost  to  the  world,  to  me  for  ever  lost  I 


80KNET  OCXXXVm. 

Wail'd  the  sweet  waiMer  to  the  lonely  shade; 

Trembled  the  green  leaf  to  the  suQiBer  gale  ; 

Fell  the  ftur  stream  'm  munnars  down  the  dale. 
Its  banks,  its  flow'ry  banks  with  verdure  spiead« 
Where,  l^  the  charm  of  pensive  Fancy  led. 

All  as  I  fram'd  the  love-bunenting  tale, 

Cune  the  dear  otgect  whom  I  still  bewail. 
Came  from  the  regions  of  the  cheerless  dead : 

**  And  why,"  she  cried,  '*  untimely  wilt  Unni 
die? 
Ah  why,  for  pity,  shall  those  mounifultears» 

Start  in  wild  sorrow  from  that  languid  eye  ? 
Cherish  no  mote  those  visionary  fears. 

Forme,  who  range  yon  light-bivested  sky  1 
Forme,  who  triumph  in  eternal  yean  f     a. 


MILTON'S 
ITJLIJN  POEMS  TRANSLJTSD, 

AND  ADDRESSED  TO  A  GENTLEMAN  OF  ITALY. 


nycf^. 


ADDRESS  TO  SIGNOR  MOZZI, 

or  MACEKATA. 

To  thee,'  the  child  of  dassic  plains. 
The  happier  hand  of  Nature  gave 

Cadi  mce  of  Fancy's  finer  strains. 

Each  Aiuse  that  moum'd  o'er  Maro's  grave. 

Kor  3ret  the  harp  that  Horace  strung 
With  many  a  charm  of  easy  art  j 

Not  yet  what  sweet  Tibnllus  sung. 
When  Beauty  bound  him  to  her  heart ; 

Nor  an  that  gentle  Provence  knew. 
Where  each  breeze  bore  a  lover's  sigh. 

When  Petrarch's  sweet  persuasion  drew 
The  tender  woe  from  Laura's  ejre  ; 

Nor  aught  that  nobler  Science  sedcs. 
What  truth*  what  virtue  must  avoid. 

Nor  aught  the  voice  of  Nature  sp^s» 
To  thee  unknown,  or  unenjoy'd  ? 

O  wise  beyond  eadi  weaker  aim. 

That  weds  the  soul  to  this  ktw  sphere. 

Food  to  indulge  the  feeUe  frame. 
That  holds  awhile  her  prisoner  here ! 

Trust  me,  my  Ariend,  that  soul  surviYes, 
(If  e'er  had  Muse  prophetic  skfll) 

And  when  the  fiited  hour  arrives. 
That  aU  her  fiwulties  shall  fiU, 


Fit  ibr  sbme  nobler  frame  she  flies, 

Afbr  to  find  a  second  birth. 
And,  flourishing  in  fiUrer  skies. 

Forsakes  her  nursery  of  Earth; 

Ob  1  there,  my  Mosezi,  to  behold 

The  man  that  moum'd  his  country's  wrong. 
When  the  poor  exile  left  his  ibid. 

And  feebly  dragg'd  his  goat  along  1 1 

On  Plato's  hallow'd  breast  to  lean. 
And  catch  that  ray  of  heavenly  fire, 

Whidi  smooth'd  a  tyrant's  sullen  mien. 
And  bade  the  cniel  thought  re6re  I 

Amid  those  frury-fldds  to  dwell 

Where  Tasso's  fiivour'd  spirit  saw 
What  numbers  none  but  his  could  tell, 

MTbat  pencils  none  but  his  could  draw ! 

And  oft  at  eve,  ifevecanbe 

Beneath  the  source  of  glory's  smile. 

To  range  Elysian  groves,  and  see 
That  nightly  visitant— ^efe  whUe^ 

Who,  when  be  left  immortatcbdfs. 
To  mix  with  Milton^  kindred  soul. 

The  labours  of  their  golden  lyres 
Would  steal,  and  *<  whisper  whence  be  stole.*' 


1  Hanc  etiam  vix  Tityre  dnco. 


Vita. 
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LANGHORNE^  POBBfS. 


ABfoattn  bftid,  from  my  fend  ear 
By  ieu  and  moanUios  aerer'd  kt^, 

JS,  chance,  these  humble  strains  to  bear^ 
You  leave  your  nyxe  melodious  song, 

Whether,  adventuroos,  you  explore 

The  wi1d«  of  Apemiini»>  brow, 
Or  musing  near  Loretto*8  s  shore. 

Smile  piteous  on  the  pilgrimH  row; 

The  Muse's  gentle  offering  still 

Your  ear  shall  win,  your  love  shall  woo. 
And  these  spring-flowers  of  Milton  611 

The  favDur'd  Tales  where  first  they  grew. 

For  me,  deprit*d  of  all  that* s  dear. 
Each  ftur,  food  partner  of  my  life, 

Left  with  alonely  oar  U>  steer, 
'Thro'  tbemde  storms  of  moital  strife  ;*«« 

When  Care,  the  felon  of  my  day^, 
Expands  hisooM  and  gloomy  wing. 

His  load  when  strong  affliction  lays 
On  hope,  the  heart's  elastic  spring  : 

For  me  what  solace  yet  remains, 
Save  the  sweet  Musel  tender  lyre; 

Soath'd  by  the  magic  of  her  strains^ 
If,  chance,  the  fekm  Care,  retive  ? 

Save  the  sweet  Muse's  tender  lyre, 
Sur  me  no  solace  now  remains  I 

Yet  shall  the  felon.  Care,  retire; 
Sooth'd  by  the  magic  of  her  strains. 

Blagdon-House, 
June  26,  1776. 


SON.  I. 

O  LADY  feir,  whose  honoor'd  name  is  "home 
By  that  soft  vale  where  Rhyne  ao  lores  to 

stray, 
And  sees  the  tall  arch  crown  his  wat'ry  way ! 

Sure,  happy  he,  tbu'  much  the  Muse's  scorn. 
Too  dull  to  die  beneath  thy  beauty's  ray. 
Who  never  felt  that  spirii's  charmed  sway, 

Which  gentle  smiles,  and  gentle  deeds  adorn, 

Thc)*  in  those  smiles  are  all  love's  arrows  worn, 
Each  radiant  Tirtne  tho*  those  deeds  dhiplay ! 

Sure,  happy  he  who  that  sweet  roioe  should  hear 

Mould  the  soft  q>eech,  or  swaU  the  tdnefhl 

strain,  (vain, 

And,  conscious  that  his  ImmUe  vows  were 

Shut  fbnd  attention  from  his  closed  ear ; 
Who,  piteous  of  himself,  should  timely  part. 
Ere  love  had  held  long  empire  in  his  heart  I 


SON.    II. 

As  o'er  yon  wild  hiH,  when  the  browner  light 
Of  evening  falls,  the  TiHage  maiden  hies 
To  foster  aome  feir  plant  with  kind  supplies. 

Some  stranger  plant,  that,  yet  in  tender  plight. 

But  feebly  buds,  ere  Spring  hasopen'd  quite 
The  soft  affections  of  serener  sides : 
So  I,  with  such  like  gentle  thought  devise 

s  Withm  a  few  miles  of  Macerata. 


This  stranger  tongue  to  cnhivale  with  carab 
All  for  the  sake  of  lovdy  lady  feir. 

And  tune  my  lays  in  language  little  try'd 
By  such  aa  wont  to  Tarois'  banks  Repair, 

Tamis'  forsook  for  Amo's  flow'ry  side. 
So  wrought  Love's  will  that  ever  ruleth  wide ! 


SON.  UI. 

CoAttBS,  must  I  say,  what  strange  it  seems  to 
say. 
This  rebel  heaHthat  Love  bath  hdd  aa  naoght. 
Or,  haply,  in  his  cunning  mazes  oaoght. 
Would  laugh,  and  let  his  captive  steal  away  ; 
This  simple  heart  hath  now  become  his  prty . 
Yet  hath  no  golden  trens  this  lesson  taught, 
nor  rermeil  cheek  that  shames  the  rising  day  • 
Oh :  no^'twas  Beauty's  most  celestial  ray. 
With  charms  divine  of  sov^vign  sweetaeaa 
fraught ! 
The  nobiemien,  the  soul-dissolving  ah*. 

The  bright  arch  bending  o'er  the  lucid  ey«, 
TbcTuice  that,  breathing  melody  so  rai^ 

Might  lead  the  toii'd  Moon  fixjm  the  middle  sky? 
Charles,  when  such  mischief  ann'd  this  ferai^ 

feir, 
Smiai  chance  had  I  to  hope  this  simple  heait 
should  fly. 


SON.  IV. 

In  truth  I  f^m^  sun  in  those  fair  eyes,  * 
So  strongly  strike  they,  like  that  powerful  ray. 
Which  falls  with  all  the  violence  of  day 

On  Lybia's  sands— and  oft,  as  there,  arise 

Hot  wasting  vapours  from  the  source  where  Ues 
My  secret  pain ;  yet,  haply,  those  may  say. 

Who  talk  love's  language,  these  are  only  sighs. 
Thatthesoft  ardours  of  the  soul  betray*.  . 


SON.  V. 

An  artless  youth,  who,  simple  in  his  love, 
Seem'd  little  hopeful  fVom  his  heart  to  fly. 
To  thee  that  heart,  O  lady,  nor  dmf 

The  votive  gift,  he  brings ;  since  thatshall  prove 

All  change  and  fear  and  falsity  above. 
Of  manners  that  to  gentle  deeds  comply. 
And  courteous  will,  that  never  adbeth  why; 

Yet  mild,  as  is  the  never  wrathful  dove. 
Firmness  it  hath,  and  fortitude  to  bear 

The  wrecks  of  nature,  or  the  wrongs  of  fate. 
From  envy  far,  and  low-designing  care. 

And  hopes  and  f«m  that  vulgar  maids  await. 

With  the  sweet  Muse,  and  sounding  lyre  d^ 
And  only  weak,  when  tove  had  eotranoe  there. 

I  The  concetti  of  the  ItaMan  in  die  condnsioa 
of  this  Sonnet  were  so  obatmate,  that  it  seemed 
scarce  possible  to  redooa  them  into  any  reputa. 
ble  form  of  translation.  Such  trifling  liberties 
as  the  translator  shall  appear  to  have  taken  with 
these  poems,  must  be  imputed  to  a  desireof 
gettM>g  over  blemishes  of  the  same  kmdi 
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CANZON. 


Qxt  youths  and  ftolic  damsels  rooDd  me  tlkroDg, 

And  smilins  8ay»  "  Why»  shephefd,  wilt  tbon 
write 

Thy  lays  of  lore  adrenturcnis  to  recite 
In  unknown nombers  and  a  foreign  tongue? 
Shepberd,if  Hope  hath  ever  wrought  thee  wrong, 

Afar  from  her  and  Fancy's  fairy  light 

Betire^^^  they  to  sport  with  me  deUght; 
And  *<other  shores,"  they  say,"and  other  streams 

Thy  preseoce  wait  5  and  sweetest  flowers  that 
blow. 

Their  ripening  blooms  reserve  for  thy  fair  brow. 
Where  gkvy  soon  shall  bear  her  brightest  beams:" 
Thus  they,  and  yet  their  soothing  little  seems ; 

If  she,  forwhom  I  breathe  the  tender  vow, 
Sii^  the  soft  lays,  and  ask  the  motnal  song. 
This  is  thy  language.  Love,  and  I  to  thee  belong! 


TRANSLATION  FROM  CATULLUS. 

LisBiA,  live  to  love  and  pleasure. 
Careless  what  the  grave  may  say : 

When  each  moment  is  a  treasure. 
Why  should  lovers  lose  a  day  } 

Setting  suns  shall  rise  in  glory. 

But  when  little  life  is  o'er. 
There's  an  end  of  all  the  story : 

We  shall  sleep;  and  wake  no  more. 

Give  me  then  a  thousand  kisses. 
Twice  ten  thousand  more  bestow, 

TiH  the  sum  of  boundless  blisses 
Neither  we  nor  envy  know. 
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LIFE  OF  GOLDSMITH, 


BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


J/HB  materials  for  allfe  of  Dr.  Goldsmith  are  fery  copious,  altbougb»not  perhaps 
unifarmly  authentic.  His  acquaintance  was  exteosire,  and  bis  memory  so  moch 
resected,  that  his  friends  have  been  eager  to  accumulate  anecdotes  of  ho  many 
peculiarities  ;  but  of  all  the  regular  accounts,  that  prefiied  to  the  genuine  editioD 
of  hb  Prose  and  Poetical  Works,  in  4  toIs.  8to.  published  by  the  London  btfok- 
sellers  in  1801,  and  again  in  1807,  seems  entitled  to  preference.  The  greater  put^ 
it  is  now  no  secret,  was  contributed  by  Dr.Percy,  the  present  bbhop  of  Dromore^ 
and  what  follows  is  a  mere  abridgment  of  that  Tory  curious  and  entertaining  me* 
moir.     » 

Olirer  Goldsmith  was  born  on  Nor.  i9,  1728,  at  a  place  called  P^las,  In  the 
parish  Of  Forney,  and  county  of  Longford,  in  Ireland.  His  father,  the  rer. 
Charles  Goldsmith,  a  natire  of  the  county  of  Roscommon  ^  was  a  clergyman  of 
the  established  church,  and  had  been  educated  at  Dublin  College.  He  afterwards 
held  the  fifing  of  Kilkenny  West,  in  the  county  of  Westmeath.  By  his  wife, 
Anne,  the  daughter  of  the  i-ev.  Oliyer  Jones,  master  of  the  diocesan  school  of  El. 
phin,  he  h^  fife  sons,  and  two  daughters.  His  eldest  son,  Henry,  went  into 
tlie  church,  and  b  the  gentleman  to  whom  our  poet  dedicated  liis  Tra?eller.  Oil- 
rer  was  the  second  son,  and  b  supposed  to  hare  faithfully  represented  hb  father 
in  the  character  of  the  Village  Preacher  in  the  Deserted  Vllhige. 

Olirer  was  originally  intended  for  some  mercantile  employment,  as  hb  father 
found  his  income  too  scanty  for  the  expenses  of  the  literary  education  which  he 
bad  bestowed  on  his  eldest  son.     With  thb  riew  he.  was  instructed  in  reading. 
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old)  and  by  tiie  irregvkridei  of  Us  temper  and  condact^betrayed  a  &ponlioii  more 
feroorable  to  the  flight!  of  genioi  tium  the  regolaritjr  of  bosiaem.  This  afler 
some  ttme  became  so  obTiovs,  tiuU  his  fricsds,  who  had  at  first  pleaded  for  hia  be. 
iogseottotheimiTenitj,  noir  determined  to  contribate  towards  the  expemei 
and  bj  their  assistance  he  was  pUced  at  a  school  of  repatatloD  where  he  m^kt  be 
qualified  to  eater  the  college  with  the  advaotages  of  preparatorj  learatof • 

la  Jane  1744,  when  in  his  fifteenth  year,  he  was  sent  to  Dablin  Collie,  and 
entered  as  a  siser,  under  tlie  re?.  Mr*  Wilder,  one  of  the  fellows,  bat  a  man  of 
liarsh  temper  and  fiolent  passions,  and  consequent! j  eztreaielj  unfit  to  win  tim 
affections  and  guide  the  disposition  of  a  youth,  simple,  ingenuous,  thoughtless  and 
unguarded.  His  pupil,  howerer,  made  some  progress,  although  slow,  in  acadenu* 
cal  studies.  In  1747,  he  was  elected  one  of  the  ezhibitionefs  on  the  ioundntkm 
of  Erasmus  Smjrth;  and  in  1740,  two  years  after  the  regular  tisM,  he  waa  ad. 
mitted  to  the  degree  of  bachdor  of  arts.  His  indolence  and  irregularities  mmy 
in  part  account  for  this  tardy  adfancement  to  the  r^utation  of  a  schoUr,  but 
much  may  likewise  be  attributed  to  the  unfeeling  neglect  of  his  tutor,  who 
contended  only  for  the  presenration  of  certain  rules  of  discipline,  while  he  gave 
himself  little  trouble  with  tl|e  culti?ation  of  the  mind.  On  one  occarion  he  thought 
proper  to  chastise  OliTcr  before  a  party  of  young  friends  of  both  sexes,  whom. 
With  his  usual  imprudence,  he-  was  entertaining  with  a  supper  and  dance  in  his 
rooms.  Oliver  inmiediately  disposed  of  his  books  and  clothes,  left  college, 
and  commenced  a  wanderer,  widiout  any  prospect,*  without  friends,  and  witiiout 
mooey.  M  length,  after  suffering  such  extremity  of  hunger,  that  a  handful  of 
grey  peas,  which  a  girl  gave  him  at  a  wake,  appeared  a  luxurious  meal,  he  contrived 
to  acquaint  his  brother  with  his  situation,  who  immediatdy  clothed  him  and  car« 
ried  him  back  to  college,  effecting  at  the  same  tune  a  reconciliation  between  him 
and  his  tutor,  which  it  may  be  supposed  was  move  convenient  than  cordial  on  ei« 
therride. 

Soon  after  this  event,  his  father  died,  and  his  friends  wbhed  him  to  prepare  for 
l^oly  orders ;  but  to  this  he  declared  his  dislike;  and  finding  himself  equally  uncom- 
fortable as  tutor  in  a  private  family  to  which  he  had  been  recommended,  he  again 
left  the  country  with  about  thirty  pounds' in  his  pocket.  After  an  absence  of  six 
veeks,  he  retttrned  to  his  mother's  house  without  a  penny,  hariug  expended  the 
irhole  in  a  series  of  whiouical  adventures,  of  which  the  reader  will  find  a  very  en* 
tertaining  account  in  the  Life  above-mentbned.  His  mother  and  friends  being  re- 
condled  to  hun,  his  uncle  the  rev.  Thomas  Contarine,  resolved  to  send  him  to  the 
Temple  to  study  law;  but  in  his  way  to  London,  be  met,  at  Dublin  with  a  sharper 
^ho  tempted  him  to  pUy,  and  stript  him  of  fifty  pounds,  with  which  he  had  been 
l^rnbhed  for  his  voyage  and  journey.  His  youth  must  furnish  the  only  apok^ 
that  cap  be  made  for  thu  Insensibility  to  the  kindness  of  his  friends,  who  couM  ill 
fffoi4  the  money  thus  wantonly  lost.  Again,  however,  they  received  him  into 
favour,  and  it  bdng  now  decided  that  he  should  study  physic,  he  was  sent  to  Edln* 
bprgh  for  that  purpose. 

This  fppears  to  have  taken  place  about  the  year  1752  or  1759;  but, still  hi9 
Ibovghtleu  and  eccentric  disposition  renudned^  aod  betrayed  hhn  into  mauyliidi* 
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«roDS  sihntioDt.  TU  fornMy  indeed  attended  tke  leeiiiff«i  of  tbe  vedUtl  pro^ 
ftMon,  iNit  kit  stiadief  vetn  neither  ragvUr  nor  ^Hund.  There  wes  dwajtt 
tomething  he  liked  better  than  Hated  application*  Amofig  hi*  feUow*|ti|dfntt  he 
trfahed  to  Moofioiend  hhnself,  aad  he  was  not  nnsofice^ul,  ky  hk  itoriei  and  poogs, 
ai  a  sodal  companion^  aad  a  man  of  hnmonr ;  and  this  ambitioa  to  •bine  in  ooD»- 
!»■  J  bj  each  meant  ntr er  wholly  left  him  when  Jm  came  to  aisociAto  with  mien 
who  are  not  charmed  bj  noUy  Tifacitf  • 

After  he  had  gone  through  the  usual  course  of  lectnresi  hts  uncle^  who  appear! 
to  haTO' borne  the  principal  expenses  of  his  education,  equipped  kirn  for  the  me» 
dfeal  school' of  Leyden,at  whieh,  howerer,  he  did  not  arrite  without  meeting  with 
tome  of  those  incidents  which  have  giren  an  air  of  ronuuice  to  his  history.  At 
Leyden  he  studied  chemistMy  and  anatomy  for  abonta  year;  but  a  ttete  foir  gaming^ 
which  he  appears  to  luite  eaugbt  very  eariy,  frof  nently  stript  him  of  his  monejF, 
and  ptunged  him  into  diftouU&es,  witimut  any  of  the  benefits  of  experience.  £iren 
the  money  which  he  was  compelled  to  i>orn>w  in  otder  to  ensible  hin  to  lei;to 
Holhmd,  was  expended  on  tome  costly  flowers  which  he  bought  of  a  Dutch  florist^ 
nsa  present  to  his  node;  aad  when  he  set  out  on  his  travels  he  *^  had  only  one 
dean  diirt,  and  no  money  in  his  pocket." 

Any  other  man  would  have  laid  his  account  with  starving  i  hat  Ooidtsmith  had 
*<  a  kn»ek  of  hoping,*'  and,  however  miserabif  provided,  determined  to  msike 
the  tour  of  fiorope  on  foot*  In  wlmt  manner  Im  performed  this  singular  uodera 
tidLhig,  he  IS  supposed  to  have  iolbfined  us  in  <'  The  history  of  a  philoiophic  Va« 
fabood/'  in  chap.  xx.  of  the  Vioar  of  Wakefield.  He  had  soam  knowledge  of 
ntuslc,  and  diarmed  the  peatantt  to  much  at  to  procure  a  lodging,  ind  a  ^ub« 
tittence.  Be  aito  entered  the  foreign  noiversitiet  and  convents,  where  upon  cer« 
tiin  days  theses  ave  maintsined  against  any  adventitiouo  disputant,  folr  which,  if 
Ae  f  hampioo  opposes  with  some  dexterity,  he  may  elasm  a.gratuitjr  in  money,  a 
dinner,  and  a  bed  for  the  night  At  4Hie  time,  ho  is  9M  to  have  accompanied  a 
young  Engliiiiman  as  a  tutor ;  but  fab  biographer  doubts  whether  this  part  of  the « 
ndlosophic  Vagabond's  story  was  not  a  iction^  it  is  certain,  howeter,  that  in 
Ae  manner  above  related,  and  with  some  assistance  from  his  unde,  he  contrived 
tetnupd  through  Fhmders,  and  part  of  France,  Germany,  Swit^riapd  and  Italy. 
It  was  ppobaUy  at  Padua  that  he  took  a  medtcal  degree,  as  he  remained  heref 
.  nbont  sis  months  ^  bot  one  of  his  earUeet  biographers  thinks  he  took  the  decree  of 
bachelor  of  medicine  at  Louvaln.  His  geacrons  uncle  dywg  while  he  was  iat 
Italy,  he  was  obliged  to  travel  through  France  to  England  on  foot,  and  landed  at 
Dover  in  17  SO. 

Hennrivedln  London  in  theeAtrennty  of  distress^  and  fimt  tried  to  be  admitted 
an  an  nsber  in  a  eohool  or  neademyy  and  having  with  ^Kftcuky  obttined  that 
oltuatieB,  ho  remained  lor  some  tune  in  it,  inboiitting  to  mortaications  of  wbieh  he 
kns  given  probably  an  exaggerated  account^  in  the  story  ^  the  Fhilosophic 
Vagabond.  He  next  procured  a  sttnatioii  in  the  tlM>p  of  a  cdketnet,  and,  while 
kene, .  wat  found  ont  by  Dr.  Sleigh,  on^  of  bit  fdXUm  atadentt  at  Edinburgh,  who^ 
iibeially  ahared  hit  puste  with  Mm,  and  encouraged  him  to  commence  practitioner. 
With  this  view,  he  settled,  if  any  oieasnre  of  our  poet  deserves  that  epithet^  In 

iro&.  avw  i  » 
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Baokside,  Sotithwar|c ;  tod  afterwards  remoTed  to  the  Temple,  or  its  iieigbbo«s^ 
hood.  In  either  place  his  success  as  a  physician  is  not  known ;  his  own  acoomit 
was,  that  he  bad  plenty  of  patients,  bat  got  no  fe^s* 

About  this  time,  howergr,  he  appears  to  hate  had  recourse  to  his  pen.  His 
first  attempt  was  a  tragedy,  which  he  probably  nerer  finished.  In  1758,  he  obtainei 
by  means  of  Dr.  Milner,  a  dissenting  minister,  who  kept  aschoolatPeckham,  which 
our  author  superio tended  during  the  doctor^s  illness,  an  appointment  to  be  phy- 
sician to  one  q(  our  factories  in  India.  In  order  to  procure  the  necessary  ex- 
pences  for  the  voyage,  he  issued  proposals  for  printing  by  sobscriplion,  the  Pre- 
sent State  of  Polite  Literature  in  Europe,  with  what  success  we  are  not  told,  nor 
,  why  he  gSTO  up  his  appointment  in  India.  In  the  same  year,  howerer,  he  wrote 
what  he  very  properly  calls  a  catchpenny  Life  of  Voltaire,  and  engaged  with 
]Vf  r.  Griffiths  as  a  critic  in  the  Monthly  Re?iew.  The  terms  of  this  engagement 
were  his  board,  lodging,  and  a  handsome  salary,  all  secured  by  a  written  agree- 
ment. Goldsmith  declared  he  usually  wrote  for  his  employer  erery  day  from  nine 
o*clock  till  two.  But  at  the  end  of  seren  or  eight  months  it  was  dissolved  by 
mutual  consent,  and  our  poet  took  lodgings  in  Green-Arbour-court,  in  the  Old 
Bailey,  amidst  the  dwellings  of  indigence,  where  he  completed  his  Presmt  State  of 
Polite  Literature,  printed  for  Dodsley,  1759,  l^mo. 

He  afterwards  remoTed  to  more  decent  lodgings  in  Wine-Office-cpurt,  Fleet* 
street,  where  he  wrote  his  admirable  norel,  The  Vicar  of  Wakefield,  attended  with 
the  affecting  circumstance  of  his  being  under  arrest  When  the  knowl^ge  of  his  si* 
iuation  was  communicated  to  Dr.  Johnson,  he  disposed  of  his  manuscript  fof 
sixty  pounds,  to  Mr.  Newberry,  and  procured  his  enlargement.  Although  the 
money  wasthen  paid,  the  book  was  not  published  until  some  time  after,  when  his 
excellent  poem,  The  Trareller,  had  established  his  fame.  His  connection  with 
Mr.  Newberry  was  a  source  of  regular  supply,  as  he  employed  him  in  compiling 
or  rerising  many  of  his  publications,  particuUrly  the  Art  of  Poetry,  9  vols. 
12mo.  the  Life  of  Beau  Nash,  and  I^etters  on  the  History  of  England,  9  Tois. 
12mo.  which  bare  been  attributed  to  lord  Lyttelton,  the  earl  of  Orrery  and  other 
noblemen,  but  were  really  written  by  Dr.  Goldsmith.  He  had  before  this 
been  employed  by  Wilkie,  the  bookseller,  in  conducting  a  Lady's  Magazine,  and 
publi9hed  with  him,  a  volume  of  essays,  entitled  The  Bee.  To  the  Public 
Ledger,  a  newspaper,  of  which  Kelly  was  at  that  time  the  editor,  he  contributed 
those  letters  which  have  since  been  published  under  the  title  of  The  Citizen  of  the 
World. 

In  17G5,  he  published  The  TraTeller,  which  at  once  established  his  fame  The 
outline  of  this  he  formed  when  in  Switzerland,  and  polished  it  with  great  care,  be* 
fore  he  submitted  it  to  the  public  It  soon  made  him  known  and  admired,  but  his 
toving  disposition  had  not  yet  left  him.  He  had  for  some  time  been  musing  on 
a  design  of  penetrating  into  the  internal  parts  of  Asia,  and  investigating  the  re- 
maips  of  ancient  grandeur,  learning,  and  manners.  When  he  was  told  of  lord 
BMte's  liberality  to  men  of  genius,  he  applied  to  that  nobleman  for  a  salary  to 
enable  him  ^o  execute  his  favourite  plan,  but  his  application  was  unnoticed,,  as  his 
name  had  not  then  been  made  known  by  his  Traveller ;  this  poem,  however,  hav. 
ing  procured  him  the  unsolicited  friendship  of  lord  Nugent,  afterwards  earl  of 
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4[^are,  he  obtained  an  introduction  to  (he  earl  of  Northumberland,  then  lord  'Iieu« 
tenant  of  Ireland,  who  invited  our  poet  to  an  interview.  Groldsmith  prepared  a 
complimentarj  address  for  his  exceliency,  which)  by  mistake,  he  delivered  to  the 
groom  of  the^chambers,  and  when  the  lord  lieutenant  appeared,  was  so  confused 
ihat  he  came  away  without  iieing  able  to  explain  the  object  of  his  wishes.  Sir.  John 
Hawkins  relates  that  when  the  lord  lieutenant  said  he  should  be  glad  to  do  him 
fmy  kindness,  Goldsmith  answered  that  he  had  a  brother  in  Ireland,  a. clergyman^ 
thatstpod  in  need  of  help :  ^^  as  for  himself,  he  had  no  depeudpnce  on  the  promises 
of  great  men :  he  looked  to  the  booksellers  :  they  were  his  best  friends,  aud  he 
was  not  inclined  to  forsake  them  for  others.'^,  This  was  very  characteristic  .of 
Xroldsmith,  who,  as  sir  John  Hawkins  adds,  was  <'  an  ideot  in  the  affairs  pf  the 
world  ;"  but  yet  his  affectionate  remembrance  of  his  brother  on  such  an  occasion 
merits  a  less  harsh  epithet.  Goldsmith  was  grateful  for  the  kindness  he  had  re- 
ceived from  this  brother,  and  nothing  probably  wopld  have  given  him  grca.ter  plea*, 
iore  than  if.  he  had  succeeded  in  transferring  the  earl's  patronage  to  him.  From 
this  time,  however,  although  he  sometimes  talked  about  it,  he  appears  to  have  re^ 
linquisheJ  the  project  of  going  to  Asia.  ^^  Of  all  men,"  says  Dr.  Johnson, 
^^  Goldsmith  is  the  most  unfit  to  go  out  upon  such  an  inquiry  ;  for  he  is  utterly  ig« 
norant  of  such  arts  as  we  already  possess,  and  consequently  could  not  know  what 
would  be  accessions  to  our  present  stock  of  mechanical  knowledge.  He«would  bring 
home  a  grinding-barrow,  and  think  that  l^e  had  fuf nished  a  wonderful  improve- 
ment," 

Iq  176^,Goldsmith  fixed  his  abode  in  theTemple,  where  he  ever  afterwards  resided, 
first  ip  the  library  staircase,  afterwards  in  the  Ring's  Bench  Walks,  and  ultimately 
at  No.  2  in  Brick-courty  where  he  had  chambers  on  the  first  floor  elegantly  fnr« 
9ished,  and  where  he  was  visited  by  literary  friends  of  the  most  distinguished  merit. 
When  Dr.  Johnson's  literary  club  was  founded,  he  was  one  of  the  first  members^ 
fuid  his  associates  were  those  whose  conversations  have  given  such  interest  to 
Boswell's  Life  of  Johnson. 

paving  now  acquired  considerable  fame  as  a  critic,  a  novelist,  and  a  descriptive 
poet,  he  was  induced  to  court  the  dramatic  Muse.  His  first  attempt  was  the  comedy 
ofthejGrood-Natured  Man,  which  Garrick,after  much  delay  ,declined;  audit  was  pro* 
dnced  at  Covent  Garden  theatre,  in  1768,  where  it  kept  possession  of  the  stage  for 
nine  nights,bnt  did  not  obtain  the  applause  which  his  friends  thought  it  merited.  Be- 
tween this  period  and  the  appearance  of  his  next  celebrated  poem,  he  compiled 
the  Roman  History  in  2  vols.  8vo.  and  afterwards  an  abridgement  of  it,  and  the 
History  of  EngUnd  in  4  vols.  8vo,  both  elegantly  written,  and  highly  calculated  to 
attract  and  interest  young  readers ;  although  it  must  be  owned,  he  is  frequently 
superficial  and  inaccurate.  His  pen  was  also  occasionally  employed  in  introduce 
tions  and  prefaces  to  books  compiled  by  other  persons :  as  Guthrie's  History  of 
the  World,  and  Dr.  Brooks's  System  of  Natural  History.     In  this  last  pte&ce,  he 
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wMTfj  wlitn  lie  aunt  ia  write  (be  life  €Pf  PftriMll  for  the  Bngliili  pdets.  He  trrottf 
•190  a  Kfe  of  BeHogfereke,  origitiiill  jr  pr^ased  Co  tie  Dbier tadoa  eo  Parties,  stt^  d^^ 
terw ardg  to  BolitiglH'ek^swotks.  In  oaeoffii^  compHatiofis  ke  iras  peeuiarljr 
ttiilbrtiiiiate*  Being  desired  by  GrifiWi,  tiie  bookseller,  to  make  a  seleetion  of 
elegapt  poems  from  ovr  best  Bogllsli  elassicsi  for  tbe  use  of  boatdtfig  seboob,  he 
earetessly  marked  for  tbe  printor  one  0f  the  meet  iadecent  tales  of  Frier.  His  bto« 
grapber  adds,  ^  witboat  readiag  It ;"  bit  tbis  wtt  not  tbe  ease,  as  be  introduces 
it  wkb  a  criticism.  These  tarions  pubiicaliom  bare  tiot  been  noticed  io  tbeir  regn. 
lar  order,  l»et  as  their  dates  are  not  eonnected  with  any  partletiiats  la  our  antbor^ 
history,  this  will  appear  a  aiatter  of  little  conseqaenoe. 

In  1789,  he  produced  bis  admirable  poem  Tbe  Deserted  Tillage,  which  be 
touched  and  retouched  with  tbe  greatest  care  bdbre  publication.  How  wawA  H 
added  to  his  reputation  it  is  unnecessary  to  mention.  No  poem  rince  tbe  days  of 
Pope  has  been  so  repeatedly  read,  admired,  and  quoted. 

At  the  establishaient  of  the  Royal  Academy  of  Painting  in  1779,  bis  friend  sir 
Joshua  Reynolds  procured  for  hhn  the  appointment  of  professor  of  ancient  his- 
tory, a  oomplimeatary  distinction  attended  neither  with  emotument  nor  trouble, 
bat  which  entitled  him  to  a  seat  at  some  of  tbe  meetings  of  tbe  society.  H b  situa. 
tion  in  life  was  now  comfortable  at  least,  and  might  hare  been  Independent  had 
be  mixed  a  IHtle  prudence  with  his  general  conduct ;  btit  it  is  much  to  bis  honour 
that  his  erroars  were  almost  always  on  the  right  side.  He  was  kindand  benetolent, 
whererer  he  had  it  in  his  power,  and  although  frequently  duped  by  artful  men, 
bis  heart  was  never  hardened  against  the  applleation  of  the  unltappy.  And  such 
was  tile  celebrity  of  his  writings,  that  he  was  eren  looked  up  to  as  a  patron  and 
promoter  of  Schemes  of  public  utility.  Hb  biographer  has  pul>lt8bed  a  very  curi- 
ous letter  from  tbe  notorious  Thomas  Paine,  in  Which  be  soilietts  Goldsmith^  m- 
terest  in  procuring  an  ad^tlon  to  the  pay  of  exclsemea# 

la  the  Month  of  March  1773,  bis  second  comedy,  9be  Stoops  io  Conquer,  was 
presented  at  Govent  Garden,  and  received  with  the  highest  applause,  contrary  to 
the  opinion  of  the  aiaoager,  Mr.  Colman.  It  is  founded  on  an  kiddent  which,  his 
biographer  Iniirtns  us,  happened  tn  the  author  in  bis  younger  days,  when  bemis* 
took  a  geatlemaa's  honse  for  an  inn*  In  the  same  year»  be  appeared  before  the 
pnbtte  in  a  different  cbaraoter.  A  scurrilous  letter,  probably  written  by  Kenrick, 
was  inserted  in  the  Loadon  Fk^ket,  a  paper  then  published  by  the  late  Mr.  Tbomas 
Evans,'  bookseller  in  Paternoster  Row.  Croldsmitb  resented  no  part  of  the  abuse 
but  that  which  reflected  on  a  young  lady  of  his  acquittance^  Accompanied  by 
one  of  his  conntrymen,  be  wafted  on  Mr.  Evans,  and  stated  the  natore  of  his 
ooniplaint#-^Mr.  Bvnns,  who  had  no  concern  in  the  paper  but  as  publisher, 
want  to  examine  tbe  file,  and  vrhUe  stooping  for  It,  GoldsmRh  was  advised  by  his 
friend  to  take  that  opportunity  of  caning  him,  which  lie  immedmtely  tegan 
to  do:  but  Evans,  a  stout  and  high«blooded  WeMman,  itstnmed  the  bhnr 
with  so  mudi  advantage,  that  Goldsmfth«s  friend  fled,  aUd  left  him  hi  a  shockiag^ 
phght.     Dr.  Renrick«  who  waa  then  in  the  houAft.    csme  forward«c.   ami: 
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One  of  bis  ]»$t  pulilicatloiw  was  ik%  Historj  of  the  Earth  and  AoimaM  Na- 
lur^i  before  laeoiioned*  la  8  Yoluaaea  octavo,  for  which  he  raceiTed  the  <um  of  4S^, 
fmdiiumg  th^  time  he  was  «Q|{a|^d  in  this  aadertaktii|[i  he  had  recelred  the  coj^ 
mone^  for  his  comedy^  and  the  profits  of  his  third  nights ;  iHiit  his  biographer  in- 
forms OS,  ^^  he  was  so  liberal  io  hb  dooations,  and  profuse  in  his  dishursements, 
he  was  Dofortniiately  so  Atlpiched  to  tb«  pemiciow  pmetics  of  g^ing;  and  from 
his  unsettled  habits  of  life,  his  supplies  being  precarious  ^nd  uncertain |  he  had 
beea  so  little^cnstomed  to  s^uUte  his  expMises  by  tmy  system  of  ecoaomy, 
that  his  debts  far  exceeded  his  resoarcee ;  and  he  was  obliged  to  take  op  money 
in  advance  frpm  the  managers  of  the  tiro  theatres,  for  comedies  which  he  engaged 
to  furnish  to  each  ;  and  from  the  booksellers,  for  publications  which  he  was  to 
finish  for  the  press*  Ail  these  engagements  he/uUy  intended,  and  doubtless  would 
have  been  able  to  fulfil  wHh  the  strictest  honour,  as  he  had  done  on  former  ocea* 
sions  in  similar  exigences^  but  his  prematuise  death,  unhappily  prerentedthe  exo. 
cution  of  his  plans,  and  gave  occasion  to  malignity  to  impute  these  faiiures  to  dar 
liberate  intention^  which  were  merely  the  resnH  of  ioeviti^ble  a>ortality.'' 

Soma  time  before  his  death,  although  they  were  not  printed  nndl  (J'ter  that 
event,  he  wrote  his  poems,  The  Haunch  of  Venison,  Retaliation,  and  some  of  the 
smaller  pieces  lulmitted  into  his  worju*  But  the  chief  project  he  had  at  heart 
was  an  Universal  Dictionary  of  Arts  and  Sdeucei,  in  the  execution  of  yihich  it 
is  said  he  bad  engaged  all  his  literary  friends  and  the  members  of  the  literary 
club,  but  this  was  prevented  bf  his  death,  which  is  thus  related  by  hie  bio* 
grapher ; 

<<He  was  subject  to  severe  file  of  the  stnMignry,o wing  probably  to  the  intemperate 
manner  in  which  he  confined  himself  to  the  desk,  when  he  was  employed  in 
)i'is  compilations,  often  indeed  for  several  weeks  successively  without  taking 
r^rcise.  On  such  occasions  he  usually  hired  lodgings  in  some  farm-house  a^few 
miles  from  I^ondon,  and  wrote  without  cessation  till  he  had  finished  his  task.  B^ 
then  carried  his  copy  to  the  bookseller,  received  his  compensation,  and  gave  him* 
self  up  perhaps  for  montbs  wlthont  interruption,  to  the  faieties^  amusements, 
^nd  societies  of  JUondon. 

<'  And  bereft  may  be  observed,  once  forall,  that  his  ekfaat  and  enchanting  style 
in  prose  ;flowed  from  him  with  such  faeility,  that  in  whole  quires  of  his  histories, 
Animated  Nature,  Sec*  he  bad  seldom  occasion  to  corrects  alter  a  single  word  ; 
t>nt  in  his  verses,  especially  his  two  great  ethic  poems,  nethiipf  could  exce^  the 
patient  and  Incessant  xevisal  which  he  bestonned  upon  them.  To  save  himself 
the  trouble  of  transcription,  he  wrote  the  lines  in  his  first  copy  very  wide,  and 
would  so  fill  up  the  intermediate  space  with  reiterated  corrections,  that  scarcely  # 
word  of  his  £rst  effnsions  was  left  nnalteied. 

<<  In  the  spring  of  17749  heing  embarrassed  in  his  circumstances,  and  attaich;ed 
with  his  usual  nuUady,  bis  indisposition,  aggravated  too  by  mental  distress,  termi- 
Bated  in  A  fever,  which  on  the  ^5tbofMar<^  had  become  exiceedingly  vi<^n^ 
when  he  called  in  medical  assistance.  Although  he  had  then  taken  ipecacuanha 
to  promote  a  vomit,  bo  would  proceed  to  the  use  of  James's  fever  powder, 
contrary  to  the  ad?ioe  of  the  medfeal  gentlemen,  who  attended  him.  From  the 
application  of  these  powders  ke  had  rtceiveii  the  greatest  benefit  in  a  simiter  at* 
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tack  nearly  two  years  before,  bat  then  they  were  admioistered  by  Dr.  Jamet  lAmtfif 
in  person.  This  happened  in  September  1772.  Bnt  now  the  progress  of  thediseaie 
was  as  nnfavonrabre  as  possible ;  for  from  the  time  abo? e  mentioned  erery  symp^ 
torn  became  more  and  more  alarming,  till  MondajF,  April  4th,  when  he  died,  aged 
forty-five." 

His  remains  were  prhately  interred  In  the  Temple  barial^gronnd,  on  Satorday, 
April  9th  ;  but  afterwards,  by  a  subscription  raised  among  his  friends,  and  chiefly 
by  his  brethren  of  the  club,  a  marble  monument  was  erected  to  his  memory  la  West- 
minster Abbey,  with  an  inscription  by  Dr.  Johnson,  the  history  of  which  the  red* 
der  may  find  in  BoswcU's  LtCe,  where  are  likewise  many  carious  traits  of  odr 
poet's  variegated  character. 

<<  He  was,*'  adds  his  biographer,  ^*  generous  in  the  citreme,  and  so  strongfy 
affected  by  compassion,  that  he  has  been  known  at  midnight  to  abatfdoii  h^  reit, 
In  order  to  procure  relief  and  an  asylum  for  a  poor  dying  object  who  wat 
left  dcstitnte  in  the  streets.  Nor  was  there  ever  a  mind  whose  general  feelings 
were  more  benevolent  and  friendly.  He  is  however  supposed  to  have  beeti 
often  soared  by  jealousy  or  envy,  and  many  little  Instances  are  mentioned  of  this 
tendency  in  his  character  :  bat  whatever  appeared  of  this  kind  was  a  mere  momea^ 
tary  sensation,  which  he  knew  not  how  like  other  men  to  conceaf:  it  was  never 
the  result  of  principle,  or  the  suggestion  of  reflection :  It  never  embittered  his 
heart,  nor  influenced  his  conduct.  Nothing  could  be  more  amiable  thati  the  ge« 
neral  features  of  his  mind :  those  of  his  person  were  not  perhaps  so  engag* 
ing. 

<^  His  stature  was  nnder  the  middle  size,  his  body  strongly  built,  and  his  limbs 
more  sturdy  than  elegant  ;  his  completion  was  pale,  his  forehead  low,  his  fice 
almost  round  and  pitted  with  the  small^pot,  but  msirked  ;with  strong  lines  of 
thinking.  His  first  appearance  was  not  captivating :  but  when  he  grew  easy  aid 
cheerfnl  in  company,  he  relaxed  into  such  a  display  of  good-humour  as  soon  re- 
moved every  unfavourable  tmpfession. 

<^  Yet  it  must  be  acknowledged  that  in  company  he  did  not  appear  to  so  rnndr 
advantage  as  might  hate  been  expected  from  his  genius  and  talents.  He  was  too 
apt  to  speak  without  reflection,  and  without  a  sufficient  knowledge  of  the  subject: 
which  made  Johnson  observe  of  him,  <^  No  man  was  more  foolish  when  he 
had  not  a  pen  in-  his  hand,  or  more  wise  when  he  had.^  Indeed  with  all  his 
defects,  (to  conclude  nearly  in  the  words  of  that  great  critic)  ^<  as  a  writer  he 
was  of  the  most  distinguished  abilities.  Whatever  he  composed  he  did  k 
better  than  any  other  man  could.  And  whether  we  consider  him  as  a  poet,  ai 
~  a  comic  writer,  or  as  an  historian  (so  far  as  regards  his  powers  of  composition  J, 
he  waa  one  of  the  first  writers  Of  his  time,  and  will  ever  stand  in  the  foremost 
class." 

Although  thb  character  may  be  thought  in  some  respects  eziiggerated,  it  cannot 
be  denied  that  the  Indelible  stamp  of  genius  rests  on  his  Vicar  of  Wakefield;  and 
on  his  poems.  The  Traveller,  Deserted  Village,  and  Edwin,  and  Angelina.  Fn 
de8cription,pttthos,  and  even  sublimity,  he  has  not  been  exceeded  by  any  of  tiie  poetb 
of  his  age,  except  that  in  the  latter  quality  he  must  yield  to  Gray,  fiiit  It  is  an- 
necessary  to  enter  into  a  minute  examination   of  poems  whose  popularity  forio 


Digntized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  LIFE  OF  tiOtDSMITH. 

toMj  jean  has  kdowtfi  no  abaitemeht.  Those  who  wbh  to  A 
rank  among  English  poets  will  find  manj  Taluable  remarks  in 
Poetry  of  Goldsmith,  by  Dr.  Aikin^  prefixed  to  a  beautiful  ed 
published  in  1804^  and  in  a  Critical  Life  of  Dr.  Goldsmith^bj  Mr 
in  the  fifth  Tolume  pf  his  Censura  Literaria. 

The  present  edition  of  his  poems  is  copied  from  the  octato  pri 
addition  of  the  Threniodia  Augnstalis,  a  piece  which  has  bitfaerl 
learches  of  his  editors.  It  is  now  printed  from  a  copy  given  by 
friend  Joseph  Cradock,  esq.  of  Gumley,  author  of  Zobeide,  &c.  a 
to  me  by  Mr.  Nichols.  If  it  adds  little  to  his  fame,  it  exhibits  s 
of  the  facility  with  which  he  gratified  his  employers  on  a  ?ery  si 
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fat  ntimLWt:  or,  a  «io. 

^         SPECt  OF  SOCIETT. 


•TO  THE  REV.  H&NRY  60LD6MITH. ' 

can  acquirt  tto  Wftw  force  frorii  the  c^itmottfos 
of  a  dedicatk>li;  and  pertiaps  H  4«ttiaiys  an 
ezcose  thoft  to  pirefiz  yonr  aani6  to  toy  atKtepts, 
wliidh  you  decline  ghhig  irith  yoar  o«na.  But 
as  a  part  of  tbh  poem  trtft  Ibrmtitf  writtM  to 
TOO  fi^SwHt^irumd,  the  whdeetti  nowr,  wHh 
propriety,  b6  wdy  iwcr^bedto  yoo.  It  ^rfll  also 
throw  a  light  apon  many  parts  tjf  tt,  wbenthe 
reader  onderstands  that  it  is  addreited  to  aman. 
who,  dcsphSog  fcHMS  airf  lUltine,  feas  retired 
eariy  tob^pplnest  andoWmrtty,  wKh  an  hioottie 
of  forty  pounds  a  ye». 

Inow  percfeive,  my  dear hw«hef ,  flie  wirfom 
oT  your  hattib!e  choice.  You  have  enteral  apon 
a  lacred  o  fll««|  i»ti«t-e  the  faartest  hi  gneat,  and 
the  Ubourttt  htt  but  Itew ;  irWIe  yoahafie  feft 
the  field  of  &tnbitiOfi,  when  the  liAoarers  are 
many,  and  the  harrest  not  worth  carrying  away. 
BotM  all  kinds  of  ambitioo,  what  ftom  the  te> 
finement  Of  the  times,  fh>m  dHferent  systemii  of 
critihisnu  and  ftom  the  divisiont  of  ptoty,  that 


the  powcifhl,  it  is  §611  hi  greater  daoger  from 
Che  mistaken  etbrts  of  the  learned  to  impvote 
it  What  criticiuns  hare  we  not  heard  or  late 
in  ihvour  of  Uank  verse,  and  Pindaric  odes, 
chorusses,  anapests  and  limbics,  alliteratiTe  care, 
and  happy  negligence  I  Every  absurdity  has 
now  a  cmimpion  to  defend  it ;  and  as  he  is  ge* 
nerallymuch  in  the  wrong,  so  he  has  always 
much  to  say ;  tor  errour  is  ever  talkative. 

But  there  is  an  enemy  to  tiiis  tot  stiH  more 
dangerons,  I  mean  party.  Party  entirely  distorto 
the  judgment,  and  destroys  tiie  taste.  When 
the  mWd  is  once  infected  with  this  dieeaae,  it 
can  oidy  find  pleuure  in  what  oootriboies  to 
increase  the  distemper.  like  the  tiger,  that 
seldom  desists  from  pursuing  man  after  having 
once  preyed  upon  human  lleili,  the  reader,  iK/kb 
has  once  gratified  his  appetite  with  eahinny, 
makes  ever  after  the  most  apeeaWe  feast  upon 
murdered  reputation.  Such  readers  gsueiany 
admire  some  hatf^witted  tUng,  who  waiils  to  be 
thought  a  boM  man,  having  lost  the  Character 
ofawiseone.  Rim  they  dignify  Willi  the  name 
of  poet :  his  tawdry  lampoons  are  called  satires, 
his  turbulence  is  ttid  to  beforce,  and  his  phienzy 
fire. 

What  reception  a  poem  mayind,  whiOh  has 
neither  abuse,  pMty,  nor  blank  veme,  to  sdppoii 
it,  I  cannot  tefl,  nor  am  I  softoitons  lo  knoww 
My  aims  are  right.  Without  espoosing  the  cause 
of  any  party,  1  haive  attempted  to  moderate  Uie 
rageof  an.    t  have  endeavoured  to  show,  thait 
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Remote,  unfrietidecl,  meUncboly,  slow. 
Or  by  the  lazy  Scheld,  or  wandering  Po; 
Or  onward,  where  the  rude  Carinthian  boor 
AgainiC  the  boiiiele83  stranger  shnti  the  door ; 
Or  where  Campania's  plain  forsaken  lies, 
A  weary  waste  expanding  to  the  skies ; 
Wherever  1  roam,  whatever  realms  to  see, 
My  heart,  untraTaird,  fondly  turns  to  thee: 
Still  to  my  brother  turns  with  ceaseless  pain. 
And  drags  at  each  remove  a  lengthening  chain* 
Eternal  blessings  crown  my  earliest  friend. 
And  round  his  dwelling  guardian  saints  attend  ; 
Blest  be  that  spot,  where  cheerful  guests  retire 
To  pause  from  toil,  and  trim  their  ev'uing  fire  ; 
Blest  that  abode,  where  want  and  pain  rq»air. 
And  ev'ry  stranger  findr  a  ready  chair; 
Blest  be  those  feasts  with  simple  plenty  crown'd, 
iVhere  all  the  ruddy  family  around 
laugh  at  the  jests  or  pranks  that  never  fail. 
Or  sigh  with  pity  at  some  moumftil  tale  ; 
Or  press  the  bashful  stranger  to  his  food. 
And  learn  the  luxury  of  dc^ng  good. 

But  me,  noi  destin*d  such  delights  to  share, 
lAy  prime  of  life  in  wandering  spent  and  care ; 
Impelled  with  steps  unceasing  to  pursue     [view; 
Some  Meeting  good«  that  oMcks  me  with  the 
That,  like  the  circle  bounding  earth  and  skies. 
Allures  from  far,  yet,  as  I  follow,  flies ;  ' 
My  fortune  leads  to  traverse  realms  alone. 
And  find  no  spot  of  all  the  world  my  own. 

£v*n  now,  where  Alpine  solitudes  ascend, 
I  sit  me  down  a  pensive  hour  to  spend  ; 
And  placed  on  high  above  the  storm's  career, 
iiook  downward  where  an  bundled  realms  ap- 
pear; 
Lakes,  forests,  cities,  plains  extending  wide. 
The  pomp  of  kings,the  shepherd's  humbler  pride. 
When  thus  creation's  charms  around  combine. 
Amidst  the  store  should  thankless  pride  repine  ? 
Say,  should  the  philosophic  mind  disdain  [vain  } 
That  good  which  makes  each  humbler  bosom 
Let  s(£ool-taught  pride  dissemble  all  it  can. 
These  little  things  are  great  to  little  man; 
And  wiser  be,  whose  sympathetic  mind 
Exults  in  all  the  good  of  all  mankind. 
Ye  gUtt'ring  towns,  with  wealth  and  splendour 
crown'd,  [round. 

Ye  fields,   where   summer    spreads  profusion 
Ye  lakes,  whose  vessels  catch  the  busy  gale. 
Ye  bending  swains,  that  dress  the  flow'ry  vale. 
For  me  your  tributary  stor^  combine ; 
Creation's  heir,  th^  world,  the  world  is  mine. 

As  some  lone  miser,  visiting  his  store. 
Bends  at  his  treasure,  counts,  recounts  it  o'er. 
Hoards  after  hoards  hif  rising  rapture&  fill. 
Yet  still  be  sight,  for  hoards  are  wanting  still ; 
Thus  to  my  breast  alternate  passions  rise,[plie8 : 
Pleas'd  with  each  good  that,  Ueav'n  to  man  sup. 
Yet  oft  a  sigh  prevails,  and  sorrows  &ll. 
To  see  the  hoard  of  human  bTiss  so  small ; 
And  oft  1  wish,  amidst  the  sdme  to  find 
Some  spot  to  real  happiness  oonsign'd. 
Where  my  worn  soul,  eaeh  wand'ring  hope  at  rest, 
May  gather  bliss,  to  see  my  fellows  blest. 

But  where  to  find  that  happiest  qpot  below^ 
Who  can  direct,  when  all  pretend  to  know) 
The  shudd'ring  tenant  of  the  frigid  xone 
Boldly  prodaims  that  bappieit  ipoi  bis  own ; 


Extols  the  treasures  of  his  stormy  ieaa^ 
And  his  long  nights  of  revelry  and  ease : 
The  naked  Negro,  panting  at  the  Ihie, 
Boasts  of  his  golden  sands,  and  palmy  wine^ 
Basks  in  the  glare  or  stems  the  tepid  wave. 
And  thanks  his  gods  for  all  the  good  they  gave. 
Such  is  the  patriot's  boast,  where'er  we  roam. 
His  first,  best  country,  ever  is  A  borne. 
And  yet,  ^rhaps,  if  conntricf  we  compare. 
And  tetimate  the  ble^ngs  which  they  share. 
Though  patriots  flatter,  sdll  shiO]  wisdom  find 
An  equal  portion  dealt  to  all  mankind: 
As  diflfrent  good,  by  art  or  Nature  giv'n 
To  diflTrent  nations,  makes  their  blessings  ev'iL 

Nature,  a  mother  kind  alike  to  all. 
Still  grants  her  bliss  at  labour's  earnest  call ; 
With  food  as  well  the  peasant  is  supply'd 
On  Idra*s  diff  M  Arrio's  sbelvy  side  j 
And  though  the  rocky-crested  itvmmits  firowDy 
These  rocks,  by  custom,  tuiSi-to  beds  of  down. 
From  art  more  various  are  the  blessings  sent; 
Wealth,  commerce,  honour,  liberty,  content : 
Ytt  these  each  other's  pow'r  so  strong  oootest. 
That  either  seems  destructive  of  the  rasL 
Where  wealth  stod  freedom  reign,  oonteotmca^ 
fails;  [nP>>^ 

And  honour  sinki  where  commerce  long  pre- 
Hence  ev'ry  state,  to  one  lov'd  blessing  prode^ 
Confbnns  and  models  life  to  that  alotfb: 
Each  to  the  fov'rite  happiness  attends. 
And  spurns  the  plan  that  aims  at  other  ends  | 
Tdl,  carried  to  excess  in  each  domain. 
This  fav'rite  good  begets  peculiar  pain. 

But  let  us  try  these  truths  with  closer  eyes. 
And  trace  them  through  the  prospect  at  it^ies : 
Here  for  a  while,  my  proper  cares  reeign'd. 
Here  let  me  ut  in  sorrow  for  mankind ; 
Like  yon  neglected  shrub,  at  random  out. 
That  shades  the  steep,  and  sighs  at'evVy  blasd 
Far  to  the  right,  where  Appennine  ascends. 
Bright  as  the  summer,  lUly  extends : 
lu  uplands  sloping  deck  the  mountain's  side^ 
Woods  over  woods  in  gay  theatric  pride ; 
While  oft  some  temple's  mould'ring  tops  be^' 

tween 

With  memorable  grandeur  mark  the  scene. 
Could  Nature's  bounty  satisfy  the  breast. 
The  sons  o^  Italy  were  surely  blest 
Whatever  fruits  in  diflTrent  climes  are  found. 
That  proudly  rise  or  humbly  court  the  ground; 
Whatever  blooms  in  torrid  tracts  appear. 
Whose  bright  succession  dlficks  thfe  varied  year  ;' 
Whatever  sweets  salute  the  northern  sky 
With  vernal  lives,  that  blossom  but  to  die  { 
These  here  disporting  own  the  kindred  soil. 
Nor  ask  luxuriance  from  the  planter's  toil ; 
While  sea-born  gales  their  gelid  winp  expand' 
To  winnow  fragrance  roundthe  smiling  land. 

But  small  the  bliss  that  sense  alone  besto«b' 
And  sensual  bliss  b  all  the  nation  knows. 
In  florid  beauty  groves  and  fields  appear, 
Man  seems  the  only  growth  that  dwindles  here. 
Contrasted  fSaulU  through  all  his  maimiW  reign  ^ 
Though  poor^uxurious;  though  submissive,  tain; 
Though  grave,  yet  trifling ;  zodons,  yet  nntrae  f 
And  ev'nin  penance  planning  sins  anew. 
Atl  evils  here  contaminate'  0ie  ikiind, 
That  opttletioe  departed  leaves  bdiind ; 
For  wealth  was  theirs;  not fkrremofd the  dale. 
When  commeroe  proudly  floiirish'dtliro'ttieiAate; 
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At  ber  oommand  the  p&Iace  learnt  to  rise. 
Again  the  long-faU'n  column  sought  the  skies ; 
The  canvass  glow'd,  beyond  e'en  Nature  warm, 
The  pregnant  quarry  teem'd  with  human  form  t 
Till,  more  unsteady  than  the  southern  gale. 
Commerce  on  other  shores  display'd  her  sail ; 
l^hile  nought  remain'd  of  all  that  riches  gave. 
But  towns  unmann'd,  and  lords  without  a  slave : 
And  late  the  nation  found,  with  fruitless  skill. 
Its  former  strength  was  but  plethoric  ill. 

Yet  still  the  loss  of  wealth  is  here  supply'd 
By  arts,  the  splendid  wrecks  of  former  pride ; 
From  these  the  feeble    heart   and  long-falPn 

mind 
An  easy  compensation  seem  to  find. 
Here  may  be  seen,  in  bloodless  pomp  arrayed. 
The  pasteboard  triumph  and  the  cavalcade: 
Processions  form'd  for  piety  and  love, 
A  mistress  or  a  saint  in  ev'ry  grove. 
Hj  spurts  like  these  are  all  their  cares  beguil'd, 
The  sports  of  children  satisfy  Ijhe  child  i 
Each  nobler  aim,  represt  by  long  control. 
Now  sinks  at  last,  or  foebly  mans  the  soul; 
While  low  delights,  succeeding  fast  behind. 
In  happier  meanness  occupy  the  mind : 
As  in  those  domes,  where  Ciesars  once  bore 

sway, 
Defao'd  by  time,  and  tott'ring  in  decay^ 
There  in  the  ruin,  heedless  of  the  dead. 
The  shelter-seeking  peasant  builds  his  shed ; 
And,  wond'ring  man  could  want  the  larger  pile, 
Exults,  and  owns  his  cottage  with  a  smile. 

My  fioul,  turn  from  them,  turn  we  to  survey 
tVhere  rougher  climes  a  nobler  race  display. 
Where  the  bleak  Swiss  their  stormy  mansions 

tread. 
And  force  a  churlish  soil  for  scanty  bread: 
No  product  here  the  barren  hills  afford 
But  man  and  steel,  the  soldier  and  his  sword  : 
No  vernal  blooms  their  torpid  rocks  array. 
But  winter  lingering  chills  the  lap  of  May; 
No  zephyr  fondly  sues  the  mountain's  breast, 
But  meteors  glare,  and  stormy  glooms  invest. 

Yet  still,  e'en  here,  content  can  qjiread  a 
cbanSf 
Itedreas  the  clime,  and  all  its  rage  disarm. 
Tbonghpoor  the  peasant's  hut,  his  feasts  the' 

small, 
fie  sees  his  little  k)t  the  lot  of  all ; 
Sees  DO  contiguous  palace  rear  its  head. 
To  shame  the  meanness  of  his  humble  shed ; 
No  costly  lord  the  sumptuous  banquet  deal. 
To  make  him  loathe  his  v^etable  meal ; 
Bat  calm,  and  bred  in  ignorance  and  toil. 
Each  wish  contracting,  fits  him  to  the  wah 
Cheerful  at  mom,  he  wakes  from  short  repose, 
Breathes  the  keen  air,  and  carols  as  he  goes  ; 
With  patient  angle  trolls  the  finny  deep. 
Or  drives  his  vent'rous  ploughshare  to  the  steep ; 
O/  seeks  the  den  where  snow-tracks  mark  the 

Atd  drags  the  struggling  savage  into  day. 


Thus  ev'ry  good  hit  ifalave'  wilds  impart 
Imprints  the  patriot  passion  oo  his  heart ; 
And  e'en  those  hills,  that  round  his  manskm  rise. 
Enhance  the  bliss  his  scanty  fund  supplies : 
Dear  is  that  shed  to  which  his  soul  conforms. 
And  dear  that  hill  which  lifts  him  to  the  storms  ; 
And  as  a  child,  when  scaring  sounds  molest, 
Clings  close  and  closer  to  the  mother's  breast. 
So  the  loud  torrent,  and  the  whiriwind's  roar. 
But  bind  him  to  his  native  mountains  more. 
Such  are  the  charms  to  barren  states  as- 
signed: 
Their  wants  but  few,  their  wishes  all  coofin'd: 
Yet  let  them  only  share  the  praises  due. 
If  few  their  wants,  their  pleasures  are  but  few ; 
For  ev'ry  want  that  stimulates  the  breast 
Becomes  a  source  of  pleasure  when  vedrest  ^ 
Whence  from  such*  lands  each  pleasing  science 

flies, 
That  first  excites  desire  and  then  supplies ; 
Unknown  to  them,  when  sensual  plei|8ures  cloy. 
To  fill  the  languid  pause  with  finer  joy; 
Unknown  thcMe  pow'rs  that  raise  the  soul  to, 
flame,  [fiwne. 

Catch  ev'ry  nerve,    and  vibrate  through    the 
Their  level  life  is  but  a  mould'ring  fire, 
Unquench'd  by  want,  unfisnn'd  by  strodg  desire  ^ 
Unfit  for  raptures,  or,  if  raptures  cheer 
On  some  high  festival  of  once  a  year. 
In  wHd  excess  the  vulgar  breast  takes  fire. 
Till,  buried  in  debauch,  the  bliss  expire. 

But  not  their  joys  akme  thus  coarsely  flow ; 
Their  morals,  Uke  their  pleasures,  are  but  low  ; 
For,  as  refinement  stops,  from  sire  to  son 
Unalter'd,  unimprov'd,  the  manners  run  ; 
And  love's  and  friendship's  finely  pointed  dart 
Fall  blunted  from  each  indurated  haait. 
Some  sterner  rirtueso'er  the  mountain's  breMt 
May  sit,  like  falcons  cowering  on  the  nest : 
But  all  the  gentler  morals,  such  as  play 
Thro'  lile's  more  cultur'd  walks,  and  charm  the 

way, 
These,  far  dlspers'd,  on  tim'rous  pinions  fly. 
To  sport  and  flutter  in  a  kinder  sky. 

To  kjnder  skies,  where  gentler  manners  reign^ 
I  turn ;  and  France  displays  her  bright  doqtain: 
Gay  sprightly  land  of  mirth  and  social  eas^ 
Pleas'd  with  thyself,  whrnn  aU  the  world  can 

please^ 
How  often  have  I  led  thy  sportive  choir. 
With  tuneless  pipe,  beside  the  murm'ring  Loiiei 
Where  shading  elms  along  the  margfai  grew. 
And  freshen'd  fr6m  the  wave  tha  zephyr  flew :  ' 
And  haply,  though  my  harsh  touch,  fidfring  still. 
But  mock'd  all  tune,  and  marred  the  dancer^ 

skill; 
Yet  would  the  viUagepraise  my  wood'roaspow'r. 
And  dance,  forgetful  of  the  noontide  hour. 
Alike  all  ages.    Dames  of  ancient  dasrs 
Have  led  their  children  thro'  the  mirthful  maze  ; 
And  the  gay  grandsire,  skilPd  in  gestae  lore. 
Has  frisk'd  beneath  the  burthen  of  threescore. 
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From  ^softi,  to  lAnqM,  tD  «)tt«g«B  K  Mmjv, 
A]idaUM«ti»glilfli«Miiot<»f  yndtes   [tMtt, 
They  piMMt,  ftr«  plMflsd,  they  give  tofg«t  as- 
Till,  imaiorblMt,  they grotr  to fPtHtttkey teen. 

But  wfaUetbii  mtker  art  thtk  bliM  Mpplies, 
It  gh«8  their  follies  alio  fBora  to  riM ; 
For  fMwee  loo  4ieaTlf  lof'd,  or  warerfy  eouglit, 
EolMMetell  intenial  stiength  of  tlNmgM; 
And  tlM  week  Mvl,  vUbkiitidf  anblflrt, 
Learn  for  all  pleawieoa  anotlier's  breast. 
BenososteatotioalMre,  wMi  tawdry  art. 
Pants  for  the  Tulgar  praise  which  foeb  impart ; 
Here  vanity  asiuosee  ber  peit  grimaoe. 
And  trims  her  fdbes  c<  fneae  wjtb  eof^  laoe ; 
Here  beggar  prWe  defraads  her  daHy  cheer. 
To  boast  one  spteadid  banquet  onoe  a  year : 
The  mind  stni  turn  where  ^lifting  foshioB  dnnve, 
Norwelghsthesdiid  worth  of  eritf^ipplaase. 

To  men  of  other  minds  my  fancy  flies. 
Embosomed  in  the  deep  where  HeUaud  Hes. 
Methinki  her  psrtieaitsoos  before  meiAand, 
Where  the  broM  ooean  leans  agahMt  the  landi 
And,  sedolousto  Stop  the  coming  tide, 
lift  tbe  tall  rampire's  artificial  pride. 
Oowaai,  nethiahs,  and  diUgealty  sl^w, 
The  firm  ^ooaneeted  bulwarfc  seems  to  grow  s 
gpr  aid  I  its  ioog  arms  amidst  the  wafry  rear. 
Scoops  out aa  empire,  and  osvrps  the  shore; 
IVbile  the  pent  oeean,  rising  o'er  tbe  pHe, 
Seesannmphibiociswmldbeiieallihsm  smile: 
The  slow  oansd,  the  yeUow-Mossem^d  nde, 
Tbe^willuw  wftedbank,  the  gitdhig  sail, 
Tbe^fuwdod  mart,  tbe  calUvaled  pMo, 
A  new  optaiticii  resoa'd  from  his  mign. 

Tbns,  whlleaiiMtidt!hirwttv<e.4iibjectodsoU 
InwMiB  Om  native  to  repeated  toil, 
IndostrioM  habits  In  each  bosom  reign, 
AMttodnstryhegflU  aloveofgahi. 
Hence  «U  the  good  from  opnienoe  that  sprtoft, 
With  all  thoseflls  snpwtneun  treasnre brings, 
Ave  bite  displ^r^.    Their  moeh-lcv^d  wealth 

imparts 
CoiyswiJancs,  yienty,  dlegaaee,  and  arts; 
But  view  thmtloasr,  emit  and  limid  npptfar, 
^*en  llbaity«tself  is  bnitoed  here. 
At  gold's  superior  charms  all  ftresdom  fiies, 
TheneedyseilH,  and  the  rich  man  bays ; 
▲taod  of  tyrants,  and  a  den  of  slaves, 
Here  wretches  seek  disbonouraUe  graves, 
And,  calmly  bent,  to  ssrritnde  aonfoim, 
DwU  as  their  lakm  that  slnmbar  in  the  storm. 

Heav^l  haw  onKks  their  Belgic  sins  of  old! 
Rough,  paor,  ooatent,  wigotemably  bold; 
War  in  eadi  b>«aat,  and  freedom  on  each  bms; 
How  amdh  anhlM  the  sons  of  BritaiD  naw ! 

Tir'd  at  the  sound,  my  genius  spreads  her  wing, 
And  Aias  wbave  Britahi  coftrtB  Kbe  wcstani  spring; 
When  lawnseitoad  that  scorn  Afoadiaa  pvida^ 
And  brighter  etsnams  than  iun'd  Hydaspis'gtida; 
Then  aU  aronnd  «he  gentlest  bneMp  Aray, 
These  gentle  masio  melts  on  af«7  spray ; 
Creation's  miktoat  eharms  are  there  combm'd, 
EjOmmm  ate  only  m  the  master's  mind; 
Stem  6*er  each  boaomrnsssn  holds  her  state, 
Wkbdaring  aims  irregularty  great: 
Pride  in  their  pott,  deflanoe  in  Ibelreyei 
I  see  iha  lends  of  baman  kind  pass  by ; 
Intent  on  high  designs,  athon^rtliil  band, 
IT^  iiiwii  iininbinn'il^  frtthfromMalnre'shtad, 


Fierce  in  their  MStivc  hardioMs  of  ftndy 

IVoe  to  haagia'd  right,  above  ooi)tiol» 

While  Cen  the  peanat  boasto  these  righto  to  nn^ 

ilnd  learns  to  venerate  himself  as  amn. 

TMne,  Freedom,  thine  tbe  blessings  piiim'd 
here, 
Tlnne  are  those  charms  that  dassle  and  endear  ( 
1V)0  blest  indeed  were  soCb  withoot  aUoy; 
But  fosler'd-e'en  by  freedom,  iHs  annoy; 
That  independence  Britons  prise  too  high. 
Keeps  ifian  ftim  man,  and  breakt  the  sodsJ  tie  ; 
The  se)f>dependent  lordtings  stand  done, 
AH  daims  that  bind  and  sweeten  life  unknovn  ; 
Here,  by  tbe  bonds  of  nature  feebly  held. 
Minds  combat  mhids,  repelKng  rad  repelM  ; 
Ferments  ariee,  iinprisoo>d  foeliens  roar, 
Represt  ambition  straggtos  round  hersliore  ; 
Till  Dver-wrooght,  tbe  general  system  foals 
Its  motions  sto^,  or  phreney  fire  the  wheels. 

Mbr  Uns  Am  worst    As  nature's  ties  decay; 
As  duty,  lore,  and  honomr,  foil  to  sway. 
Fictitious  bonds,  tbe  bonds  of  weakh  ^nd  Inv, 
Still  gather  strength,  and  foree  nnwilling  awe. 
Hence  all  obedience  bows  to  tlieee  alone. 
And  talent  sinks,  and  merit  weeps  unknown  ; 
TW  time  may  come,   when,  siripc  ef  all   bar 

charms, 
Thelandofscbottfs,  and  tbe  naraeof  ama* 
Where  neMe  stems  tnmsnit  the  patriot  4aain» 
Wherelcinmi  have  toit'd,  and  poets  wmte,  ibr 
One  ehik  or  level  avarice  shall  lie,  {  (kmrn^ 

And  schotars,  soldiers,  kh^,  uabonovi'ddieu 

Yet  thifik  not,  thus  whea  freedom's  iHs  I  jtete^ 
Imeantoiatterkings,  or  court  tbe  great: 
Ye  pow^  ef  truth,  that  bid  my  soul  as|>k% 
Par  from  nov  bosom  drive  the  low  desire ! 
And  toou,  fcir  Fraedom,  taught  alike  to  foal 
Tberebble^  rage,  and tyrantfs  angry  ste«l| 
ThoB  tramitory  fiow'r,  alike  undone 
By  proud  oooiempt,  or  favoorHi  fostering  ana ; 
Still  may  thy  blooBM  the  chaagefolcliaBae    ' 
I  oaiy  would  repress  them  to  secure ; 
Forjost  eaperieooeteNs,  inev*ry  soil> 
That  those  who  thiiricmustgovnnitbosothnttoil; 
And  all  that  freedom's  highest  aims  can  reach 
Is  l>ut  to  lay  proportioa'd  loads oneaeh. ' 
Ueneey  should  one  order  disfroportleo'd  gmw. 
Its  double  weight  must  ruin  all  below. 

Ob  then  bow  Mind  to  all  that  troth  raqnitas. 
Who  thiiik  It  freedom  when  apart  aspires  ! 
Calm  is  nvy  soni,  nor  apt  to  rise  in  anna, 
Except  when  fast  approaching  danger  warms; 
But  when  aontendlngohicii  bloekadethetfitooe^ 
Contracting  regal  poWr  to  stretch  OieirowB ; 
When  I  behold  a  footious  band  agree 
To  caU  k  freedom  whea  thamselvm  are^kae; 
Each  wantfn  judge  new  nenal  statntes  draw. 
Laws  grind  the  poor,  and  rhth  men  nrte  tbe  law; 
The  wealth  of  climesy   wtere  sarage  i 


Pillag'dfrom  slaves  to  purchase  skwes  at  home: 
Fear,  pity,  Jnettoe,  Mlgna^on,  start. 
Tear  off  reserve,  and  bare  my  aweMIng  beait; 
Till  half  a  patriot,  half  a  coward  grown, 
I  fiyfrom  petty  tyranto  to  (be  throne. 

Yes,  brother,  eotae  with  me  that  haiefol  hom> 
When  first  ambition  struck  at  ftgal  po^n 
And  thus,  pdlhiting  honour  in  Rs  sonwe. 
Gave  wealth  to  sway  the  mind  wHh  dovhie  forp^ 
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Have  we  not  ieeii>  found  Britain's  pcopiei  ikon. 
Her  omM  soffB  ttidutfig'd  f>r  Mden  ere  ? 
Seen  all  her  triemphe  hot  destractkn  haste, 
Like  ftttf  iiig  tapeie  bright'miig  as  they  waMe  $ 
Seen  oimleaee,  her  graadeor  to  maintaio, 
Lead  stem  depopalatkn  la  her  traia, 
Aitd  over  fields  where  soatter'd  hanriets  ffoee» 
io  barren  nrfkary  poaip  reposed 
Have  we  ««seen,  at  pleasured  levdlyoali. 
The  smiling  long-frequented  village  fcll  I 
Beheld  thedoteoos  son,  the  sire  decay 'd, 
iThe  modest  natron,  and  the  Mashing  maid, 
l^rCdfimn  their  homes,  a  raelanehgiy  train. 
To  traverse  dimes  beyond  the  westani  main; 
Where  wild  Oswego  spreads  her  swamps  around, 
And  Niagara  Anns  with  thnmf  rhig  somid  i 

E'en  now,  perhaps,  at  there  some  pilgrim 
strajTS 
Thro^  tangled  forests,  and  thra^  dang'rons  ways; 
Where  beasts  with  man  divided  empire  dain. 
And  the  brown  Indian  marks  with  mmd  Voos  aim; 
There,  white  above  the  giddy  tempsst  flies, 
And  aU  round  distressful  yells  arise. 
The  pensive  exile,  bending  with  bis  woe. 
To  stop  too  fearful,  and  too  fah*  to  go. 
Casts  a  kmg  look  where  BnglaBd's  glerieartiine, 
And  bids  his  boaom  sympathiae  with  nine. 

Vain,  very  vam,  my  weary  search  ta  find 
That  bliss  whiehenly  eentres  in  <he  mind. 
Why  have  I  stray*dfirem  pleasure  and  rspose, 
To  seek  a  good  eaeh  government  bestows  > 
In  ev^  government,  though  terreurs  laicn. 
Though  tyrant  kings  or  tyrant  laws  reatram. 
How  small,  of  all  that  hamBo  heaitt  endure, 
Thnt  part  which  laws  or  kings  ean  oanse  or  cure  I 
Still  ta  <mrselv<es  in  ev'ry  place  cansign'dy 
Our  own  felicity  we  make  or  find  s 
With  secret  course,  i^ich  no  loud  storms  annoy. 
Glides  the  smooth  current  of  domeatic  joy. 
The  Nf^ed  axe,  the  agoniainf  whed, 
Luke's  iron  crown,  and  Damien's  bed  of  steel. 
To  men  remote  from  pow'r  hatf«Mly  known, 
Leave  reason,  MSb,  and  conaoienoe,  all  our  own. 
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TO  STR  JOSHUA  REYMOtDS. 


1  CAM  have  no  expectations  in  an  address  of  this 
icind,  either  to  add  to  your  repalaAiaa,  ar  loes- 
taUi*sBy  own.  Yoa  oaa  gain  nothing  from  my 
admimiDay  as  lam  igaonuit  af  ttet  afft  in  which 
you  are  said  to  axoals  and  1  may  kise  msKkby 
thesefatiiy  af  your  judgment,  as  fcsr  have  a 
juster  taste  ia  poetry  «han  yen.  ^ettiag  iator^ 
aat thaialbao asBIa,  towhich  I  naver  paid  aonoh 
tttontiDn,  I  OMStha  iadalgad  at  present  in  M* 
lowing  my  aflfeuUoas.  The  m^f  daiicatioa  I 
ever  made  was  to  my  bnatlier,  bnaaaae  I  Josad 
him  hatter  than  mast  other  asen.  Heisainoe 
dead.  Permit  ate  to  iaaenhe  this  poam  to  yaa. 

Mow  flsryoiriiay  he  pleased  wkh  the  versii^ 
cation  and  mem  medianical  parts  of  this  at- 
temfftyl^aotpitondto  iaqpaet  hiitlkao# 


you  wm  oMect  (aad  ladoed  sefertf  «if  our  hMt 
and  wisest  firtends  concur  in  the  opiimofi)  thctth^ 
depopulation  it  deplares  is  no  where  to  he  seen, 
and  the  ditordets  H  laments  are  oaly  to  he  fbuod 
in  thepoet^s  own  imaginaUon.  To  this  loan  scarce 
make  any  other  answer,  than  that  I  sincerely  be^ 
lieve  what  1  have  written ;  that  I  have  taken  all 
poasihle  pains  in  my  country  excurskms,  for  these 
four  or  five  years  past,  to  be  certain  of  what  J  al- 
ledge ;  and  that  all  my  views  and  inquiries  have 
led  me  to  beiieve  those  miseries  real,  which  I 
here  attempt  to  dbplay.  But  Ibis  is  not  the 
friace  to  enter  into  an  inquiry,  whether  the 
country  be  depopulating  or  not;  the  discussion 
wouM  take  up  much  room,  and  I  tfh(Mild  girove 
myself,  at  bc»t,  an  indiflferent  politlolan,  to  tire 
the  reader  with  a  k)ag  prefhae,  when  I  want  hit 
anfatigued  attention  to  a  king  poem. 

In  rtigrettiag  the  depopulatign  of  the  country; 
I  inveigh  against  the  increase  of  our  luxuries^ 
andheraalto  I  expect  the  shout  of  modem  poli- 
ticians agaiaet  me.  Por  twenty  or  thirty  years 
past  it  has  bean  the  ihihion  to  consider  luxury: 
as  one  of  the  greatest  national  advantages ;  andi 
all  the  wisdom  of  antiquity,  in  that  panicular« 
as  erroneous.  Still,  however,  I  must  remain  a 
professed  ancient  on  that  head,  and  contsnue  ta 
think  theae  kutoriea  pNJudksial  to  states,  by 
which  so  atony  vices  are  introduced,  and  ao 
many  kingdoms  have  been  undone.  Indeed  so 
much  has  btea  poured  oat  of  late  on  the  other 
sideof  the  questkw,  that)  merely  fi#  the  sake  of 
novd^  aad  variety,  one  would  sometimes  widi 
to  be  m  the  right. 

lam,  dearsir, 

loere  niend, 
and  ardent  admirer, 

OLiVjER  GOLDSMmL 


!  lapelieat  vlUaga  of  the  pldn, 
and  plenty  cbaei'd  the  lab'ri 


SWSXT  J 

Where  health  and  pleaty  cbaei'dthe  laboring' 

-    awaia. 

Where  ssuliag  flpiiag  its  earfieat  visit  paid. 
And  partiag  Smamer's  UagNsng  bloams  dday'd  % 
Dear  tovely  how'ie  of  kMmoeaoe  and  ease, 
SeaU  of  my  youth,   whea   e^ry  spavt  ceuld 


How  aAea  have  I  kiitar'd  o^er  thy  green, 
Wheaa  hmaUahappinem  eadeaKd  eadh  aeeae ! 
Haw  often  have  I  paus'd  on  eVry  charm. 
The  shelter'd  cot,  the  cultivated  ihrm. 
The  oever^hiUng  brook,  the  busy  mill. 
The  decent  cbareh  that  topt  the  neighboring 
hiU»  [shad^, 

The  hawtheni  ba^   with  secto  heneath  the 
FortriHuag  age  and  whispVing  tov#n  atodel 
How  often  have  I  UessPd  thecoming  day. 
When  toil  remitting  lent  ito  tarn  to  play, 
4nd  all  the  villaga  tiain,  fimn  lahaor  CToe, 
Lei  ap  their  apoKs  heaeath  the  spraadfiag  trae : 
While  many  a  pastime  circled  in  the  shnde. 
The  young  coalending  as  the  eM  swuey^d ; 
Aad  many  a  ganibet  ArdkjkM  o*er  the  ground, 
Aadaligtits  of  art  aad  feais  of  ttreagth  went 


And  still,  to  each  rqiededpleueare  lied, 
SuccaodJag  spoyis  the  mirthM  band  inspir'd 
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The  dancing  pair  4h«t  maHp\j  fought  rtnown. 
By  holding  out  to  ^re.each  other  down ; 
The  twain  mistrustleis  of  his  rainited  fkce. 
While  secret  Ifiughter  tittered  ntand  the  place; 
The  bashful  virgin's  side -long  looks  of  love, 
The  matron's  glance  that  would  those  looks  re- 
prove:  [like  these, 
These  were  thy  charms,  sweet  village !    sports 
With  sweet  succession,  taught  e'en  toil  to  pleaae; 
These  round  thy  how'rs  their  cheerful  influence 

shed, 
These  were  thy  charms— 'hut  all  these  charms  are 
fled 


Sweet  smiling  village,  loireUest  of  the  lawn. 
Thy  sports  are  fled;  and  all  thy  charms  wi 


with- 


Amidst  thy  bow'fs  the  tyrant's  hand  is  seen. 
And  desolation  sadilens  all  thy  green : 
Qne  only  master  grasps  the  whole  domain. 
And  half  a;Ullage  stints  thy  smiling  plain : 
No  more  thy  glassy  brook  reflects  the  day. 
But  chok'd  with  sedges  works  its  weary  way ; 
Along  thy  glades,  a  solitary  guest. 
The  hollow-sounding  bittern  guards  its  nest; 
Amidst  thy  desert  walks  the  lapwing  flies, 
And  tires  their  echoes  with  unvary'd  cries. 
Sunk  are  thy  bow'rs  in  shapeless  ruin  all. 
And  the  long  grass  overtops  the  mould'ring  wall ; 
And,  trembling,  shrinking    from  the  spoiler's 

band. 
Par,  far  away  thy  children  leave  the  land. 

HI  fares  the  land,  to  hast'ning  ills  a  prey, 
>Vhere  wealth  accumulates,  and  men  decay ; 
Princes  and  lords  nuy  flourish,  or  may  fiuie; 
A  breath  can  make  them,  as  a  breath  has  made: 
But  a  bold  peanmtry,  their  country's  pride, 
When  once  destroyed,  can  never  be  supply'd. 

A  time  there  w^  ere  England's  griefs  began, 
When  e\''ry  rood  of  ground  maintain'd  its  man ; 
For  him  light  labour  ^read  her  wholesome  store, 
Just  gave  what  life  reauir'd,  but  gave  no  more: 
His  best  oompanions,  innocence  and  health ; 
And  his  be^t  ribhes,  ignorance  of  wealth. 

But  times  are  alter'd ;  trade's  unfeeling  train 
Usurp  the  land,  and  dispossess  the  swain ; 
Along  the  lawn,  where  scatter'd  hamlets  rose. 
Unwieldy  wealth  and  cumb'rous  pomp  repose ; 
And  ev'ry  want  to  luxury  ally'd. 
And  ev'ry  pang  that  folly  pays  to  pride. 
Those  gentle  lK»urs  that  plenty  bade  to  bloom. 
Those  calm  desires  that  ask'd  but  little  room. 
Those  healthful  sports  that  grac'd  the  peaceful 
scene,  ** 

Liv'd  in  c^ch  look,  and  brighten'd  all  the  green ; 
These,  far  departing,  seek  a  kinder  shore. 
And  rural  mirth  and  manners  are  no  more. 

Sweet  Auburn !  parent  of  the  blissful  hour. 
Thy  glades  fbrlom  confess  the  tyrant's  pow'r. 
Here,  as  I  take  my  solitary  rounds. 
Amidst  thy  tangling  walks  and  ruin'd  grounds. 
And,  many  a  year  elaps'd,  return  to  view 
Where  once  the  cottage  stood,  the   hawthorn 

grew, 
Bemembrance  wakes  with  all  her  hiur  tjrakl. 


To  hu^Mmd  out  life's  taper  at  the  doM, 
And  keep  the  fltme  from  wasting,  by  rspoatt 
I  still  had  hopes,  for  pride  attends  us  st£. 
Amidst  the  swains  to  show  my  hook-leani'd  skflJ, 
Around  my  fire  an  ev^ag  group  to  draw. 
And  tell  of  aU  I  felt,  and  all  I  saw ; 
And,  as  a  hare,  whom  hoonds  and  boms  parsoe. 
Pants  to  the  plaoe  from  whence  at  6rst  she  flew, 
I  still  had  hopes*  my  long  vexatioos  piast. 
Here  to  retora--«nd  die  at  home  at  last 

O  blest  retirement,  friend  to  life's  dedine, 
Retreptts  from  care,  that  never  nmst  be  mine. 
How  blest  is  he  who  crowns,  in  shades  like  theat, 
A  youth  of  labour  with  an  age  of  ease ; 
W1k>  quits  a  world  where  strong  temptattoos  try. 
And,  since  'tis  hard  to  combat,  learns  to  fly  1 
For  him  no  wretches,  bom  to  work  and  weep. 
Explore  the  mine,  or  tempt  the  dang'rous  deep  ; 
No  suriy  porter  stands,  in  guilty  state. 
To  spurn  impkmng  famine  from  the  gate ; 
But  on  he  moves  to  meet  his  latter  end. 
Angels  around  befriending  virtue's  friend ; 
Sinks  to  the  grave  with  unperceiv'd  decay. 
While  resignatioD  gently  slopes  the  way ; 
And,  all  his  prospects  bright'ning  to  the  last. 
His  heax-'n  commences  ere  the  irorld  be  past. 
Sweet  was  the  sound,  whep  oft  at  ev'nii^f 

cfoee. 
Up  yonder  hill  the  village  murmur  rose ; 
There,  as  I  pass'd  with,  careless  steps  and  slow. 
The  mingling  notes  can^e  sof^en'd  from  below; 
Hie  swain  responsive  as  the  milk -maid  sung. 
The  sober  herd  that  low'd  to  meet  their  young; 
The  noisy  geese  that  gabbled  o'er  the  pool. 
The  playful  children  just  let  loose  from  school; 
The  watch  d<^s  voice  that  hay  M  the  wbfap*fiaig 

wind. 
And  the  loud  laugh  that  spoke  the  vacant  miBd  ; 
These  all  in  sweet  confusion  sought  theshade^ 
And  fill'd  each  pause  the  nightingale  bad  made. 
But  now  the  sounds  of  population  fiil. 
No  cheerful  murmurs  fluctuate  in  the  gale. 
No  bui^  steps  the  grass-grown  footway  tread* 
But  all  the  blooming  flush  of  life  is  fled : 
All  but  yon  widow'd,  solitary  thing. 
That  feebly  bends  beside  the  plashy  roring; 
She,  wretx^ed  matron,  forc'd  in  age,  for  bfead» 
To  strip  the  brook  with  mantline  cresses  spread. 
To  pick  her  wintry  faggot  from  the  thorn. 
To  seek  her  nightly  shed,  and  weep  tiU  moni : 
She  only  left  of  all  the  harmless  train. 
The  sad  historian  of  the  pensive  plain. 
*^    Near  yonder  copse,   where  once  tiie  garden 

smiPd, 
And  still  where  many  a  garden  flovhr  grows  wild* 
There,  where  a  few  torn  shrubs  the  pfaceifiadoee. 
The  rillage  preacher's  modest  manakm  roae. 
A  man  he  was  to  all  the  country  dear. 
And  passbg  ridi  with  ferty  pomids  a  year; 
Remote  fVom  towns  he  ran  hb  godly  raoe. 
Nor  e'er  had  chang'd,  nor  wish'd  to  cbuofe,  bia 
Unskilful  he  to  fewn,  or  seek  for  pow'r,     [pboQ 
By  doctrines  feshion'd  to  the  varying  hour; 
Far  other  ainM  his  heart  had  lear^d  to  nriaa. 
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^nienihi^d  ipandtbrHI,  now  no  logger  proud, 
Claim*d  kindred  there,  and  had  his  claims  allowed; 
<rbe  hrokeo  soldier,  kindly  bade  to  stay. 
Sat  by  his  fire,  and  talk'd  the  night  away ; 
Wept  o'er  bis  wounds,  or,  tales  of  sorrow  done, 
Shoolder'd  his  crutch,   and  show'd  how  fields 
were  won.  [glow, 

I>leas*d  with  his  giiests,  the  good  man  learn'd  to 
^nd  quite  forgot  their  vices  in  their  woe ; 
Careless  their  merits  or  their  faults  to  scan. 
His  pity  gave  ere  charity  began. 

Thus  to  relieve  the  wretched  was  his  pride, 
i\od  ev*n  his  failings  lean'd  to  virtue's  side  | 
But  in  his  duty  prompt,  at  ev*ry  call. 
He  watch*d  and  wept,  he  pray'd  and  felt,  for  all : 
And,  as  a  bird  each  food  endearment  tries 
To  tempt  its  new-fledg'd  oflfspring  to  the  skies. 
He  try'd  each  art,  reprov'd  eadi  dull  delay, 
AUur'd  to  brighter  worids,  and  led  the  way. 

Beside  the  bed  where  parting  life  was  laid. 
And  sorrow,  guilt,  and  pain,  by  turns  dismay 'd. 
The  rev'rend  champion  stood.    At  his  oontrol. 
Despair  and  anguish  fled  the  struggling  soal ; 
Comfort  camp  downihetrembling  wretch  to  raise, 
And  his  last  fauH'ring  accents  whisper*d  praise. 

At  church,  with  meek  and  unafiected  grace, 
His  k>oks  adom'd  the  venerable  place ; 
Troth  from  his  lips  prevaiPd  with  double  sway. 
And  fools,  who  came  to  scoff,  remained  to  pray. 
The  service  past,,  around  the  pieus  man, 
With  steady  2eal,  each  honest  rustic  ran : 
Ev^  children  fbUow'd,  with  endearing  wile. 
And  pluck'd  his  gown,  to  share  the  good  man's 

smile ; 
His  ready  smile  a  parent's  warmth  exprest. 
Their  welfore  pleas'd  him«  and  their  cares  dis- 

trest: 
To  them  h^s  heart,  his  love,  his  griefs,  weregiv'n, 
But  all  his  serious  thoughto  had  rest  in  Heav'n. 
As  some  tall  cliff,  that  lifts  its  awful  form. 
Swells  from  the  vale,  and  midway  leaves  the 
storm,  [spread, 

Tbo*  round    its  breast  the  rolling  clouds   are 
Eternal  sunshine  settles  on  its  head.         *» 

Beside  yon  straggling  fence  that  skirts  the  wHy 
With  blossom'd  fiirze,  unprofitably  gay. 
There,  in  his  noisy  mansion,  skiird  to  rule, 
The  village  master  taught  his  little  school : 
A  man  severe  he  was,  and  stern  to  view, . 
1  knew  him  well,  and  every  truant  knew ; 
Well  had  the  boding  tremblers  leam'd  to  trace 
The  day's  disasters  in  bis  morning  face ; 
Full  well  they  lauoh'd  with  counterfeited  glee 
At  all  his  jokes,  for  many  a  joke  had  he ; 
JPttll  well  the  busy  whisper,  chvling  round, 
Convey'd  the  dismal  tidings  when  he  frown'd ; 
Yet  he  was  kind,  or  if  severe  in  aught. 
The  love  he  bore  to  learning  was  in  faulty 
The  yillage  all  dedar'd  how  much  he  knew ; 
'Twas  certain  he  could  write  and  cypher  too ; 
Landshe  could  measure,  terms  and  tides  presage, 
And  ev'n  the  story  ran  that  he  could  gauge. 
Id  arguing,  too,  the  parson  own'd  his  skill. 
For  ev*n  though  vanquish'd  he  could  argue  still ; 
While  words  of  learned  lengthy  and  thundering 

sound, 
Amaz*d  the  gating  rustics  rang'd  around; 
And  still  they  gaz'd,  and  still  the  wonder  grew 
/That  one  small  head  should  carry  all  he  knew. 


But  past  is  all  his  fame.    The  very  spot, 
Where, many  a  time  he  trioroph'd,  is  fbrgot. 

Nei^r  yonder  thorn,  that  lifU  its  head  on  high. 
Where  once  the  sign-post  caught  the  passing  eye. 
Low  lies  that  house  where  nut-brown  draughty 

inspir'd. 
Where  grey-beard  mirth  and  smiling  toil  retir'd. 
Where  village  statesmen  talk'd  wiU^  looks  pro- 
found. 
And  news  much  older  than  their  ale  went  round  ; 
Imagination  fondly  stoops  to  trace 
The  parlour  splendours  of  t^at  festive  place; 
The  white-wash'd  wall,  the  nicely  sanded  floor. 
The  varnished  clock  that  dick'd  behind  the  door  ; 
The  chest  contriv'd  a  double  debt  to  pay, 
A  bed  by  night,  a  chest  of  drawers  by  day  ; 
The  pictures  pUc'd  for  ornament  and  use. 
The  twelve  good  mies,  the  royal  game  of  goose ; 
The  hearth,  except  when  winter  chili'd  the  day, 
With  aspen  boughs,  and  flowers,  and  fennel,gay; 
While  broken  tea-cnps,  wisely  kept  for  show, 
Rang'd  o'er  the  chimney,  glisten'd  in  a  ro«^ 
Vain  transitory  splendours !  could  not  all 
Reprieve  the  tott'ring  mansion  finom  its  fell ! 
Obscure  it  sinks,  nor  shall  it  more  impart 
An  hour's  importance  to  the  poor  man's  heart; 
Thither  no  more  the  peasant  shall  repair         ^ 
To  swieet  oblivion  of  his  daily  care ; 
No  more  the  farmer's  news,  the  barber's  tale. 
No  more  the  woodman's  ballad  shall  prevail ; 
No  more  the  smith  his  dusky  brow  shall  clear. 
Relax  his  pond'rious  strength,  and  lean  to  hear; 
The  host  himself  no  longer  shall  be  found 
Careful  to  see  the  mantling  bliss  go  round ; 
Nor  the  coy  maid,  half  willing  to  be  prest^ 
Shall  kiss  the  cup  to  pass  it  to  the  rest 

Yes  !  let  the  rich  deride,  the  proud  disdain. 
These  simple  blessings  of  the  lowly  train ; 
To  me  more  dear,  congenial  to  my  heart. 
One  native  charm,  than  all  the  gloss  of  art; 
Spontaneous  joys,  'where  nature  has  its  play. 
The  soul  adopts,  and  owns  their  first-bom  sway ; 
Lightly  they  frolic  o^er  the  vacant  mind, 
Uoenvy'd,  -unmolested,  unconfin'd. 
But  the  long  pomp,  the  midnight  masquerade. 
With  all  the  freaks  of  wanton  wealth  array'd. 
In  these,  ere  triflers  half  their  wish  obtain. 
The  toiling  pleasure  sickens  into  pain ; 
And,  e'en  while  fashion's  brightest  arts  decoy, 
The  heart  distrusting  asks,  if  this  be  joy  ? 

Ye  friends  to  truth,  ye  statesmen,  who  survey 
The  rich  man's  joys  increase,  the  poor's  decay, 
Tis  yours  to  judge  how  wide  the  limits  stand 
Between  a  splendid  and  a  happy  land. 
Prpod  swells  the  tide  with  loads  of  freighted  ore, 
And  shouting  Polly  hails  them  from  her  shore ; 
Hoards  e'en  beyond  the  miser's  wish  abound, 
And  rich  men  flixk  from  all  the  world  around. 
Yet  count  our  gains.    This  wealth  is  but  a  name 
That  leaves  our  useful  product  still  the  same. 
Not  so  the  loss.    The  man  of  wealth  and  pride 
Takea  up  a  space  that  many  poor  sopply'd ; 
Space  for  his  lake,  his  park's  extended  bounds, 
Space  for  his  horses,  equipage,  and  hounds;    « 
The  robe  that  wraps  his  limbs  in  silken  sloth 
Has  robb'd  the  neighb'ring  fields  of  half  their 

growth; 
His  seat,  where  solitary  sports  are  seen. 
Indignant  sporpf  the  oottage  bom  the  greim  ^ 
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jynmoA  tilt  vmM  Mch  naMtfWIipmductlliMt 
For  aU  -tlw  ImnvMsUM  woridLflu^iMt 
WbiletbusUieUod,  •dom'dforpJiMMC^, 
In  barreniploMlMr  feeUjr  VMttlfao  Ml. 

As  some  t$lr  fflaal^  wdbniM  sad  phin*. 
Secure  to  please  while  youth  conirMs  her  reign, 
SU^U  ev^iy  borrow*^  chsm  tlMit  dress  tuppKes, 
Nor  shares  with  art  the  trinif  h  »f>her  eyes ; 
^ut  when  those  charms  are  past,  for  ebarms  are 
When  timeadvaaoes,  aad  whea  l9Hn  fisil,  CMly 
She  then  shines  forth,  soliottans  lo  Mess» 
In  all  the  glaring  impotenee of  dress: 
Thus  £u-es  the  land,  hy  jnxHy  batrny'd. 
Id  natufe'ii  simplest  ebanst  at  tofc  wtay'd ; 
But  Terglng  to  dediae,  its  splendews  rise. 
Its  vistas  strike,  its  palaees  aufpriae ; 
While,  scourg'd^r  fiMBiae^iromthesmiliiif  hmd 
The  monmfaljpesasnt  leads  1ms  temUe  hvid ; 
And  while  he  siaks*  snthMfc  <me  tfm  to  sai«. 
The  oouatry  blooms    a  fsidaa  and  a  gis»e( 

Wheve,tiieB,aht  vbesa  sImU  potertj  reside, 
To  ^scape  the  pressMTs  of  contiguous  prade  ? 
If  tosomecommonPs  fMColtes  limits  sUayJd, 
He  drires  his  flook  to  pick  the  eemiiy  Made, 
Those  fancekMS  fieUs  the  sqm  of  wealth  difide. 
And  e'4n  the  baBe<wien  eemmen  is  deny'd. 

If  to  tfae  city  ^led— What  wiails  Mm  them? 
To  see  profusion  that  he  must  nolehaie; 
To  see  ten  thoosand  baneftil  aiis  eemhia^ 
To  pamper  luiuty,  and  thin  mnnlrind ; 
To  seeeach  joy  the  sens  af  pleasnrelcnoir. 
Extorted  finom  bis  feUow-fveaterifs  woe. 
Here,  wfaiie  the  oomtierglittem  in  brocade. 
There  the  pale  artist  plies  the  sickly  trade  $ 
Here,  while  the  proud  iieir  kmg-dmwn  pamp 

diq^ay, 
Thero  the  Uaok  gibbet  gloeaM  beside  the  wny; 
The  dome  wbero  pleasnre  hoUs  bier  mtdmgbt 

««igei. 
Hete,  richly  deckM,  admite  the  gergeons  train  ; 
TuDwltuottS  grondeor  crowds  tbe  blading  sqnaee, 
The  mttlingebaiiots  clash,  the  torebesglafe. 
Sure  scenes  like  these  no  tranfaks  «^  annsy  f  ^ 
Sore  these  denote  esw  wnitenal  joy  i  (eyes 

Aro  these  thy  serious  tboeigfats  ?— ^Ab,  turn  thine 
Whero  the  poor  bonseleM  shirViag  female  lies : 
She,  onoe  perhaps,  in  v'dlage  plenty  West, 
Has  wept  at  tales  of  inoooeoeedis^fvst ; 
Her  modest  leeks  the  eotta^e  might  adom, 
Sweet  as  the  primrose  peeps  beneath  the  thorn ; 
Mow  lost  to  aU;  lier  friends,  her  viitue,  «ed. 
Near  her  betrayer's  deer  she  lays  bar  bead. 
And,  piacli*d  with  oold,  and  shrinking  from  the 

sboWr, 
With  heavy  heart  depkme  thnt  Inoklem  hewr. 
When  idly  flret,  nmhitienser  dM  tewn. 
She  left  bar  wheel  aad  sobm  of  oeontry  brown. 


Those  nmtted  wandf  wMia  midftvM^ptt  to 
BataasDtbm        ' 
Those    pois'i 


Wbnrothedaitaeofpiongilbandanth  i 
Wbmentnaeh  atep  tbn  itiangfs  fanw^  wnhn 
The  rattling  tcnours  of  the  vsngeiri  aaake; 
Wbero  enMMbipg  tifsn  wait  their  kapkns  pi«y. 
And  mro9i  men  moro  mard'sona  still  tlnm  they; 
While  oft  a  wfairis  tbe^tond  laraado  ites. 
Mingling  the  ravag'd  landseaps  with  the  skies. 
Far  different  tlMse  ftnm  cv'ry  f 
The  CQolingbroak,  Ifas  frasay-^ 
The  breezy  esirort  af  the  srmbling  grovew 
That  only  shsUeed  thefts  of  harmlass  lave. 
GoodHear^il  what aonmrsglaom'dtlmt part- 

That  edfd  them  ftam  tftoirnntive  walks  away  ; 
When  the  peoreuks^  aeHy  plaasnro  past, 
mil  tedlyfeak'd 


Hung 


tedlyfeak'd  their 


And  took  a  kmg  ftuMweH,  mid  wished  in  Tam 
For  seat*  lice  tiMM  bayond  the  wenDen  manj 
And,  sbndd'ripgatill  tofceetfae  ilistmit  isspw 
Retora'd  and  wept,  nnd  still  Betmrifd  to  waep. 
Tha  food  «ld  «iro  the  Hast  pnpaiM  to  9D 
To  newfound  srorids,  aad  wspt  fcr  otken*  wne^ 
BattBrkiBHelf,  in oonaeiaas virtoe heave. 
He  oidy  wishVl  fcr  warids  bepmid  the  I 
His  k>ro]y  dangkUr,  iu  psiisi  ia  her  i 
The  foad  compaoien  of  bis  balplesa  3 
Silentwentwmt,  neglectful  of  heri 
And  left  a  leeees  inr  tier  &lkei^  arms. 
With  louder  plaints  the  mother  ipofca  Imt 
And  lAsm^i  the  oat  wtmro  i\%Hy  plunanuj  auaii 
Andkiss^ksr  tbautftokm  bakas.  wMiamsiya 

tear, 
Andclasp'dtkbm<k»a,tneoraow  dotMy^sars 
Wbikt  her  imd  haAaad  sNara  to  ted  aeJMf 
In  all  the  eilent  manlinass  eif  gsief. 

O.  LaMryi  iftma  eam'd  by  heaw'irt  Jmaii^ 
Haw  ill«ichang'd  aro  things  like  tkeaa  for  tkee  * 
ttawdetky  potisns,  withlnaMk>aa  joyv 
Difinsetheir  pieasnws  aniy  to  deatsoy* 
K'aigdomBkythee,  torieMy  gwatnem^saaa. 
Boast  of  a  ftorid  ^rigom*  not  toair  owtt  : 
At  CT^  drougbt  moro  Imgeand  torge  ikey  fiaw, 
A  bloated  man  af  rank  nmrieldly  sBoe  ^ 
riU»pp'4r 


0oaw,  dawn  they  eiak,  ami  ^saad  a  naa 

gen  nowtfce  iwaatatisaisbagwa, 
AndkaVthekas^ams  of  4eatroetieBiidaMs 
E'en  now,  mathinhB,  aspsnd'ring  kesa  t 
Iseetherorsifiitnestoarotkataiid.  {i 

Dean  wbaro  9«b  an^ring  wsaa  ~ 
That  idly  waiting  iapa  wfth  eir'ry  ipla, 
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^Phtin  ioiirce  of  aU  niy  bliss,  aii4  all  mjr  woe, 
Tbat  fodDd'st  me  poor  at  first,  and  keep'st  me  so ; 
Tlioo  guide,  by  which  the  nobler  arts  excel, 
Tbon  nurse  of  er'ry  virtue,  fare  thee  well ; 
Farewell !  and  O  !  where'er  thy  roice  be  try*d. 
On  Tomo's  cliflBi,  or  Pambamarca's  side, 
Whether  where  equinoctial  fervours  glow, 
On  winter  wraps  the  polar  world  in  snow, 
Still  let  thy  voice,  prevattinj?  over  time. 
Redress  the  rigours  of  th'  inciement  dime  ; 
Aid  slighted  truth,  with  thy  persuasive  strain  , 
Teach  erriog  man  to  spurn  the  rage  of  gain ; 
Teach  him,  tbatstates  of  native  strength  possest, 
Though  very  poor,  may  still  be  very  blest ; 
That  trade's  proud  empire  hastes  to  swift  decay. 
As  ocean  sweeps  the  laboured  mole  away  ; 
While  self-dependent  powV  can  time  defy. 
As  rocks  resist  the  billows  and  the  sky.    ' 


THE  HAUNCH  OF  FENISON. 
A  POETICAL  EPISTLE  TO  LORD  CLARE. 

FIRST  PRIMTBD  IM  THE   YSAR  1765. 

Thanks,  my  lord,  for  your  venison,  for  finer  or 

latter 
Ne'er  rang'd  in  a  forest,  or  smok'd  in  a  platter ; 
Tlie  haunch  was  a  picture  for  painters  to  study. 
The  fat  was  ao  white,  and  the  lean  was  so  ruddy ; 
Though  my  stomach  was  sharp,  I  could  scarce 

help  regretting 
To  spoil  such  a  delicate  picture  by  eating : 
I  had  thoughts,  in  my  chamber,  to  place  it  in 

view, 
To  be  shown  to  my  friends  as  a  piece  of  virtfi : 
As  in  some  Irish  bouses,  where  things  are  so  so« 
One  gammon  of  bacon  hangs  up  for  a  show  ; 
But,  for  eating  a  rasher  of  what  they  take  pride  in, 
They'd  as  soon  think  of  eating  tbe  pan  it  is  fry'd 

in. 
But  hold — ^lei  me  pause— don't  I  hear  you  pro- 
nounce, 
This  tale  of  the  bacon  *s  a  damnable  bounce; 
Well,  suppose  it  a  bounce — sure  a  poet  may  try, 
By  a  bounce  now  and  then,  to  get  courage  to  fly. 
But,  my  lord,  it's  no  bounce  :  I  protest,  in  my 
turn. 
It's  a  truth,  and  your  lordship  may  ask  Mr.  Born*. 
To  go  on  with  my  tale-*as  I  gaz'd  on  the  haunch , 
I  thought  of  a  friend  that  was  trusty  and  staunch  y 
So  I  cut  it,  and  sent  it  to  Reynolds  undrest. 
To  paint  it,  or  eat  it,  just  as  he  lik'd  best : 
Of  the  nedc  and  the  breast  I  had  next  to  dispose : 
'Twas  a  neck  and  a  breast  that  might  rival  Mon- 
roe's: 
But  in  parting  with  these  1  was  puzzled  again. 
With  the  how,  and  the  who,  and  the  where,  and 
the  when.  [H— ff, 

Thcie»s  H— d,  and    C — ^y,    and  H — rth,  and 
I  think  they  love  ven'son — I  know  they  love  beef. 
There's  my  countryman  Higgins^Oh  !  let  him 
For  making  a  blunder,  or  picking  a  bone.[alone, 
"But  hang  it-— to  poets  who  seldom  can  eat. 
Your  very  good  mutton's  a  very  good  treat ; 
Such  dahities  to  them  their  health  it  may  hurt, 
It^t  like  sending  them  ruffles,  when  wanting  a 
shirt 

*  Lord  Clare's  nephew. 
TOL,  XVI. 


While  thus  I  debated,  in  reverie  center»d, 
An  acquaintance,  a  friend  as  he  called  himself, 

enter'd; 
An  under-bred,  fine-spoken  fellow  was  he. 
And  he  sraii'd  as  he  look'd  at  the  ven'son  and  me. 
"  What  bare  we  got  here   ?-*-Why  this  is  good 

eating ! 
Your  own,  I  suppose— or  is  it  In  Waiting  ?" 
"Why  whose  should  it   be  >"  cry'd  I  with  a 

flounce ;  [bounce: 

"I  get  these  things  often" — ^but  that  was  a 
*' Some  lords,  my  acquaintance,  that  settle  the 

nation. 
Are  pleas'd  to  be  kind — but  I  hate  ostentation." 
"  If  that  be  the  case  then," — cry'd  he,  very 

g*»y. 

**  I'm  glad  I  have  taken  ttiis  hbuse  in  my  way* 
To  morrow  you  take  a  poor  dinner  with  me  ; 
No  words-^I  insist  on't — precisely  at  three  : 
We'll  have  Johnson  and  Burke  j  all  the  wits  will 

be  there  ;  [Clare 

My  acquaintance  is  slight,  or  Td  ask  my  lord 
And,  now  that  I  think  on't,  as  I  am  sinner ! 
We  wanted  this  ven'son  to  make  out  a  dinner. 
What  say  you — a  pasty  ;  it  shall,  and  it  must. 
And  my  wife,  little  Kitty,  is  famous  for  crust. 
Here,  porter — this  ven'son  with  me  tb  Mile -end  ; 
No  stirring,  I  beg — ^my  dear  firiend — my  dear 

friend  !" 
Thussnatching  his  hat,  he  brush'd offTike  the  wind| 
And  the  porter  and  eatables  foliow'd  behind. 

Left  alone  to  reflect,  having  emptied  my  shelf. 
And  **  nobody  with  me  at  sea  but  myself  *  ;" 
Tho*  I  could  not  help  thinking  my  gentleman 

hasty,  [pasty. 

Yet  Johnson,   and  Borke,  and  a  good  venison 
Were  things  that  I  never  dislik'd  in  my  life^ 
TliO*  clogg'd  with  a  coxcomb,  and  Kitty  his  wife. 
So  next  day  in  due  splendour  to  make  my  approach, 
I  dro^e  to  his  door  in  my  own  hackney-coach. 
When  come  to  the  place  where  we  all  were  to 

dine, 
(A  chffir-Iumber'd  closet  just  twelte  feef  by  nine) 
My  friend  bade  me  welcome,  but  struck  me  quite 

dumb  [come ; 

With  tidrogs  that  Johnson  and  Burke  would  nut 
«*  For  I  knew  it,  "  he  cried,  "  both  eternally  fail. 
The  one  with  his  speeches,  and  t'other  with  Thrale. 
But  no  matter,  I'll  warrant  we'U  make  np  the 

party, 
With  two  full  as  clever,  and  ten  times  as  heartyj 
The  one  is  a  Scotchman,  the  other  a  Jew.  [you; 
They're  both  of  them  merry,  and  authors  like 
The  one  writes  the  Snarler,  the  other  the  Scourge  j 
Soige  think  he  writes  Cinna — be  owns  to  Panurge/' 
While  thus  he  described  them  by  trade  and  by 

name. 
They  enter'd,  and  dinner  was  serv'd  as  they  came. 
At  the  top  a  fried  liver  aod  bacon  were  seen. 
At  the  bottom  was  tripe  in  a  swinging  tureen  ; 
At  the  sides  there  were  spinnage  and  puddinig 

made  hot ! 
In  the  middle  a  place  where  the  pasty — >was  not 
Now,  my  lord,  as  for  tripe,  it's  my  utter  aversion. 
And  your  bacon  1  hate  like  a  Turk  or  a  Persian  | 

2  See  the  letters  that  passied  between  l)is  royal 
highness  Henry  duke  of  Cumberland,  and 
lady  Grotvenor— «1S0  ,  HCO. 
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So  there  I  lat  9ta<^  like  a  bonem  «  povad, 
While  the  bacon  and  liver  went  OMirrily  round  : 
But  wbatvex'd  me  moet,  was  tbatd — *d  Scottish 

rogue,  [his  brofvie: 

With  his  iong-winded  speeches,  his  smiles,  and 
And,  **  Madam,"  quoth  be,  "  may  this  bit  be 
A  prettier  dinner  I  neversct  eyes  on  ;[my  poison, 
Pray  a  slice  of  your  li^er,  tho*  may  I  be  curst 
But  I've  eat  of  yonr  tripe  till  Fm  ready  to  burst . ' ' 
**  The  tripe,**  quoth  the  Jew,  with  his  chocolate 

cbeak, 
'*  T  could  dine  on  this  tripe  seYendajrs  in  a  week  : 
]  like  these  here  dinners  so  pretty  and  small  ; 
But  your  friend  there,  the  doctor,  eats  nothing  at 

all.*'  [a  trice. 

*'  O — ho  !"  quoth  my  friend,  "  he'll  come  oo  in 
He^s  keeping  a  comer  lor  something  tbafs  nice : 
Tliere's  a  pasty"—'*  A  pasty  l"  rep^itedthe  Jew ; 
'*  I  doot  care  if  I  keep  a  comer  lor^  too." 
«<  What  the  de*il  moo,  a  pasty  !"  re-echo'd  the 

Scot ;  [that" 

•*  Though  splittiog,  Fll  stUl  keep  a  comer  for 
'*  We*ll  all  keep  a  comer,"  the  lady  cried  out ; 
'*  Weil  all  keep  a  comer,"  was  echo*d  abovt. 
\^liile  thus  we  resolv'J,  and  the  pasty  delayed. 
With  kx)k8thatquitepetrifled,  enter'd  the  maid; 
A  visage  so  sad,  and  so  pale  with  affright, 
Wak'd  Priam  in  drawing  his  curtains  by  night 
But  we  quickly  found  out  (for  who  could  mistake 

her?)  [baker. 

That  she  came  with  some  terrible  news  from  the 
And  so  it  fell  out,  for  that  negligent  sbren 
Had  shut  out  the  pasty  on  shutting  his  oven. 
Sad  Philomel  thus— but  let  similes  drop— 
And  DOW  that  I  think  oo't  the  story  may  stop. 
To  be  plain,  my  good  lord,  il*s  but  labour  mie- 

placed,  ^ 
To  send  such  good  verses  to  one  of  your  taste. 
You've  got  an  odd  something — a  kind  of  discern* 

ing — 
A  relish — a  taste — sickened  over  by  learning  ; 
At  least  it's  yrur  temper,  as  very  well  known. 
That  yon  tbink  very  slightly  of  all  tfaars  your 

own  : 
So,  perhaps,  in  your  habits  of  thinking  amiss, 
You  may  make  a  mistake,  and  tbink  slightly  of 

this. 


Ourdcan«sban  he  yrm*mm,  jmi frerii  fi—  fc 

plaias;  pm«> 

Our  Burke  <  shall  be  tongue,  vkh  the  gamiah  cf 
Our  Will«  shallbe  wild  fowl,  ofcMidleBrt  Ifesov; 
And  Dick  >  with  his  pef^w  shall  faeigiiten  tlie  »- 

▼our: 
Our  Csmberland's  *  sweet-bread  its  plaee  ihafl 

obtain; 
And  DouglsMsV  is  poddiag,  swhataatial  moAfktm: 
OurOairiok's^mHllad;  inr  in  hiaa  we  see 
Oil,  vinegar,  sugar,  and  saltness  agree: 
To  make  out  the  dinner,  fall  certain  I  as 
That  Ridge*  is  anchovy ,and  Beynelda  '*  ia  1 
That  Hickey's  *i  a  capon;  and,  by  the  saonerale^ 
Magnanimoms  Ooldamitb,  a  gooteherry  fooL 
Ata  dinner  so  various,  at  soch  a  repast. 
Who'd  nothea  glutten,  and  stiokto  the  Inel? 
Here,  waiter,  more  wine,  let  me  ait  whye  V)m 

able. 
Till  all  my  companiens  sink  wider  the  taUe; 
Hien,  with  chaos  and  blunders  encircling  any 
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Dr.  Goldsmith  and  some  of  his  friends  ocea- 
sk>nallv  dined  at  the  St.  Jameses  coifee^honse. — 


Let  me  ponder,  and  tell  what  Ithinkof  the< 

Here  lies  the  good  dean,  re-united  to  earth. 
Who  mix'd  reasen  with  pleasare,  and  ^ 

with  mirth : 
If  he  had  any  faults,  he  has  left  us  nido*ibt. 
At  least  in  six  weeks  I  could  not  find  them  oat; 
Yet  some  hare  declared,  and  it  can*t  be  <~ 

'enn 
That  sly  -boots  was  cursedly  cunning  to  hide  *> 
Here  lies  our  good  £dmund,  whose  gemoi 

such. 
We  scarcely  can  praise  ity  or  blame  it  too  Bm 
Who,  bora  for  the  universe,  narrow'd  hb  mia 
And  to  party  gave  up  what  was  meatnt  for  ■ 

kind:  [hisi 

Though  fraught  with  all  learning,  jret  straii^ 
To  persuade  Tommy  Townshend  >'  to  lend  him  a 

vote ;  [funni^ 

Who,  too  deep  for  his  hearers,  still  went  on  ie» 
And  thought  of  convincing,  while  they  1 

of  dining; 
Though  equal  to  all  things,  for  all  things  i 
I'oo  nice  for  a  statesman,  too  proud  for  a  wit ; 


where  the  doctor,  and  the  friends  he  has  < 
tensed  in  this  poem,  occasionally  dined. 

*  Dr.  Barnard,  dean  of  Deny  in  Ireland. 
3  Mr.  Edmund  Burke. 

*  Mr.  William  Burke,  late  socretary  to  ge- 
neral Conway,  au^l  member  for  Bedwin. 

^  Mr.  Richard  Burke,  collector  of  Grenada. 

^  Mr.  Richard  Cumberiand,aatbor  of  the  West 
Indian,  Fashionable  Lover,  The  Brothccs^  and 
other  dramatic  pieces. 
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ForapAtPiottooeool;  for  a  drudge  dreobedient ; 
ilad  tdo  food  of  the  right  to  pursue  the  e%pe> 
dient,  [sir. 

In  short,  twas  bis  fate,  uuemploy'd,  or  in  place, 
To  eat  mutton  cold,  and  cut  blocks  with  a  razor. 
Here  lies  bonett  William,  whose  heart  was  a 
mint,  [was  in't; 

While  the  owner  ne'er  knew  half  the  good  that 
The  papil  of  impulse,  it  forc'd  him  along. 
His  oondoet  ftill  right,  with  hit  argument  wrong ; 
Still  aiming  at  honour,  yet  fearing  to  roam, 
The  coachman  was  tipsy,    the  chariot  drore 
home ;  [none ; 

Would  you  ask  for  his  merits }  alas !   be  bad 
What  was  good  was  spontaneous,  his  faults  were 
his  own. 
Here  lies  honest  Richard  >*,  whose  fate  I  must 
sigh  at; 
Alas  1   that  such  frolic  should  now  be  so  quiet : 
What  spirits  were  his !  what  wit  apd  what  whim. 
Now  breaking  a  jest*  and  now  breaking  a  limb! 
Now  wrangling  and  grumbling  to  keep  up  the 

ball! 
Now  teasing  and  vexing,  yet  laugltng  at  all ! 
In  short,  so  provoking  a  devil  waff  Dick, 
That  we  wish'd  him  full  ten  times  a  day  at  old 

Nick; 
But,  misnog  his  mirth  and  agreeable  veni. 
Am  often  we  wishM  to  have  Dick  baek  again. 

H«ret:uml)€rland  lies,  having  acted  his  parts, 
The  Terence  of  England,  the  mender  of  hearts ; 
A  flatt'rtag  painter,  who  made  it  his  care 
To  draw  men  as  tbey  ought  to  be,  not  as  they  are. 
His  gallants  are  all  faultless,  his  women  divine, 
And  Comedy  wonders  at  being  so  fine: 
like  a  tragedy  queeu  he  has  dizen'd  her  out. 
Or  rather  like  Tragedy  giving  a  rout. 
His  fools  have  thehr  follies  so  tost  In  a  crowed 
Of  virtues  and  fieelings,  that  folly  grows  proud ; 
And  coxcombs,  alike  in  their  failings,  alone. 
Adopting  his  portraiu,  are  pleas'd  with   their 

own. 
Say,  where  has  our  poet  this  malady  caught  ? 
Or  wherefore  his  characters  thus  wiihoot  fauk? 
Say,  was  it  that  vainly  directing  his  view 
To  find  out  men's  virtues,  and  finding  them  few. 
Quite  nek  of  pmrsoing  each  troublesome  elf. 
He  grew  lazy  at  last,  and  drew  from  himself. 
Here  Douglas  retires  from  his  toils  to  relax, 
The  scourge  of  impostures,  the  terror  of  quacks : 
Cpome,  all  ye  quack  bands,  and  ye  quacking  di- 
vines,  [reclines: 

Come,  and  dance  on  the  spot  where  your  tyrant 
When  satire  and  censure  encireled  his  throne; 
1  fear'd  for  your  safety,  I  fear'd  for  my  own : 
But  now  he  is  gone,  and  we  want  a  detector, 
Our  Dodds  >*  shall  be  pious,  our  Kenricks  **  shall 
lecture; 

'»  Mr.  Richard  Burke.  This  gentleman  hav- 
ing  slightly  fractured  one  of  hi)  arms  and  legs, 
at  different  times,  the  doctof  has  rallied  him  on 
those  accidents,  as  a  kind  of  retributive  justice 
for  breaking  his  jests  upon  other  people. 

•♦  Therev.  Dr.  Dodd. 

'»  Dr.  Kenrick,  who  read  lectnres  at  th^  Devil 
Uvem,  under  the  title  of  The  School  of  Shake- 
speare. 


Macpbersen »«  write  bombasi ,  and  eall  it  a  style; 
Our  Townshend  make  speecjhes,  and  I  shall 
«.r      »      .^'"P**^*  •  [over. 

New  Landers  and  Bowers  the  Tweed  shall  cross 
No  oountryman  living  their  tricks  to  discover  ; 
Detection  her  taper  shall  quench  o  a  spark, 
AndSootchman  meet  Scotchman,and  cheat  in  the 

dark. 
Here  lies  David  Garrick,  describe  him  who 

can, 
An  almdgemeiit  of  all  that  was  pleasant  in  man  i 
As  an  actor,  confest  without  rival  to  shine; 
As  a  wit,  if  not  first,  in  the  very  first  Kne ! 
Yet,  with  Ulents  like  these,  and  an  excellent 

heart, 
The  man  had  his  failings^adopetohisart 
Like  an  ill-judging  beauty,  his  cofonrs  he  spread. 
And    bcpla»ter'd   with  rouge  his  own  natural 

red. 
On  the  «tage  he  was  natural,  simple,  affbctiag  ; 
*Twas  only  that  when  be  was  off  he  was  acting. 
With  no  reason  on  earth  to  go  out  of  his  way. 
He  tum'd  and  he  varied  full  ten  times  a  day : 
Tliough  secure  of  our  hearts,  yet  confoundedly 

sick 
If  they  were  not  his  own  by  finessing  and  trick : 
He  cast  off  his  friends,  as  a  himUman  his  pack. 
For  he  knew  when  he  pleas'd  he  oould  whistle 

them  back. 
Of  praise  a  mere  glutton,he  swallowed  what  came. 
And  thepuff  of  a  dunce  he  raibtook  it  for  fame ; 
Till  his  relish  grown  callous,  almost  to  disease. 
Who  peppeed  the  highest  was  surest  to  please. 
But  let  us  be  candid,  and  speak  out  our  mind. 
If  dunces  applauded,  he  paid  them  in  kind. 
Ye  Ker.rick*.  ye  KcHys,'*  and  Woodfalls**  so 

pro^Cf  [you  gave  f 

What  a  commerce  was  your's,  while  you  got  and 
How  did  Grub-street  re-echo  the  shouts  that  you 

rai«'d,  [praise ! 

While  he  was  be-RosciusM,  and  you  were  be- 
But  peace  to  his  spirit,  wherever  it  flies. 
To  act  as  an  angel  and  mix  with  the  skies: 
Those  poets  who  owe  their  best  fame  to  his  doll 
Shall  still  be  his  flatterers,  go  where  he  will: 
Old  Shakespeare  receive  him  with  praise  and 

with  love, 
And  Beaumonts  and  Bens  be  his  Kellys  above. 
Here  Hickey  reclines,  a  most  blunt  pleasant 

creature, 
And  slander  itself  must  allow  him  good-nature  • 
lie  cherished  his  friend,  and  be  relish'd  a  bumper 
Yet  one  fault  he  had,   and  that  one  was  a 

thumper. 
Perhaps  you  may  ask  if  the  man  was  a  miser? 
1  answer,  no,  no,  for  he  always  was  wiser : 
Too  courteous,  perhaps,  or  obligingly  flat } 
His  very  worst  foe  can't  accuse  him  of  that : 
Perhaps  he  confided  in  men  as  they  go, 
Aod.so  was  too  foolishly  honest?  Ahnol 

^  James  Macpherion,  esq.  who  lately,  from 
the  mere  force  of  his  style^  wrote  down  the  fl/st 
poet  of  all  antiquity. 

"  Mr.  Hugh  Kelly,  author  of  False  DeOcacy. 
Word  to  the  Wise,  Clementina,  School  for  Wiv«! 
kc.  &c.  ^ 

w  Mr.  W.  WoodfjUl,  printer  of  the  Moraiiig 
Chronicle.  • 
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Then  what  was  his  failiog  ?  come,  tell  it;  and 

bom  ye, — 
He  was,  could*  he  help  it  ?  a  special  attorney. 
Here  Reynolds  is  laid,  and,  to  tell  you  my 

mind. 
He  has  not  left  a  wiser  or  better  behind : 
His  pencil  was  striking,  resistless,  and  grand ; 
His  manners  were  gentle,  complying,  and  bland  ; 
3till  born  to  improve  lu  in  ev^ry  part, 
His  pencil  our  faces,  his  manners  our  heart : 
To  coxcombs  averse,  yet  most  civally  steering. 
When  they  judg'd  without  skill  he  was  ctill  hard 

of  hearing  ;  [and  stuff. 

When  they  talk'd  of  their  Raphaels,  Corregios, 
He  shifted  his  trumpet  %  and  only  took  snuff. 


POSTSCRIPT. 

After  the  fourth  edition  of  this  poem  was  print- 
ed, the  publisher  received  the  following  epi- 
taph on  Mr.  Whitefbord  >,  from  a  friend  of 
the  late  Dr.  Goldsmith. 

Herb  WhiCefbord  reclines,  and  deny  it  who  cant 
Though  he  merrily  liv'd,  he  is  now  a  grave 

man: 
Rare  compound  of  oddity,  froFic,  and  fun  ! 
Who  relish 'd  a  joke,  and  rejoic'd  in  a  pun  *; 
Whose  temper  was  generous,  open,  sincere  ; 
A  stranger  to  flattery,  a  stranger  to  fear ; 
Who  scattered  around  wit  and  humour  at  will ; 
Whose  daily  bon  mots  half  a  column  might  fill : 
A  Scotchman,  from  pride  and  from  prejudice 

free; 
A  scholar,  yet  snrely  no  pedant  was  he. 

What  pity,  alas  f  that  so  libVal  a  mind 
Should  so  long  be  to  newspaper  essays  confin'd  ! 
Who  perhaps  to  the  summit  of  science  could 

soar, 
Yet  content  "  if  the  table  he  set  in  a  roar ;" 
Whose  talents  to  fill  any  station  werefit> 
Yet  happy  if  Woodfall  3  confessed  him  a  wit. 
Ye  newspaper  witlings,    yc   pert  scribbling 

folks ! 
Who  copied  his  squibs,  and  re-echoed  his  jokes  ^ 
Ye  tame  imitators,  ye  servile  herd,  come. 
Still  follow  your  master,  and  visit  his  tomb : 
To  deck  it,  bring  with  you  festoons  of  the  vine. 
And  copious  libations  bestow  on  his  shrine  ; 
Then  strew  all  around  it  (you  can  do  no  less) 
Cross-readings,  ship-news,  and  mistakes  of  the 

press  *. 
Merry  Whilefoord,  farewell !  for  thy  sake  1 

admit  [wit : 

That  a  Scot  may  have  humour,  I  had  almost  said 

\9  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds  was  so  remarkably 
deaf  as  to  be  under  the  necessity  of  using  an  ear- 
trumpet  in  company. 

*  Mr.  Caleb  Whitefoord,  authorof  many  hu- 
morous essays. 


This  debt  to  thy  mem'ry  1  cumot  refoie, 
"  Hiou  best  bumour'd  man  with  the  wont  hsk^ 
mour'd  muse." 


To  this  Postscript  the  reader  may  not  be  dis- 

pleased  to  find  added  the  following 

POETICAL  BPISTLB  TO   DR.    OOLDtVITHy    0«f 
•UFPLBMENT   TO   HIS   RETAUATtOW. 

[from   1MB    GENTLEMAM^S    MACAZINB    FOR    AV- 
CVffT   1778.} 

Doctor,  according  to  our  wishes^ 
You've  character'd  us  all  in  dishes  f 
Serv'd  up  a  sentimental  treat 
Of  various  emblematic  meat : 
And  now  it's  tune,  I  trust,  yon*ll  think 
Your  company  should  have  some  drink : 
Else,  take  my  word  for  it,  at  least 
Your  Irish  friends  wont  like  your  feast. 
Ring,  then,  and  see  that  there  is  plac'd 
To  each  according  to  his  taste. 

To  Dougla%  fraught  with  learned  stock. 
Of  critic  lore,  give  ancient  hock ; 
Let  it  be  genuine,  bright,  and  fine. 
Pure  unadulterated  wine ; 
For  if  there'^iault  in  taste,  or  odour. 
Hell  searcli  it,  as  he  seardi'd  out  Lauder. 

To  Johnson,  phifesophic  sage. 
The  moral  Mentor  of  the  age. 
Religion's  friend,  with  soul  sincere,  ^ 

With  melting  heart,  but  look  austere. 
Give  liquor  of  an  honest  sort. 
And  crown  his  cop  with  priestly  port. 

Now  fill  the  glass  with  gay  champagne,- 
And  frisk  it  in  a  livelier  strain ; 
Quick,  qnickf'the  sparkling  nectar  quaff. 
Drink  it,  dear  Garrick !— drink  and  lan^  f 

Pour  forth  to  Reynolds,  without  stiut. 
Rich  burgundy,  of  ruby  tint ; 
If  e'er  his  colours  chance  to  ^de. 
This  brilliant  hue  shall  come  in  aid. 
With  ruddy  light  refresh  the  faces. 
And  warm  the  bosoms  of  the  Graces. 

To  Burke  a  pore  libation  bring. 
Fresh  drawn  from  clear  Castalian  spring  ' 
With  civic  oak  the  goblet  bind. 
Fit  emblem  of  his  patriot  mind ; 
Let  Clio  at  his  table  sip, 
And  Hermes  hand  it  to  his  lip. 

Fill  out  my  friend,  the  Dean  ^  of  Deny, 
Abumber  of  conventual  sherry  I 

Give  Ridge,  and  Hickey,  genevons  soob^ 
Of  whiskey  punch  convivial  bowb  ^ 
But  let  the  kindred  Burkes  regale 
WitU potent  draughts  of  Wicklow  ale  ! 
To  C***»»k  next  in  order  turn  ye. 
And  grace  him  with  the  vines  of  Femey  ! 

Now,  doctor,  you're  an  honest  stidEer, 
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Y  soorn  the  meaker  like  a  toad, 
"Who  drives  bis  cart  the  Dover  road, 
There,  traitor  to  his  country's  trade, 
Smuggles  vile  scraps  of  French  brocade : 
Hence  with  all  inich !    for  you  and  I 
By  English  wares  will  live  and  die. 
Cnmc,  draw  yonr  chair,  and  stir  the  6re : 
flere,  boy  ! — a  pot  of  Thrale's  entire ! 


THE  HERMIT. 
A  BALLAD. 

FIRST   PBINTBD  ;M   THE  YSAR    1765. 


THE  FOLLOWIlfO  LETTER,  ADDRESS  ED  TO  THE 
PRINTER  OP  THE  ST.  JAMES's  CHRONICLE,  AP- 
PEARED IN  THAT   PAPER   IN   JUNE,    1767. 

SIR, 

As  there  is  nothing  T  dislilce  so  much  as  news- 
paper controversy,  particularly  upon  trifles, 
permit  me  to  be  as  concise  as  possible  in  inform- 
iog  a  correspondent  of  yours,  that  I  recomt^end- 
ed  Btainville's  Travels,  because  I  thoagbt  the 
book  was  a  goodoife ;  and  I  think  so  still.  I  said, 
I  was  told  by  the  bookseller  that  it  was  then  first 
published ;  but  in  that,  it  seems,  1  was  misin- 
fonn^,  and  ray  reading  was  not  eztenshre 
enough  to  set  me  right 

Another  correspondent  of  yours  accuses  me  of 
having  taken  a  tnillad,  I  published  some  time 
ago,  from  one  '  by  the  ingenious  Mr.  Percy.  1 
do  not  think  that  there  is  any  great  resemblance 
between  the  two  pieces  in  question.  If  there  be 
/iny,  his  ballad  is  taken  from  mine.  I  read  it  to 
Mr.  Percy,  some  years  ago ;  and  he  (as  we  both 
considered  these  things  as  trifles  at  best)  told  me 
with  his  usual  good  humour,  the  next  time  1  sayr 
him,  that  he  had  taken  my  plan  to  form  the 
fragments  ofShakespeare  into  a  ballad  of  his  own. 
"He  then  read  me  his  little  cento,  if  I  may  so  call 
it,  and  I  highly  approved  it  Such  petty  anec- 
dotes as  the^  are  scarce  worth  printing;  and 
were  it  not  for  the  busy  disposition  of  some  of 
your  correspondents,  the  public  shinild  never 
have  known  that  he  owes  nic  the  hint  of  his  bal- 
lad, or  that  I  am  obligcr)  to  his  friendship  and 
learning  for  communications  of  a  much  mure  im- 
portant nature.  , 
I  am,  sir, 

yours,  &c. 
OUVER  GOLDSMITH. 


'*  TuRMf  gentle  hermit  of  the  dale. 

And  guide  my  lonely  way. 
To  where  yon  taper  cheers  the  vale 

With  hospitable  ray. 

*f  For  here  forlorn  and  lost  I  tread. 

With  fainting  steps  and  slow; 
Where  wilds,  immeasurably  spread. 

Seem  lengthening  as  I  go.'' 

1  The  Friar  uf  Orders  Grey.    Reliq.  of  Anc. 
poetry,  vol.  i.  pf  243. 


**  Forbear,  my  son,**  the  hermitciles, 
'*  To  tempt  the  dangerous  gloom  i 

For  yonder  faithless  phantom  flies 
To  lure  thee  to  thy  doom. 

*<  Here  to  the  houseless  child  of  want 

My  door  is  open  still ; 
And  though  my  portion  is  but  scant, 

I  give  it  with  good  will. 

"  Then  turn  to  night,  aud  freely  share 

Whaie'er  my  cell  bestows ; 
My  rushy  couch  and  frugal  fare. 

My  blessing  and  repose. 

**  No  flocks  thM  range  the  valley  free 

To  slaughter  1  condemn : 
Taught  by  that  Pow'r  that  pities  me, 

I  learn  to  pity  them : 

"  But  from  the  mountain's  grassy  side 

A  guiltless  feast  I  bring ; 
A  scrip  with  herbs  and  fruits  supply'd, 

And  water  from  the  spring. 
"  Then,  pilgrim,  turn,  thy  cares  forego; 

All  earth-bom  cares  are  wrongs 
Man  wants  but  liule  here  below. 

Nor  wants  that  little  long." 

Soft  as  the  dew  from  Heav'n  descends. 

His  gentle  accents  fell : 
The  modest  stranger  lowly  bends. 

And  follows  to  the  celL 

Far  in  a  wilderness  obscure 

The  lonely  mansion  lay; 
A  refuge  to  the  neighbouring  poor. 

And  strangers  led  astray. 

No  stores  beneath  iu  humble  thatch 

Requir'd  a  master's  care ; 
The  wicket,  op'ning  with  a  latch, 

Receiv'd  the  harmless  pair. 

And  now  when  huf y  crowds  retire 

To  take  their  ev'ping  rest. 
The  hermit  triram'd  his  little  fire. 

And  cheer'd  bis  pensive  guest : 

And  spread  his  vegetable  store. 

And  gaily  prest,  and  smil'd  i 

And,  skili'd  in  legendary  lore. 

The  ling'ring  hours  beguil'd, 
Around  in  sympathetic  mirth 

Its  tricks  the  kitten  tries ; 
The  cricket  chirrups  in  the  hearth, 

The  crackling  &ggot  flies. 
But  nothing  could  a  charm  impart 

To  soothe  the  stranger's  woe ; 
For  grief  was  heavy  at  his  heart. 

And  tears  began  to  flow. 
His  rising  cares  the  hermit  spy'd. 

With  answ'ring  care  opprest : 
*•  And  whence,  unhappy  jrouth,"  he  cry'd, 

"  The  sorrows  of  thy  breast  ? 
"  From  better  bftbitations  spum'd. 

Reluctant  dost  thou  love; 
Or  grieve  for  friendship  unretum'd. 

Or  unregardedlove  ? 
''Alas  !  the  joys  that  fortune  brings 

Are  trifling,  and  decay; 
And  those  who  prize  the  paltry  things, 

More  trifling  things  than  they. 
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**  And  what  is  friendship  but  a  ntoM^ 

A  charm  that  lulls  to  sleq> ; 
A  shade  that  follows  wealth  or  fimie. 

And  leaves  the  wretch  to  weep } 

**  And  love  is  still  an  emptier  somd. 

The  modem  fisir-one's  jest : 
On  Earth  unseen,  or  only  found 

To  warm  the  turtle's  nest. 

*'  ForshaoM,  find  youth,  thy  sorrows  hush. 

And  spam  the  sex,"  he  said : 
But  while  he  spoke,  a  risiog  blush 

His  love-loro  guest  betrayed. 

SurprisM  he  sees  new  beauties  rise, 

Swift  mantliug  to  the  view  ; 
Like  colours  o'er  the  morning  skies. 

As  bright,  as  transient  too. 

The  bashful  look,  the  rising  breast. 

Alternate  spread  alarms : 
The  loTely  stranger  stands  coofest 

A  maid  in  all  her  charms. 

<*  And,  ah  !  forgive  a  stranger  rude, 
A  wretch  forlorn,**  she  cryM  j 

'<  Whose  foet  unballow'd  thns  intrude 
Where  Hcav'n  and  you  reside. 

''  Btit  let  a  maid  thy  pity  share, 
Whom  love  has  taught  to  stray ; 

Who  seeks  for  rest,  but  finds  despair 
Companion  of  her  way. 

<  <  My  fiither  li  v*d  beside  the  Tyne,        • 

A  wealthy  lord  was  he : 
And  all  his  wealth  was  mark'd  as  mine. 

He  bad  but  only  roe. 

<*  To  win  me  from  his  tender  arras 

Unnumbered  suitors  came. 
Who  praised  me  for  imputed  charms, 

And  felt,  or  foigu'd  a  flame. 

«•  Each  hour  a  mercenary  crowd 

With  richest  proffers  strove ; 
Among  the  rest  young  Edwin  bowM, 

But  net  er  talk'd  of  love. 

«  In  humble,  simplest  habit  clad, 

No  wealth  or  pow'r  had  he; 
Wisdom  and  worth  were  all  be  had. 

But  these  were  all  to  me. 

*'  And  when,  beside  me  hi  the  dale, 

He  carrolM  lays  of  love, 
His  breath  lent  fragrance  to  the  gale. 

And  music  to  the  grove. 

«*  The  blossom  op'ning  to  the  day. 

The  dewsof  Heav'o  refin'd. 
Could  nought  of  purity  display 

To  emulate  his  mind. 

«*  The  dew,  the  blossoms  of  the  tree. 
With  charms  inconstant  shine ; 

Their  charms  were  bis ;  but«  woe  to  me. 
Til'  inconstancy  was  mine ! 


"  Bat  mtub  the  sorrow,  mme  the  fruity 

And  well  my  lifo  shall  pay ; 
Fll  seek  the  solitude  he  sought. 

And  stretch  me  where  he  lajr. 

"  And  there  forloni,  despairing,  bid» 

m  lay  me  down  and  die; 
Twas  so  for  me  that  Edwin  did, 

AndsoforhimwiUL" 

«  Forbid  It,  Heav^f*  ehebemiit  crj*d. 
And  dasp'd  her  to  his  breast : 

The  wond'nngfair-ene  tnm'd  to  chide,-— 
*Twas  Edwin*s  salf  that  prett. 

"  T^ro,  Angelina,  ever  dear. 

My  charmer,  turn  to  see 
Thy  own,  thy  long-loat  Edwin  here. 

Restored  to  fove  and  thee. 

<' Thus  let  me  hold  thee  to  my  heart. 

And  ev'ry  care  resign: 
And  shall  we  never,  never  part. 

My  lifo— my  all  that's  mme? 

**  No,  never,  from  this  hour  to  part. 

We'll  live  and  love  so  tme. 
The  sigh  that  rends  thy  constant  heart 

Shall  break  thy  Edwin's  too.'*  . 


THE  DOUBLE  TRJJ^SFORMATIOK. 

A  TALE. 
ptiBusHEO  m  na.  oouMiirra^s  vOLCMt  09  ttiuxt. 

Secluded  from  domestic  strife. 

Jack  Book- worm  led  a  collie  life  ; 

A  fe:k>wsMp  at  twenty-five 

Made  him  the  happiest  man  alive  i 

He  drank  his  glass,  and  ciack'd  hb  yoke. 

And  freshmen  wooder'd  as  he  spoke. 

Such  pleasures,  unallojr'd  with  care. 
Could  any  accident  impair  ? 
Coqid  Cupid's  shaft  at  length  transfix 
Our  swaiUf  arriv'd  at  thirty-six  ? 
O  had  the  archer  ne'er  come  down 
To  ravage  in  a  country  town  ! 
Or  Flavia  been  content  to  stop 
At  triumphs  in  a  Fleet-street  shop  I 
O  had  her  eyes  forgot  to  blaze ! 
Or  Jack  had  wanted  eyes  to  gaze. 
O !  —  Bat  let  exclamation  cease  ; 
Her  presence  banish 'd  all  his  peace; 
So  with  decorum  all  things  carried, 
Missfrown'd,  and  Uush'd,  and  then 
ried. 

Need  we  expose  to  vulgar  sight 
The  raptures  of  the  bridal  night  ? 
Need  we  intrude  on  hallow'd  ground. 
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Bat  when  « twelT^moDlh  paas'd  awajr. 
Jack  found  his  goddess  made  of  clay ; 
Found  all  the  charms  that  deckM  her  face 
Arose  from  powder,  shreds,  or  lace ; 
But  still  the  worst  remainM  behind, 
That  very  face  had  rohb'd  her  vmid. 

Skill'd  in  no  other  arts  was  she 
But  dressing,  patching,  repartee ; 
And,  just  as  humour  rose  orfielly 
By  turns  a  slattern  or  a  belle ; 
'Tb  true  she  dress'd  with  nodem  graoe. 
Half  naked  at  a  ball  or  race ; 
But  when  at  home,  at  board  or  bed, 
Five  fnreasy  night-caps  wrapt  her  head. 
^  Gould  so  much  beauty  condescend 
To  be  a  doll  domestic  friend  ? 
Could  any  curtain  lectures  bring 
To  decency  so  fine  a  thing } 
In  short,  by  night,  'twas  ftto  or  fretting; 
By  day,  'twas  gadding  or  coquetting. 
Fond  to  be  seen,  she  kept  a  bevy 
Of  powder'd  coxcombs  at  her  levee : 
The  'nquire  and  captain  took  their  stations. 
And  twenty  other  near  relations. 
^aek  suck'd  his  pipe,  and  often  broke 
A  sigh  in  soffocatinK  smoke ; 
,  While  all  their  hoJrs  were  past  between 
Insulting  repartee  or  spleen. 

Thus  as  her  faults  eaoh  day  were  known. 
He  thinks  her  filatures  coarser  grown  : 
He  fimcies  evVy  vice  she  shows. 
Or  thms  her  lip,  or  points  her  nose  ; 
Whenever  rage  or  enyy  risi^ 
How  wide  her  mouth,  bow  wild  her  eyes ! 
He  kndws  not  how,  but  so  it  is, 
Her  fyce  h  grown  a  knowing  i^yz : 
And  Chough  her  fops  are  wond'rous  civil. 
He  thinks  her  ugly  as  the  devil. 

Mow,  to  perplex  the  ravelled  noose. 
As  each  a  djff*rent  way  pursues,         » 
While  sullen  or  loquacknis  strife 
Promis*d  to  hold  them  on  for  life, 
That  dire  disease,  whose  ruthless  pow'r 
Withers  the  beauty's  transient  flow'r, 
ho !  the  small-pox,  with  horrid  glare 
I^evell'd  its  terroiurs  at  the  hit ; 
And,  rifling  ev'ry  youthftil  grace. 
Left  but  the  remnant  of  a  foice. 

The  glass,  grown  hateful  to  her  sight. 
Reflected  now  a,  perfect  fright : 
Bach  former  art  she  vainly  tries 
To  bring  back  lustre  to  her  eyes. 
In  vain  she  tries  her  pastes  andcre^tons 
Tu  smooth  her  skin,  or  hide  its  seams  $ 
Her  country  beaux  and  city  cousins, 
liovers  no  more,  flew  o6f  by  dozens : 
The  'squire  himself  was  seen  to  yield. 
And  e'en  the  captain  quit  tlwAeld. 

.  Poor  madam,  now  condemn'd  to  hack 
The  rest  of  life  with  anxious  Jack, 
Perceiving  others  fairly  flown. 
Attempted  pleasing  him  alone. 
Jack  soon  was  dazzled  to  behold 
Her  present  foce  aarposs  the  old  ; 
With  modesty  her  cheeks  are  dy'd. 
Humility  displaces  pride ; 
Far  tawdry  finery*  is  seen 
A  person  ever  neatly  clean : . 
No  more  presuming  on  her.  sway. 
She  learos  gbod«ntttare  ev'ry  d»y : 


Serenely  gay,  and  strict  in  duty. 
Jack  finds  his  wife  a  perfect  boituty. 


TEE  GIFT. 


TO  IRIS,  IN  BOW-fTKStT,  COVniT-OAiPIII. 

Say,  cruel  Iris,  pretty  rake. 

Dear  mercenary  b^uty. 
What  annual  offering  shall  I  make 

Expressive  of  my  duty  ? 

My  heart,  a  victim  to  thme  eyes» 

Should  I  at  once  deliver. 
Say,  would  the  angry  fair  one  prize 

The  gift,  who  slights  the  giver  I 

A  bill,  a  jewely  watch,  or  toy. 

My  rivals  give — and  let  'em  ; 
If  gems  or  gold  impart  a  joy, 

I'll  give  them— when  1  get  'em. 

I'll  give — but  not  the  full-blown  rose. 

Or  rose-bud  more  in  fashion ; 
Such  short-liv'd  offerings  but  disck)se 

A  transitory  passiou. 

ril  give  thee  sometfamg  yet  unpaid,  ' 

Not  less  sincere  than  civil : 
I'll  give  tliee— ah !  too  charming  maid, 

ril  give  thee^to  the  devil. 


THE  LOGICIANS  REFUTED. 

IN   mrTATION  OF  DEAN  SWIFT. 

Logicians  have  but  ill  defin'd 

As  ratiohal  the  human  mind ; 

Reason,  they  say,  belongs  to  man. 

But  let  them  prove  it  if  they  can. 

Wise  Aristotle  and  Smiglesius, 

By  ratiocinations  specious. 

Have  strove  to  prove  with  great  precision. 

With  definition  and  division. 

Homo  est  tatione  preditum ; 

But  for  my  soul  I  cannot  credit  'em : 

And  must  in  spite  of  them  maintain 

That  man  and  all  his  ways  aro  vain  ; 

And  that  this  boasted  loid  of  nature 

Is  both  a  weak  and  erring  creature : 

That  instinct  is  a  surer  guide 

Than  reason,  boasting  mortals'  pride ; 

And  thatlTrute  beasts  are  far  before  'em, 

Deus  est  aniuia  brutorum. 

Who  ever  knew  an  honest  bnite 

At  law  his  neighbour  prosecute ; 

Bring  action  for  assault  and  battery. 

Or  friend  beguile  with  lies  and  flattery  ? 

O'er  plains  they  ramble uneonfin'd. 

No  politics  disturb  their  mind  ; 

They  eat  their  meals,  and  take  their  sport* 

Nor  know  who's  in  or  out  at  court ; 

They  never  to  the  levee  go 

To  treat  as  dearest  friend  a  foe ; 

They  never  importune  his  grace. 

Nor  ever  cringe  to  men  in  place; 

Nor  undertake  a  dirty  job. 

Nor  draw  the  quill  to  write  for  Bob; 

Fraught  with  invective  they  n^'ergo 

To-folksatPater-n08ter-it)w&  . 
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Nojngglers,  fidlers,  dancing-nuisters. 
No  pickpockets,  or  poetasters, 
Are  known  to  honei>t  quadrupedes ; 
No  single  brute  his  fellow  leads ; 
Brutes  nerer  meet  in  bloody  fray, 
Nor  cut  each  other's  throats  for  pay. 
Of  beasts,  it  is  oomfess'd,  the  ape 
Comes  nearest  us  iu  human  shape. 
Like  man,  he  imitates  each  fashion. 
And  malice  is  his  ruling  passion : 
But  both  in  malice  and  grimaces, 
A  courtier  any  ape  surpasses. 
Behold  him,  humbly  cringing,  wait 
Upon  the  minister  of  state : 
View  him  soon  after  to  inferiors 
Aping  the  conduct  of  superiors : 
He  promises  with  equal  air, 
And  to  perform  takes  equal  care. 
He  in  bis  turn  finds  imitators ; 
At  court,  the  porters,  lackeys,  waiters, 
Their  masters*  manners  still  contract. 
And  footmen  lords  and  dukes  can  act ; 
Thus  at  the  court,  both  great  and  smal( 
Miave  alike^-for  all  ape  all. 


ON  A  BEAUTIFUL  YOUTH, 

STBUCK    BLIHD   BY   LIGHINING. 
IfirrATED   FROM  THE   SPANISH. 

Sure  'twas  by  Providence  designed. 

Rather  in  pity  than  in  hate, 
That  heshonid  be,  like  Cupid,  blind. 

To  save  hia>  from  Narcissus'  &te. 


A  NEfF  SIMILE, 


IN  THE    MAMNER   OF  SWIFT, 


I40MO  had  I  spught  in  vain  to  find 
A  likeness  for  the  scribbling  kind ; 
The  modern  sciibbling  kind,  who  write 
In  wit,  and  sense,  and  Nature's  spite : 
Till  reading,  1  fqrget  what  day  on, 
A  chapter  ou^  of  Tooke's  Pimtbeon, 
I  think  I  met  with  something  there. 
To  suit  my  purpose  to  a  hair ; 
But  let  us  not  proceed  so  furious. 
First  please  to  turn  to  god  Mercurius : 
You'll  find  him  pictur'd  at  full  length 
In  lK)ok  the  second,  page  the  tenth : 
The  stress  of  all  my  proofs  on  him  1  lay. 
And  now  proceed  we  to  our  simile. 
Imprimis,  pray  observe  his  hat, 
Wings  upon  either  side — mark  that. 
Well !  what  is  it  from  thence  we  gather  ? 
Why  these  denote  a  brain  of  feather. 


I'm  sure  it  may  be  justly  said. 
His  feet  are  useful  as  his  head. 

Lastly,  Toiichsafo  t'  observe  bis  haiMl, 
Fill'd  with  a  snake-tncircled  wand ; 
By  classic  authors  teim'd  cadaoeus. 
And  highly  fam*A  for  several  uses  : 
To  wit — most  wond'rously  emiu'd. 
No  poppy-waterhalf  so  good ; 
For  letfulks  only  get  a  touchy 
lis  soporific  virtue's  such. 
Though  ne'er  up  much  awake  before. 
That  quickly  they  begin  to  snore. 
Add  too,  whatoeriain  writers  tell, 
With  this  he  drives  men's  souls  to  HefL 

Now  to  apply,  begin  we  then : 
His  wand's  a  modem  author's  pen  ; 
The  serpents  round  about  it  twin'd 
Denote  him  of  the  reptile  kind  ; 
Denote  the  rage  with  which  he  writes. 
His  finothy  klaver,  venom'd  bites ; 
An  equal  semblance  still  to  keep. 
Alike  too  l>oth  conduce  to  sleep. 
This  diflP'rence  only,  as  the  god 
Drove  souls  to  Tart'rus  with  his  rod. 
With  his  goose-quill  tbescribblnig  elf 
Instead  of  others,  damns  himself. 

And  here  qay  simile  almost  tript. 
Yet  grant  a  word  by  way  of  postscript. 
Moreover,  Merc'ry  had  a  Ruling :  ' 

Well !  what  of  that  ?  oat  with  it— steftUn^; 
In  which  all  modern  bards  agree. 
Being  each  as  great  a  thief  as  he : 
But  e'en  this  deity's  existence 
Shall  lead  my  shnile  assistance. 
Our  nnodem  bards !  why  what  a  pox  * 

Are  they  but  senseless  stones  and  blocks  f 


AN  ELEGY 

ON  THE  DEATH   OP   A    MAD-DOC 
FROM  TBS  VICAR  OF   WAKBFIBUDw 

Good  people  all,  ofev'rysort. 

Give  ear  unto  my  song  { 
And  if  you  find  it  wond'rous  short. 

It  cannot  hold  you  long. 

In  Islington  there  was  a  man. 
Of  whom  the  world  might  say. 

That  still  a  godly  race  he  ran, 
Whene'er  he  weut  to  pray. 

A  kind  and  gentle  heart  he  had. 

To  comfort  friends  and  fbes  ; 
The  naked  ev'ry  day  he  clad. 

When  he  put  on  his  clothes. 

And  in  that  town  a  dog  was  found. 

As  many  dogs  there  be. 
Both  mononrel.  duddv.  whelp,  and  hound. 
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Hie  wound  it  seemed  both  sore  and  sad 

To  ev'ry  christian  eye  ; 
And  while  they  swore  the  dog  was  mad. 

They  swore  the  man  would  die. 
ButsooQ  a  wonder  came  to  light, 

That  sbow*d  the  rogues  they  ly»d  j 
The  nnn  recovered  of  the  bite. 

The  dog  it  was  that  dy'd. 


THE  CLOWN'S  REPLY. 

John  Trott  was  desirM  by  two  witty  peers, 
To  tell  them  the  reason  why  asses  had  ears  ? 
"An*t  please  you,"  quoth  John,  **  I'm  not  given 

to  letters. 
Nor  dare  I  pretend  to  know  more  than  my  betters; 
Howe'er,  from  this  time,  I  shall  ne'er  see  your 

graces, 
hope  to  be  sav'd! 

asses." 


As  I 


ne'er  see  your 
without  thinking  on 


Edinburgh,'l753. 


STANZAS  ON  WOMAN. 

FHOM  THE  VICAR   OP   WAKEPIELO. 

Whbk  lovely  woman  stoops  to  folly. 
And  finds  too  late  that  men  betray. 

What  charm  can  sooth  her  melancholy. 
What  art  can  wash  her  guilt  away  ? 

The  only  art  her  guilt  to  cover, 
To  hide  her  shame  from  ev'ry  eye. 

To  give  repentance  to  her  lover, 
And  wring  bis  bosom — is,  to  die. 


DESCRIFTION  OF  AN  AUTHOR'S 
BED-CHAMBER. 

Where  the  Red  Liou,  staring  o'er  the  way, 
Invites  each  passing  stranger  that  can  pay ; 
M  here  Calvert's  butt,'  and  Parsons'  black  cham- 
paign. 
Regale  the  drabs  and  bloods  of  Drury-lane; 
There  in  a  lonely  room,  from  bailiffs  snug, 
The  Muse  found  Scroggen  stretch'd  beneath  a 

nig; 
A  window,  patched  with  paper,  lent  a  ray, 
That  dimly  show'd  the  state  in  which  he  lay ; 
The  sanded  floor  that  grits  beneath  the  tread ; 
Hie  humid  wall  with  [Ndtry  pictures  spread  ; 
I1ie  ro3ral  game  of  ^bose  was  there  in  view. 
And  the  twelve  rules  the  royal  martyr  drew; 
The  seasons,  framed  with  listing,  foimd  a  place, 
And  brave  prince  William  show'd  bis  lamp-black 

&ce: 
The  mom  was  cold,  he  views  with  keen  desire 
The  rasty  grate  unconscious  of  a  fire : 
With  beer  and  milk  arrears  the  frieze  was  scored. 


LINES, 

ATTRIBUTED  TO 

DR.  GOLDSMITH, 

INSERTED   IN   THE   MORNING   CHRONICLE  OF 
APRIL  3,    1800. 

E  EN  have  you  seen,  bath'd  in  the  morning  dew. 
The  budding  rose  its  infant  bloom  display : 

When  first  its  virgin  tints  nnfold  to  view. 

It  shrinks,  and  scarcely  trusts  the  blaze  of  day. 

So  soft,  so  delicate,  so  sweet  she  came,   [cheek ; 

Youth's  damask  glow  just  dawning  on  her 
I  gaz'd,  I  sigh'd,  I  caught  the  tender  flame. 

Felt  the  fond  pang,  and  droop'd  with  passion 
weak. 


TO  THE  EDITORS. 


GENTLEMEN, 

I  SEND  yoo  a  small  production  of  the  late  Dr. 
Goldsmith,  which  has  never  been  published,  and  . 
which  might  perhaps  have  been  totally  lost,  had 
1  not  secured  it.  He  intended  it  as  a  song  in 
the  character  of  Miss  Hardcastle,  in  his  admira- 
ble comedy  of  She  Stoops  to  Conquer,  but 
it  was  left  out,  as  Mrs.  Bulkley,  who  played  the 
part,  did  not  sing.  He  sung  it  himself,  in  pri- 
vate companies,  very  agreeably.  The  tune  is  a 
pretty  Irish  air,  called.  The  HuoMMirs  of  Ba- 
lamagairy,  to  which  he  told  me  he  found  it 
very  difficult  to  adapt  words :  but  he  has  suc- 
ceeded very  bappHy  in  these  few  lines.  As  I 
could  sing  the  tune,  and  was  fond  of  them,  he 
was  so  good  as  to  give  me  them,  about  a  year 
ago,  just  as  I  was  leaving  London,  and  bidding 
him  adieu  for  that  season,  little  apprehending 
that  it  was  a  last  farewell.  I  preserve  this  little 
relic,  in  his  own  hand-writiug,  with  an  affectio- 
nate care.     1  am,  gentlemen, 

your  humble  servant, 

JAMES  BOSWELL. 

SONG, 

INTENDED  TO  HAVE  REEN  SUNO  IN  THE  COMEDY  Of 
SHE  STOOPS  TO  CONQUER. 

An  me !  when  shall  I  marry  me  ? 
Lovers  are  plenty,  b»t  fail  to  relieve  me. 
He,  fond  youth,  that  could  carry  me. 
Offers  to  love,  but  meauns  to  deceive  me. 

But  I  will  rally  and  comVMttbe  rauier: 
Not  a  look,  not  a  siiiil^*  shaW  m^  ^paasAon  discorver*. 
She  that  givea  all  to  tJ>«  f«^  <»»  ipar«ttm|^\k^. 
Makes  bai  a  penitent,  s^nd  \ottes  aUrver. 


STAN^^s:  nisr    THE  TAKl^<^  O^ 
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Ob,  Wolfe,  to  tbeentreamiiig  flood  of  woe 
Sighing  we  pay,  and  think  e'en  oonqoeft  dean 

Quebec  in  vain  shall  teach  our  breasts  to  glow. 
Whilst  thy  sad  £tte  extorts  tht  beart-wmnr 
tear.  ^ 

Alire  ih*  foe  thy  dreadfiil  vigoar  fled. 

And  saw  thee  fall  with  joy -prooouncing  eyes: 

Yet  they  shall  know  thou  oonquerest,  tho'  dead ! 
9hide  tnm  thy  tomb  a  thoosand  heroes  rise. 


EPITAPH  ON  DR.  PJRNBLL. 

This  tomb,  hwcrib'd  to  gentle  Pamelas  name, 
May  speak  our  gratitude,  but  not  bis  fame. 
What  heart  hut  feels  his  sweetly-moral  lay. 
That  leads  to  truth  through  pleasure's  flow'ry 

way! 
Celestial  themes  confess'd  his  tuneful  aid  { 
And  Heav»n,  that  lent  him  genius,  was  repaid. 
Needless  to  him  the  tribute  we  bestow, 
T'je  transit  ry  breath  of  fame  below  : 
More  lasthig  rapture  from  his  woi^  shall  rise, 
While  coorerts  think  then-  poet  in  the  skies. 


EPITAPH  ON  EDIFjiRD  PURDON  i, 

IIbbb  lies  poor  Ned  Purdon,  from  misery  freed. 
Who  long  was  a  bookseller's  hack  j 

Be  led  such  a  damnable  life  in  this  world — 
I  don't  think  he'll  wish  to  come  back. 


AN  ELEGr 

ON  TUB  GLORT  OP  VkEK  SES^. 

MRS.  MARY  BLAIZE. 

Goon  people  aH,  with  one  accord. 

Lament  for  Madsm  Blaize, 
Who  never  wanted  a  good  won!— 

From  those  who  spoke  her  praise. 
The  needy  seldom  passed  her  door. 

And  always  found  her  kind; 
She  freely  lent  to  all  the  poor — 

Who  left  a  pledge  befahid. 

She  strove  the  neighbourhood  to  please. 
With  manners  wond'rous  winning, 

AikI  never  follow'd  wicked  way»-* 
Unless  when  she  was  s' 


OOL0Sl[tIB«  FOBH& 


At  church,  in  silks  and  satins  new. 
With  hoop  of  nionatrous  size  i 

^e  never  slumbered  in  her  pew^ 
Bat  wbeB;Bbe  shut  her  eyes. 

^er  love  wws  sought,  I  do  aver. 
By  twenty  beaux  and  more  j 

The  king  himself  has  follow'd  1 
When  she  has  walk'd  before. 


But  now  her  isaakli  wd  ia*fy  flid» 
Her  faangen-on  cut  short  sijl; 

The  doctofs  fevnd,  whan  she  was 
Her  last  disorder  Boital. 

Let  us  lament.  In  aorTcm  sore, 
For  Kent-street  w^i  nny  say^ 

That,  had  she  liv'd  a  tw^vemomli  i 
She  had  not  dyM  to  day. 


A  SONNET. 

WsKPiico,  muromring,  compl^mBg^ 
-  Lost  to  ev»ry  gay  delight  j 
Myra,  too  sincere  for  feigning. 
Fears  th'  approaching  bridal  night. 

Yet  why  impair  thy  bright  perfection. 
Or  dim  thy  beauty  with  a  tear? 

Had  Myra  follow'd  my  direction, 
She  long  had  wanted  cause  of  fear. 


FROM  THE  ORATORIO  OF  THE 
CAPTIVITY. 

SONG. 

The  wretch,  condemn 'd  with  life  to  part. 

Still,  stillon  hope  relies; 
And  ev'ry  pang  that  rends  the  heart. 

Bids  eifpectation  rise, 

Hope,  like  the  glinm'ring  taper^s  light. 

Adorns  and  cheers  the  way. 
And  still,  as  darker  grows  the  night. 

Emits  a  brighter  ray. 


SONG. 

O  MKiiotr !  thou  fond  deceiver. 

Still  importunate  and  vain. 
To  former  joys  recurring  ever. 

And  turning  all  the  paU  topain  ; 
ThoQ,  like  the  world,  th'  opprest  oppggaiug. 

Thy  smiles  increase  the  wretch's  woe! 
And  he  who  wants  each  other  blessing. 

In  thee  must  ever  flifn  foe. 


A  PROLOGVE^ 

WaiTTlN  ABA  SPOKBSr  »T 

THE    POET   LABEBIUS^ 

A    ftOMAN    BWXGHT,     WDOM    CiltAB  70KeB» 
VPON    T«B   STAGE. 

mUSaVED  BT  If ACROBIITS  I. 

^bat!  noway  lefl  to  sfamith'inglorioaiit^e. 
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A  tine  there  wM,  when  glofywatmjr  guide. 
Nor  ibroe  nor  fraad  oooM  tum  my  ttope  aside; 
Unaw'd  by  pow'r,  end  nnappall'd  by  fear. 
With  boDCft  thrift  I  held  my  honour  dear; 
But  this  vile  hoar  ditperaes  all  my  store, 
And  all  my  hoard  of  honour  is  no  more ; 
For,  ah  1  too  partial  to  my  life's  decUne, 
Cesar  persuades,  sabmission  most  be  mine ; 
Him  I  obey,  whom  Heavhi  himself  obeys. 
Hopeless  of  pleasing,  yet  faioUnM  to  please. 
Here  then  at  once  I  welcome  er'ry  shame, 
And  qancel  at  threescore  a  Hfe  of  fame; 
No  more  my  titles  shall  my  children  tell. 
The  old  buflbon  will  fit  my  name  as  well;  . 
This  day  beyond  its  term  my  fate  extends. 
For  life  is  ended  when  our  honour  ends. 


PROLOGUE  TO  THE  TRAGEDY  OF 
ZOBEiDE. 

In  these  bold  times,  when  learning's  sons  ex- 
plore 
The  distant  climates,  and  the  samge  shore  ; 
When  wise  astronomers  to  India  steer. 
And  quit  for  Venus  many  a  brighter  here ; 
While  botanists,  all  cold  to  smiles  and  diraplipg. 
Forsake  the  fiur,  and  patiently--go  simpling; 
Our  bard  into  the  general  spirit  enters. 
And  fiu  his  little  frigate  for  adventures. 
With  Scythian  stores  and  trinkets  deeply  laden. 
He  this  way  steers  his  course^  in  hopes  of  trad- 
ing- 
Yet  ere  he  lands  has  ordered  me  before. 
To  make  an  observation  on  the  shore. 
Where  are  we  driven  ?  our  reck'ning  snre  is  lost ! 
This  seems  a  rocky  and  a  dang'rous  coast. 
Lord  I  what  a  sultry  climate  am  1  under ! 
Yon  ill-foreboding  cfoud  seems  big  with  thunder : 

There  mangroves  spread,  and  larger  than  I've 

seen  *em —  [Pit. 

Here  trees  of  stately  size— and  billing  turtles  in 

'em—  \halcon\ei. 

Here  Ol-cooditianM  oranges  abonnd —      \Stage. 
And  apples,  bitter  apples,  strew  the  ground: 

{TasUng  them. 
Th*  inhabitants  are  cannibals  I  fear. 
I  heard  a  hissing— there  are  serpents  here! 
O,  there  the  people  are— best  keep  my  distance: 
Our  captain  (gentle  natives)  craves  assistance ; 
Our  ship's  well  stor'd— in  yonder  ureek  we've 

laid  her, 
His  honour  is  no  mercenary  trader. 
This  is  his  first  adventure  ;  lend  him  aid. 
And  we  may  chance  to  drive  a  thriving  trade. 
His  goods,   he  hopes,  are  prime,  and  brought 

from  for. 
Equally  fit  for  gallantry  and  war. 
What,  no  reply  to  promises  so  ample  ? 
—I'd  best  step  back— and  order  up  a  sample. 


My  pride  foibids  it  vMr  shouM  b»  s»id, 
My  heels  endips^  the  hoaours  of  my  heaA; 
That  i  found  humour  in  a  pyeball  vesl^ 
Or  ever  thought  tfaatjainirfng  was  a  jest» 

[TakacffMtn 
Whence  and  what  art  thou,  visionary  birth  ? 
Nature  disowns,  and  reason  scorns  thy  mirth  : 
in  thy  black  aspect  every  passion  sleq[)s. 
The  joy  that  dimples,  and  the  woe  that  weepsi 
How  hast  thou  filTd  the  scene  with  all  thy  broo^ 
Of  fools  pnrsuing,  and  of  fools  pttr8U*d ! 
Whose  ios  and  outs  no  ray  of  sense  disclose^ 
Whose  only  pk>tit  is  to  break  oar  noses  ; 
Whilst  from  beknr  the  trap-door  demons  rise^ 
And  from  above  the  dangling  deities. 
And  shall  1  mix  in  this  unhallow'd  crew  ? 
May  ros'm*d  lightning  blast  me,  if  I  do  ? 
No— I  win  act— 1*11  vindicate  the  sUget 
Shakespeare  himself  shall  fi^  my  tragfc  ngB, 
Off  I  off !  vile  trappings  1  a  new  passion  leigns  ! 
The  mad'nmg  monareh  revete  in  ray  veins. 
Ob  I  for  a  Richard's  voice  to  catch  the  theme  : 
**Oive  me  another  horse !  bind  up  my  wounds !— • 

soft— 'twas  but  a  dream."  [treating  ; 
Aye,  'twas  but  a  dream,  for  now  theie's  no  re* 
If  I  cease  Harlequm,  I  cease  fit>ra  eating. 
'Twas  thus  that  JBsop's  stag,  a  creature  blameleaiy 
Yet  something  vain,  like  one  that  shall  be  name-* 
Once  on  the  margin  of  a  fountain  stood,  [  less^ 
And  cavill'd  at  his  image  in  the  flood. 
"  The  deuce  confound, "  he  cries,  **  these  dmm^ 

stick  shanks, 
Tliey  neKher  have  my  gratitude  nor  thanks  ; 
They're  perfoctly  disgraceful !  strike  me  dead ! 
But  for  a  bead- yes,  yes,  I  have  a  head. 
How  piercing  is  that  eye  I  how  sleek  that  brow ! 
My  horns ! — I'm  told  boms  are  the  fashkxi  now.*' 
Whilst  thus  he  spoke,  astonish'd  !  to  his  view. 
Near,  and  more  near,  the  hounds  and  huntsmen 

drew.  [hind. 

Hoicks !  hark  forward !  came  thuod'ring  from  be- 
He  bounds  aloft,  outstrips  the  fleeting  wind : 
He  quits  the  woods,  and  tries  the  beaten  wajrs  ; 
He  surts,  he  pants,  he  takes  the  ciroling  mace. 
At  length  his  silly  bead,  so  pria'd  before. 
Is  taught  his  former  folly  to  deplore; 
Whilst  his  strong  limbs  conspire  to  set  him  free^ 
And  at  one  bound  he  saves  himself,  like  me. 

[Taking  a  jump  through  the  stage  dootm 


EPILOGUE 


EPILOGUE, 

SPOKEN    BT  MB.  LE£  LSWES, 
IP  THB  CHAIACTBR  OP  HAtLBQUIN,  AT  HIS  BEKIFfr. 

Hold  1  prompter,  hold  1  a  word  befbre  your  non- 


J'd  speak  a  word  or  two  to  ease  my  conscience. 


TOSBE  COMBDVOyniB  SIVrXBS. 

What  1  five  long  acts — and  all  to  make  us  wiser  1 
Our  authoress,  sare,  has  wanted  an  adviser. 
Had  she  consulted  me,  she  should  have  made 
Her  moral  play  a  speaking  masquerade ; 
Warm'd  up  each  bustling  scene,  and  in  her  rage 
Have  emptied  all  the  green-room  on  the  stage. 
My  life  on't,  this   had  kept  her  play  from  sink- 
ing ;  [thinking. 
Havepleas*4  our  eyes,  and  sav'd  the  pain  of 
Well,  since  she  thus  has  shown  her  want  of  skill. 
What  if  I  give  a.  masquerade  ?— 1  will. 
But  how?  aye,  there's  the  rub  I  [pausing')— V^ 

got  my  cue: 
The  world's  a  masquerade  !  the  masquers,  you« 
you,  you*    [To  Besis,  Pit,  and  Gaiieqf. 
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Lad!  wb^tagnmptlieiDotiejr  soeoe  dJidoMt! 
Falfe  wiu,  £dbie  wives,  fidse  Tirgins,  and  hhe 

spou8«»! 
Statennan  with  bridles  on ;  and,  ckxe  beside  'em, 
Patriois,  in  party-colonT'd  suits,  that  ride  'em. 
There  Hebes,  tumM  of  fifty,  try  ooce  more 
To  raiite  a  flame  in  Oipids  of  threescore. 
Tbene  in  their  turn,  with  appetites  as  keen. 
Deserting  flfty,  fasten  on  fifteen. 
Miss,  not  yet  full  fifteen,  with  fire  uncommon. 
Flings  down  her  sampler,  and  takes  up  the  wo- 
man; 
The  little  yrchin  smiles,  and  spreads  her  lure. 
And  tries  to  kill,  ere  she's  got  pow'r  to  cure. 
Thus  'tis  with  all — their  chief  and  constant  care 
Is  to  seem  ev'ry  thing  but  what  they  are. 
Yon  broad,  bold,  angry  spark,  I  fix  my  eye  on. 
Who  seems  t'  have  robb'd  his  vizor  from  the  lion ; 
Who  frowns,  and  talks,  and  swears,  with  round 

parade. 
Looking,  as  who   should   say,  damme!    who's 

afraid  >  [Mimicking* 

Strip  but  this  viTor  off,  and  sure  I  am 
You'll  find  his  '.'ouship  a  very  lamb,    x 
Yon  politician,  famous  indebate. 
Perhaps  to  vulgar  eyes  bestrides  the  state ; 
Yet  when  he  deigns  his  real  shape  t'  assume. 
He  turns  old  woman,  and  bestrides  a  broom. 
Yon  patriot,  too,  who  presses  on  your  sight. 
Arid  seems  tocv*ry  gazer  all  in  white. 
If  with  a  bribe  bis  candour  you  attack, 
He  bows,  turns  round,  and  whip — the  man's  in 

Mack! 
Yon  critic,  too — but  whither  do  I  run  ? 
If  1  proceed,  our  bard  will  be  undone ! 
Well,  then,  a  truce,  since  she  requests  it  too : 
Do  you  spare  her,  and  I'll  for  ouce  spare  you. 


EPILOGUE 


SPOKEN  BY  MRS.  BULKLEY  AVD  MISS  CATI.EY. 

Enter  Mrs,  Buikley,  who  curtsies  very  low  as  be^ 
ginning  to  speak.  Then  enter  Miss  Catley, 
who  stands  full  btfore  her,  and  curtties  to  the 
audience, 

MRS.  BOLKLEY. 

Hold,  ma'am,  your  pardon.     What's  your  bu- 
siness here  > 

MISS  CATLBY. 

The  epilogue. 

MRS.    BUfJCLBY. 

The  epilogue  ? 

MISS  CATLEY. 

Yes,  the  epilogue,  my  dear. 

MRS.   BULKLEY. 

Sure  you  mistake,  ma'am.    The  epilogue  I  bring 
it. 

MISS  CATLBY. 

Excuse  me,  ma'am.    The  author  bid  tne  sins  it. 


Beside^  a  singer  io  a  oomic  let ! 

Excuse  me,  ma'am ;  i  know  the  etiqiiett«^ 

MISS  CATLBY. 

What  if  we  leave  it  to  the  house  ? 

MRS.  BUULLEY. 

The  house ! — ^Agreed. 

MISS  CATLEY. 

Agreed. 

MRS.  BOI.KLET. 

And  she,  whose  party's  largest,  shall  proceed. 
And  first,  I  hope,  you'll  readily  agree 
I've  all  the  critics  and  the  wits  for  me. 
They,  lam  sure,  will  answer  my  commands  • 
Ye  candid  judging  few,  bold  op  your  hands : 
What,  no  return  ?  I  find  too  late,  1  fear. 
That  modem  judges  seldom  enter  here. 

MISS  CATLEY. 

I'm  for  a  diiTrent  sef— Old  men,  whose  trade  ta 
Still  to  gallant  and  dangle  with  the  ladies. 

RBCnATIVB. 

Who  mump  their  passion,  and  who,  grimly  smU- 

•ngf 
Still  thus  address  the  fair,  with  voice  beguiling  : 

AIR— COTILLON. 

Turn  my  fairest,  turn,  if  ever 
Strephon  caught  thy  ravishM  eye  i 
Pity  take  on  yuur  swain  so  olever. 
Who  without  your  aid  must  die. 

Yes,  I  shall  die,  hu,  hu,  hu,  ha. 
Yes,  I  must  dje,  ho,  bo,  ho,  bo. 

Dacmpo, 

MRS.  BOLKLKY. 

Let  all  the  old  pay  homage  to  your  merit : 

Give  me  the  young,  tbe  gay,  the  men  of  gfiwiL 

Ye  traveli'd  tribe,  ye  macaroni  train. 

Of  French  fnseurs,  and  nosegasrs,  jo^tly  vain; 

Who  take  a  trip  to  Paris  once  a  year. 

To  dress,  and  look  Tike  aukward  Frenchmen  here; 

Lend  me  your  hands. — O  fatal  newa  to  tell. 

Their  hands  are  only  lent  to  the  HeineUc ! 

MISS  CATLEY. 

Ay,  take  your  travellers,  travellere  indeed  * 
Give  me  my  bonny  Scot,  that  travels  from  Ike 

Tweed. 
Where  are  the  cheels  >  Ah,  ah,  I  well  discern 
The  smiling  looks  of  each  bewitching  bairoe: 
A  bonny  young  lad  is  my  Jockey. 

AIR. 

I'll  sing  to  amuse  you  by  night  and  by  day. 
And  be  unco  merry  when  jrou  are  bat  gay  ; 
When  you  with  your  bagpipes  are  ready  to  play. 
My  voice  shall  be  ready  to  carol  away. 

With  Sandy,  and  Sawney,  and  Jodcey, 
With  Sawney,  and  Jarrie,  and  Jockey. 

^  MRS.  BULKLRT* 

Ye  gamesters,  who,  so  eager  in  pursuit. 
Make  but  of  all  j^our  fbrtime  one  va  kmle  : 
Ye  jockey  tribe,  whose  stock  of  words  are  few, 
**  I  hold  the  add»— Done,  done,  with  you,  ^tb 
Ye  barristers,  so  fluent  with  grimace,      [3^00.*^ 
"My  lord— your  lordship misoooceives  the  ease;'' 
Doctors ,  who  answer  &9emmasitM\  in  — 
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For  sure  I  don't  wrung  you,  yon  seldom  are  slack, 
When  the  ladies  are  palling,  to  blush,  and  hang 
back: 
For  you're  always  polite  and  attentive. 
Still  to  amuse  us  inventive, 
And  death  is  your  only  preventive : 

Your  hands  and  3rour  voices  fur  me. 

MRS.  BULKLEY. 

Well,  madam,  what  if,  afterall  this  sparring, 
We  both  agree,  like  friends,  to  end  our  jarring  ? 

MISS    CATLEY. 

And  that  our  friendship  may  remain  unbroken. 
What  if  we  leave  the  epilogue  unspoken  ? 

MRS.  BULKLEY. 

Agreed. 

MISS  CATLEY. 

Agreed. 

MRS.  BULKLEY. 

And  now,  with  late  repentance, 
Un-epilogued  the  poet  waits  his  senlence : 
C:ondemn  the  stubborn  fool  who  can't  submit 
To  thrive  by  flatt'rj*,  though  he  sUrves  by  wit. 

[ExeunL 


EPILOGUE, 


INTENDED    FOR  MRS.  BULKLEY. 

Thehb  is  a  place,  so  Ariosto  sings, 

A  treasury  for  lost  and  missing  things : 

Lost  human  wits  have  places  there  assigned  them, 

And  they,  who  lose  their  senses,  there  may  find 

them. 
But  Where's  this  place,  this  storehouse  of  the  age  ? 
The  Moon,  says  he  : — but  1  affirm,  the  Stage  : 
At  least  in  many  thin^^s,  1  think,  I  see 
His  lunar  and  our  mimic  world  agree. 
Both  shine  at  night,  for,  but  at  Footers  alene. 
We  scarce  exhibit  till  the  Sun  goes  down. 
Both  prone  to  change,  no  settled  limits  fix, 
And  sure  the  folks  of  both  are  lunatics. 
But  in  this  parallel  my  best  pretence  is. 
That  mortals  visit  both  to  6nd  their  senses. 
To  this  strange  spot,  rakes,  macaronies,  cits. 
Come  thronging  to  collect  their  scatter^  wits. 
The  gay  coquet,  who  ogles  all  the  day, 
Gemes  here  at  night,  and  goes  a  prude  away. 
Hither  the  affected  city  dame  advancing. 
Who  sighs  for  operas,  and  doats  on  dancing, 
Ta«glit  by  our  art  her  ridicule  to  pause  on, 
QuiU  the  ballet,  and  calls  for  Nancy  Dawson. 
The  gamester  too,  whose  wit*s  all  high  or  low. 
Oft  risques  his  fortune  on  one  desperate  throw. 
Comes  here  tosaunter,  having  made  his  bets, 
Finds  his  lost  senses  out,  and  pays  his  debts. 
TTie  Mohawk  too— with  angry  phrases  stor*d. 
As  **Dam'me,  air,"  and,  '*  sir,  1  wear  a  sword ;" 
Here  lesson'd  for  a  while,  and  hence  retreating. 
Goes  out,  affronts  his  man,  and  takes  a  beating. 
Here  come  the  sons  of  scandal  and  of  news,' 
But  find  no  sense — for  they  had  none  to  lose. 
Of  all  the  tribe  here  wanting  an  adviser. 
Our  author's  the  least  likely  to  grow  wiser; 
'  Has  be  not  seen  how  you  your  favour  place 
Ob  sentimental  queens  and  lords  in  lace  ?    ' 
Without  a  star,  6t  coronet,  or  garter. 
How  can  the  piece  expect  or  hope  for  quarter  ? 
No  high-life  scenes^  no  sentiment : — the  creature 
Still  stoops  among  the  low  to  copy  natort. 


Yes,  he's  tkr  gone : — and  yet  some  pity  fix. 
The  English  laws  forbid  to  punish  lunatics  \ 
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ADVERTISEMFJ4T. 

The  following  may  more  properly  be  termed  a 
compilation  than  a  poem.  It  was  prepared 
for  the  composer  in  little  more  than  two  days  , 
and  may  therefore  rather  be  considered  as  an 
industrious  effort  of  gratitude  than  of  genius. 

in  justice  to  the  composer  it  may  likewise  be 
right  to  inform;  the  public,  that  the  music  was 
adapted  in  a  period  of  time  equally  short 


SPEAKERS. 

Mr.  Lee  and  Mrs.  Bellamy. 

SINGERS. 

Mr.Champnes,  Mr.  Dine,  and  Miss  Jameson. 

The  music  prepared  and  adapted  by  Signor 
Vento. 

THRENODIA  AUGUSTALIS. 

OVERTORX— -A  SOLEMN  DIRGE. 
AIR — TRK). 

Arise,  ye  sons  of  worth,  arise. 
And  waken  every  note  of  woe  f 
When  truth  and  virtue  reach  the  skiesf 
'Tis  ours  to  weep  the  want  below. 

CHORUS. 

When  truth  and  virtue,  &c. 

MAN  SPEAKER. 

The  praise  attending  pomp  and  power. 
The  incense, given  to  kings. 
Are  but  the  trappings  of  an  hour. 
Mere  transitory  things. 
The  base  bestow  them :  but  the  good  agree 
To  spam  the  venal  gifts  as  flattery.— 
But  when  to  pomp  and  power  are  join'd 
An  equal  dignity  of  mind : 
When  titles  are  the  smallest  claim : 
When  wealth,  and  rank,  and  noble  blood. 
But  aid  the  power  of  doing  good. 
Then  all  their  trophies  last— and  flattery  tarns 
to  fame. 

'  Tliis  epilogue  was  given  in  MS.  by  Dr.  Gold- 
smith to  Dr.  Percy  (now  Bishop  of  Dromore)  ; 
but  for  what  comedy  it  was  intended  it  not  re- 
membered. 


Digitized  by 


Qoogle 


ftW* 


GOLDSMITH'S  POEMS. 


Bbst  spirit  Ukmi,  vhMt  Ime,  jint  boni  to 


Shall  spread  and  flourish  from  the  tomb. 

How  bast  thou  left  mankiwdl^^fieareii ! 

Even  now  reproach  and  faction  mourn, 

And,  wondering  tx»w  thenr  rage  was  bocn, 

Keqneit  to  be  forgiven  f 

Mm\  ihcgr  never  had  thy  hale: 

tTBinov'din  oontcioiia  reotitnde. 

Thy  towering  mind  self-ceotred  stood, 

Nor  wanted  man*8«pinion  to  be  great. 

in  ▼am,  to  charm  thy  ravishM  sight, 

A  thoonnd  gifts  would  ibrtone  send  : 

Id  vain»  to  drive  thae  frara  the  right, 

A  thousand  sorrows  urged  thy  end : 

like   some  vrell-fashion'd   arch  thy    patience 

stood, 
AnA  purchased  strength  from  its  increasing  load. 
Pain  met  thee  like  a  friend  to  set  thee  fnc. 
Affliction  still  is  virtue's  opportunity ! 
Virtue  on  herself  relying, 
Every  passion  husb'd  to  rest, 
looses  every  pain  of  dying 
In  the  hopes  of  being  ble^t 
Every  added  pang  she  suffers, 
Some  increashig  good  bestows, 
And  every  shock  that  malice  offers. 
Only  rocks  her  to  repose. 

SOKG*       ar    A    MAH— ASF£TVQSO. 

Virtue  on  herself  relying,  he. 

^       to 

Only  rocks  her  to  repose. 

WOMAN    SPFAKER. 

Yet  ah !  what  terronrs  frown'd  upon  her  fate. 

Death  with  Ks  formidable  band. 

Fever,. and  pain,  and  paleconsomptive  care, 

Beterminod  took  their  stand. 

Nor  did  the  crael  Mvagers  design 

To  finish  all  their  efibrU  at  a  blow : 

But,  mischievously  slow. 

They  rob'dtbe  relic  and  de^icM  the  shrine.-— 

With  unavailing  grief> 

Despairing  of  relief. 

Her  weeping  children  round, 

BeheM  each  hour 

Death's  growing  pow'r. 

And  trembled  as  he  (towdM. 

As  helpless  friends  who  view  from  shore 

The  labooring  ship,  and  hear  the  tampest  roar. 

While  winda  and  waves  their  wishes  cross : 

They  stood  while  hope  and  comfort  foil. 

Not  to  assist,  but  to  bewail      > 

The  ineritable  loss. — 

Belensless tyrant,  attbycaU 


-MAir  tPKAKR. 

Vet  let  that  wifulom,  urged  by  her  example. 
Teach  us  to  estimate  what  all  must  suffer : 
Let  as  prize  death  as  the  best  gift  of  nature 
As  a  safe  inn  where  weary  travellen. 
When  they  have  jonmey'd  tbro*  a  world  of  cares» 
May  put  off  life  and  be  at  rest  for  ever. 
Groans,  weepii^  friends,  indeed,  and  gioomy  §»> 

hies. 
May  oft  distract  us  with  their  sad  soleonity. 
The  preparation  is  the  execntiooer. 
Death,  when  unmask'd,  shows  me  a  fneuSij  tace. 
And  is  a  terrour  only  at  a  distance: 
For  as  the  line  of  life  conducts  me  on 
To  death's  great  cburt,  the  prospects 

fair, 
Tis  natare*s  kind  retreat,  that's  always  < . 
To  take  us  in  when  we  have  drained  the  cop 
Of  life,  or  worn  our  days  to  wretcbedocw.— 
In  that  secure,  serene  retreat. 
Where  all  the  humble,  all  the  great. 
Promiscuously  recline : 
^liere  wildly  huddled  to  the  eye, 
Theb^gar's  pouch  and  princif  s  puiple  Ge, 
May  every  bliss  be  thine. 
And  ah !  blest  spirit,  wheresoe'er  thy  fligbt. 
Through  rolling  worids,  or  fields  of  Mqmd  light. 
May  cherubs  welcome  their  expected  guest. 
May  saints  with  songs  receire  thee  to  their  rest. 
May  peace  that  claim'd  while  here  thy  warmaat 

love. 
May  blissful  endless  peace  be  Uiine  above. 

SONG.      Br  A  WOMAM — AMOaOSO. 

Lovely  lasting  Peace  below. 
Comforter  of  every  woe. 
Heavenly  bom  and  bred  en  Ugh, 
To  crown  roe  favourites  of  the  sky  ; 
Lovely  lasting  Peace  appear. 
This  worid  itself,  if  thou  art  here. 
Is  once  agam  with  Eden  blest. 
And  man  contains  it  in  his  breast. 

WOMAN   SPSAKCa. 

Our  vows  are  heard  *  Long,  loQg  to  mortal  eftag- 
Her  soul  was  fitting  to  its  kindred  skies : 
Celestial-like  her  bounty  fell. 
Where  modest  want  and  patient  sonosr  dwell. 
Want  pass'd  for  merit  at  her  door. 
Unseen  the  modest  were  supplied. 
Her  constant  pity  fed  the  poor. 
Then  only  poor,  indeed,  tlie  day  shedied. 
And  oh!    for  this!   while  sculpture  decks  tby 
shrine. 
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PART  II. 

OT  B  ETURE.—- PASTOR  ALB. 
MAM  S^BAKBR. 


Past  by  that  shore  where  Thames  traotloceiit 

stream 
Reflects  new  glories  on  his  breast,* 
Where,  splendid  as  the  vouthful  poet's  dream. 
He  forms  a  scene  beyond  Elysium  blest : 
Where  sculptur'd  elegance  and  native  grace 
Unite  to  stamp  the  beauties  of  the  place : 
While,  sweetly  blending,  still  are  seen 
The  wavy  lawn,  the  sloping  green: 
While  norelty,  with  cautious  cunning. 
Through  every  maze  of  foncy  running. 
From  China  borrows  aid  to  deck  the  scene : 
There  sorrowing  by  the  river's  glassy  bed, 
Forlorn,  a  rural  bard  complain'd, 
AU  whom  Augusta's  bounty  fod, 
All  whom  herdemency  sustained; 
The  good  old  sfare,  unoonsdous  of  decay. 
The  modest  matron,  dad  in  home-spun  grey. 
The  military  boy,  the  orphan'd  maid. 
The  shatter'd  veteran,  now  first  dismay'd ; 
These  sadly  join  beside  the  mormnring  dc«p. 
And  as  they  view  the  towers  of  Kew, 
Call  oo  tbetr  mistress^  now  no  more,  and  weep. 

CHORUS.— AFFBTTUOSO,   LARGO. 

Ye  sbad^  walks,  ye  waving^greens. 

Ye  noddmg  towers,  ye  fiury  scenes, 

liet  all  your  echoes  now  deplore. 

That  she  who  form'd  your  beauties  is  no  more. 

MAN  SP£AKBR, 

first  of  the  train  the  patient  rustic  came, 
Whose  callous  hand  had  form'd  the  scene. 
Bending  at  once  with  sorrow  and  with  age. 
With  many  a  tear,  and  many  a  sigh  between, 
*'  And  where,"  he  cried,  *<  shall  now  my  babes 

have  bread. 
Or  how  shall  age  support  its  foeble  fire? 
Ko  lord  will  take  m^now,  my  vigour  fled. 
Nor  can  my  strength  perform  what  they  require : 
Each  grudging  master  keeps  the  labourer  bare, 
A  sleek  and  idle  race  is  all  their  care : 
My  noble  mistress  thought  not  so ! 
Her  bounty,  like  the  morning  dew. 
Unseen,  tho*  constant,  used  to  flow. 
And  as  my  strength  decayed,  her  bounty  grew.'* 

WOMAN  SPEAKER. 

In  decent  dress,  and  coarsely  clean. 
The  pious  matron  next  was  seen,         * 
Clasp'd  in  her  hand  a  godly  book  was  bone. 
By  use  and  daily  meditatioo  worn  ; 
That  decent  dress,  thi9  holy  guide, 
Auoosta's  care  had  well  snpply'd. 
And  ah  !  she  cries,  all  woe  begooe. 


But  all  my  wants,  before  I  spoke, 

Were  to  my  mistress  known ; 

She  still  relieved,  nor  sought  n^  praisew 

Contented  with  her  own. 

But  every  day  her  name  PU  bless, 

My  morning  prayer,  my  evening  song, 

PU  praise  her  while  my  life  shall  last, 

A  lifo  that  cannot  last  me  loog. 

^       aON&— ETA  WOMAN. 

Each  day,  each  hour,  her  name  I'll  bless. 
My  morning  and  my  evening  song. 
And  when  in  death  my  vows  shall  cease. 
My  children  shall  the  note  prokxig. 

MAN  SPEAKER.     . 

The  hardy  veteran  after  stnidc  the  sight. 

Scarred,  mangled,  maim'd  in  every  part, 

lx)pp'd  of  his  limbs  in  many  a  gallant  fi^t. 

In  noo^t  entire— except  his  heart: 

Mute  for  a  while,  and  sullenly  distressed, 

At  last  the  impetuous  sorrow  fir'd  his  breast. 

Wild  is  the  whirlwind  rollmg 

Cer  Afric's  sandy  plain. 

And  wild  the  tempeit  howling  ^ 

Along  the  billow'd  main : 

But  every  dauger  felt  before. 

The  raging  deep,  the  whirlwind's  roar. 

Less  dieadfol  struck  me  with  dismay. 

Than  what  I  fed  this  fatal  day. 

Oh,  let  me  fly  a  land  that  spurns  the  brave, 

Oswego's  dreary  shores  shall  be  my  grave  c 

ril  seek  that  less  inhospiuble  coast. 

And  lay  my  body  where  my  limbs  were  lost. 

SONG.     BV  A  MAN.— -BASSO  SPlRrrUOBO. 

Old  Edward's  sons,  unknown  to  yield. 
Shall  crowd  from  Cressy's  laurell'd  field. 
To  do  thy  memory  right: 
For  thine  and  Britain's  wrongs  they  fed, 
Again  they  snatch  the  gleamy  steel. 
And  wish  the  avenging  fight. 

WOMAN  SPEAKER. 

In  innocence  and  youth  complaining, 

Next  appear'd  a  lovely  maid. 

Affliction  o'er  eachfeature  rdgniog. 

Kindly  came  in  beauty's  aid ; 

Every  grace  that  grief  dispenses. 

Every  glance  that  warms  the  soul, 

In  sweet  succession  charms  the  senses. 

While  pity  harmoniz'd  the  whde.  [8«y») 

"  The  gariand  of  beauty '»   (»ti8  thus  she  would 

*<  No  more  shall  my  crook  or  my  temples  adorn, 

PU  not  wear  a  gariand,  Augusia's  away, 

I'll  not  wear  a  gariand  until  she  return : 

But  alas  !  that  return  I  never  shall  see : 

Theechoes  of  Thames  shall  my  sorrows  prodaim. 

There  promised  a  lover  to  come,  but,  oh  m^  ^ 

Twas  death,'twas  the  death  of  my  mistrew  that 
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With  gariands  of  beauty  the  queen  of  the  May 
No  more  will  her  crook  or  her  temples  adorn ; 
For  who'd  wear  a  i^rland  when  she  is  away. 
When  she  it  removed,  and  shall  never  return. 

On  the  grave  of  Augusta  these  garlands    be 

plac'd. 
We'll  rifle  the  Spnag  of  its  earliest  Uoom, 


And  there  shall  the  cowslip  and  primrose  be  ca5t» 
And  the  new-blossomM  thorn  shall  whiten  her 
tomb. 

CItOKUS. ALTaO  MODO. 

On  the  grave  of  Augusta  this  garland  be  plac'd. 
We'll  rifle  the  Spring  of  its  eariiest  bloom. 
And  there  shall  the  cowslip  and  primrose  be  cast. 
And  the  tears  of  her  country  shall  water  her 
tomb. 
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LIFE  OF  ARMSTRONG, 

BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


J.HESE  scanty  materials  are  tal^en  principally  from  Mr.  Nichols's  Life  of 
Bowyer,  and  the  Biographical  Dictionary.  To  the  former  they  were  communi- 
cated, howerer  sparingly,  by  the  friends  of  Dr.  Armstrong. 

He  was  born  in  the  parish  of  Castlcton  in  Roxburghshire,  where  his  father  and 
brother  were  clergymen  :  and  having*  compteated  his  education  at  the  unifersity 
of  Edinburgh,  took  his  degree  in  physic,  Feb.  4,  175^^,  with  much  reputation. 
His  thesis  De  Tabe purulente  was  published  a3  usual. 

He  appears  to  have  courted  the  Muses  while  a  student :  his  descriptire  sketch 
in  imitation  of  Shakespeare  was  one  of  his  first  attempts,  and  receired  the  cordial 
approbation  of  Thomson,  Mallet,  and  Young.  Mallet,  he  informs  us,  intended 
to  have  published  it,  but  altered  his  mind.  His  other  imitations  of  Shakespeare 
were  part  of  an  unfinished  tragedy  written  at  a  very  early  age.  Much  of  his  time^ 
if  we  may  judge  from  his  writings,  was  devoted  to  the  study  of  polite  literature^ 
and  although  he  cannot  be  said  to  have  entered  deeply  into  any  particular  branchy 
lie  was  more  than  a  superficial  coqnoisscur  in  painting,  statuary,  and  music 

,  At  what  time  he  came  to  London  is  uncertain,  but  in  1735,  be  published  ^a  oc* 
tavo  pamphlet,  without  his  name,  entitled  An  Essay  for  abridging  the  Study 
of  Physic  :  to  ivhich  is  added  a  Dialogue  betvveea  Hygeia,  Mercury,  and  Pluto, 
relating  to  the  Practice  of  Phytic,  as  it  is  mapaged  by  a  certain  illustrious  So. 
ciety.  As  also  an  Epistle  from  Usbeck  the  Persian,  to  Joshua  Ward,  esq.  It  isde- 
dicated  to  the  ^^Antacademic  Philosophers,  to  the  generous' despbers  of  the  schools, 
to  the  deserredly-celebrated  Joshua  Wai^d,  John  Moor,  ^nd  the  rest  of  the  nu- 
merous sect  of  inspired  physicians."  The  Essay,  which  has  been  lately  reprinted 
in  Dilly's  Repository,  is  an  bomonrous  attack  on  qnacks  and  quackery,  with  al- 
lusions to  the  neglect  of  medical  education  among  the  practising  apothecaries ; 

1  Three  dayi  after  he  tent  a  coiij  of  hit  thesis  to  sir  Hans  Sloane,  acoomiiaBied  by  a  handaume 
haXva  letter,  now  in  the  British  Museam.  I  find  id  tl&e  same  rqiMwitory  a  paper  vrittea  by  him  ip 
1 744  on  the  alcalescent  disposition  of  animal  fluids,  which  appears  to  haye  been  read  in  the  Royal 
Society,  batnotpablisbed.     C. 
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but  the  author  had  exhausted  hb  wit  in  it,  aod  the  Dialogue  and  Epistle  arecoa. 
sequent! J  flat  aod  insipid. 

16  1737}  he  published  A  S/nopsis  of  the  History  and  Cure  of  the  Venereal 
Disease,  probably  as  an  introduction  to  practice  in  that  lucratire  branch:  but 
it  was  unfortunately  followed  by  bis  poem,  The  Economy  of  Lore,  which,  t). 
though  it  enjoyed  a  rapid  sale,  has  been  Tery  properly  excluded  from  every  col* 
lection  of  poetry,  and  is  supposed  to  have  impeded  his  professional  career.  Is 
1741,  wc  find  him  soliciting  Dr.  Birch's  recommendation  to  Dr.  Mead,  that  be 
might  be  appointed  physician  to  the  fdrces  then  going  to  the  West  ludies. 

His  celebrated  poem,  The  Art  of  Preserving  Healthy  appeared  in  1744,  and 
contributed  highly  to  his  fame  as  a  poet.  Dr.  Warton,  in  his  Reflections  on  Di- 
dactic Poetry,  annexed  to  his  edition  of  Virgil,  observed  that  ^^  To  describe  so 
difficult  a  thing,  gracefully  and  poetically,  ta  the  effects  of  distemper  on  the  hunua 
body,  was  reserved  for  Dr.  Armstrong,  who  accordingly  hath  nubly  executed  it 
at  (he  end  of  the  third  book  of  his  Art  of  Preserving  Health,  where  ho  hadi 
given  us  that  pathetic  account  of  the  sweating  sickness.  There  is  a  classical  cor- 
rectness and  closeness  of  style  in  this  poeov  that  are  truly  admirable,  and  the 
subject  is  raised  and  adorned  by  numberless  poetical  images."  Dr.  Mackenzie,  in 
bis  History  of  Health,  bestowed  similar  praises  on  this  poem,  which  was  indeed 
every  where  read  and  admired. 

In  1746,  he  was  appointed  one  of  the  physicians  to  tffe  hospital  for  lame  snd 
sick  soldiers  behind  Buckingham.house.  In  1751,  he  published  his  poem  on  Be« 
nevolence,  in  folio,  a  production  which  seems  to  come  from  the  heart,  aod  contains 
sentiments  which  could  have  been  expressed  with  equal  ardour  only  by  one  who 
felt  them.  His  Taste,  an  Epistle  to  a  young  critic,  1753,  is  a  lively  and  spirited 
imitation  of  Pope,  and  the  first  production  in  which  our  author  began  to  view 
men  and  manners  with  a  splenetic  eye.  In  1758,  he  published  Sketches,  or 
Essays  on  Various  Subjects,  under  the  fictitious  name  of  Jjancelot  Temple,  esq. 
In  some  of  these  he  is  supposed  to  have  been  assisted  by  the  celebrated  John  Wilkes, 
with  whqm  he  liv^  in  habits  of  intimacy.  What  Mr.  Wilkes  contribated  we  sre 
not  told,  but  this  gentleman,  with  all  his  moral  failings  had  a  more  chaste  classical 
taste  and  a  purer  rein'  of  humour  than  we  find  in  these  Sketches,  which  arede» 
formed  by  a  perpelual  flow  of  affectation,  a  struggle  to  say  smart  things,  and 
above  all  a  most  dbgusting  repetition  of  vulgar  oaths  and  exclamations.  This 
practice,  so  unworthy  of  a  gentleman  or  a  scholar,  seems  to  havr  predominate  in 
Dr.  Annstrong's  conversation,  and  is  not  unsparingly  scattered  through  all  his 
works,  with  the  exception  of  his  Art  of  ]Pre$erviog  Health.  It  incurred  the  just 
censure  of  the  critics  of  his  day,  with  whom,  for  this  reason,  he  could  noTer  bo 
reconciled. 

In  1760,  he  was  appointed  physician  to  tbe^rmy  in  Germany,  where  in  1761 
ho  wrote  a  poem  called  Day,  addressed  to  Mr.  Wilkes.  It  was  published  in  die 
same  year,  probably  by  Some  person  to  whom  Mr.  "W^ilkcs' had  lent  it  The  edi- 
tor, in  his  prefatory  ad?ertisement,  professes  to  lament  that  it  is  not  in  his  power 
to  present  the  public  with  a  more  perfect  copy  of  this  spirited  letter.  He  veotares 
'  to  publish  it  exactly  as  it  came  into  his  hands,  without  the  kni>wledgc  or  consent 
of  the  author,  or  of  the  gentleman  to  whom  it  is  addressed.    Bis  sole  motive  is  to 
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l^oinmaiiicate  to  others  the  pleasure  ho  hai  receif  ed  from  at  work  of  taste  and  ge- 
nius* He  thinks  himself  secure  of  the  thanks  of  the  public,  and  hopes  this  farther 
advantage  will  attend  the  jircsent  ))ubrication,  that  it  will  soon  be  followed  by  a 
correct  and  com  pleat  edition  from  the  author's  own  manuscript 

All  this  is  somewhat  mysterioas,  but  there  will  not,  howefer,  be  much  in  jus- 
lice  ill  supposing  that  Mr.  Wilkes  conveyed  to  the  press  as  mueh  of  this  Epistle 
as  he  thought  would  do  credit  to  the  author  and  to  himself.  It  is  certain  the  poem 
was  published  by  Andrew  Miller  Who  was  well  acquainted  with  Dr.  Armstrong, 
and  would  not  have  joined  in  any  attempt  to  injure  his  fame  or  property.  The 
poem  contains  many  striking  allusions  to  manners  and  objects  of  taste,  but  the 
versification  is  frequently  careless  :  the  author  did  not  think  proper  to  add  it  to 
bis  collected  works,  nor  was  it  ever  published  in  a  more  correct  form. 

In  thi^  poem  he  was  supposed  to  reflect  on  Churchill,  but  in  a  manner  so  dis- 
tant that  few  except  of  Churchill's  irascible  temper  could  have  laid  hold  of  any 
cause  of  offence.  This  libeller,  however,  retorted  on  our  author  in  The  Journey, 
with  an  accusation  of  ingratitude,  the  meaning  of  which  b  said  to  have  been,  that 
Dr.  Armstrong  forgot  certain  pecuniary  obligations  he  owed  to  Mr;  Wilkes. 
About  the  same  time  a  coolness  took  between  place  Dr.  Armstrong  and  Mr.  Wilkes 
on  political  grounds.  Armstrong  not  only  serving  under  government  as  an  army, 
physician,  but  he  was  also  a  Scotchman,  and  could  not  help  resenting  the  indig- 
nity which  Wilkes  was  perpetually  attempting  to  throw  on  that  natioi|  in  his 
North  Briton.  On  thb  account  they  appear  to  have  continued  at  variance  as  late 
as  the  year  1773,  when  oar  author  called  Wilkes  to  account  for  some  reflections 
on  his  character  which  he  inspected  he  bad  written  in  his  favourite  vehicle,  the 
Public  Advertiser.  The  conversation  which  passed  on  this  occasion  was  lately 
published  in  the  Gentleman's  Magazine  (1792),  and  is  said  to  have  been  copied 
from  minutes  taken  the  same  afternoon,  April  7,  1773,  and  sent  to  a  friend :  but 
as  the  doctor  makes  by  far  the  worst  figure  in  the  dialogue,  it  can  be  no  secret  by 
whom  the  minutes  were  taken,  and  afterwards  published.  The  contests,  how* 
ever,  of  Wilkes  and  hb  friends  are  of  very  little  moment:  there  appears  to  have 
been  no  sonnd  pdnciple  of  friendship  among  them,  and  no  ties  which  they  did  not 
think  themselves  at  liberty  to  vioUte  when  it  suited  their  interest. 

After  the  peace,  Dr.  Armstrong  resided  some  years  in  London,  where  hb  prac- 
iice  was  confined  to  a  small  circle,  but  where  he  was  respected  as  a  man  of  gene- 
ral knowledge  and  taste,  and  an  agreeable  companion.  In  1770,  he  publbhed 
two  volumes  of  Miscellanies,  containing  the  articles  already  mentioned,  except  the 
Economy  of  Love  (an  edition  of  which  he  corrected  for  separate  publication  in 
1768)  and  hb  Epbtle  to  Mr.  Wilkes.  The  new  articles  were,  the  Imitations  of 
Shakespeare  and  Spenser,  the  Universal  Almanac,  and  the  Forced  Marriage,  a 
tragedy,  which  was  offere4  to  Garrick  about  the  year  I75i>,  and  rejected.  A 
second  part  of  his  Sketches  was  likewise  added  to  these  volumes,  and  appeared  to 
every  delicate  and  jtulicions  mind,  as  rambling  and  improper  as  the  first.  ^'  I 
know  not,''  says  Dr.  ficattie  to  his  friend  sir  William  Forbes,  <<  what  b  the 
matter  with  Armstrong,  but  he  seems  to  have  conceived  a  rooted  aversion  at  the 
whole  hamaa  race,  except  a  few  friends,  who,  it  seems,  are  dead.  He  sets  the 
pablic  opinion  at  defiance :  a  piece  of  boldness,  which  neither  Virgil  nor  Horace 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


518  THE  LIFE  OF  ARMSTRONG. 

were  ejer  so  shameless  as  to  acknowledge.  I  do  not  thiirk  that  Dr.  Annstroii; 
lta9  ttny  cause  to  complain  of  the  public :  his  Art  of  Health  is  not  indeed  a  popif 
far  poem,  but  it  is  rery  much  liked,  and  has  often  been  printed.  It  wUl  make  his 
known  and  esteemed  by  posterity  :  and  I  presume  he  will  be  more  esteemed  if 
all  his  other  works  perish  with  him.  In  his  Sketches,  indeed,  are  many  sensible 
and  some  striking  remarks  :  bat  they  breathe  such  a  rancorous  and  conteraptaoas 
spirit,  and  abound  so  ir.uch  in  odious  Tulgarisms  and  colloquial  execrations,  thtt 
in  reading  we  areas  often  disgusted  as  pleased.  I  know  not  what  to  say  of  his 
Univeral  Almanac ;  it  seems  to  me  an  attempt  at  humoar,  but  such  humour  is 
either  too  high  or  too  low  for  my  comprehension.  The  plan  of  his  tragedy,  called 
The  Forced  Marriage,  is  both  obscure  and  improbable :  yet  there  are  good  strokes 
in  it,  particularly  in  the  last  scene.^' 

In  1771,  he  published  another  extraordinary  effusion  of  spleen,  under  the  titfo 
of  A  short  Raipble  through  some  parts  of  France  and  Italy,  and  with  his  assunu 
ed  name  of  Lancelot  Temple.  Thi&  ramble  he  took  in  company  with  Mr. 
Fuseli,  the  celebrated  painter,  who  speaks  highly  in  faroar  of  the  general  beoe- 
Tolencc  of  hb  character^.  In  1773,  under  his  own  name,  and  unfortunately  for 
his  reputation,  appeared  a  quarto  pamphlet  of  Medical  Essays,  in  which,  while 
he  condemns  theory,  he  plunges  into  all  the  uncertainties  of  theoretical  coqjec. 
tures.  He  complains,  likewise,  in  a  rery  coarse  style,  of  the  neglect  he  met  with 
as  a  physician,  and  the  sererity  with  which  he  was  treated  as  an  author,  and  tp* 
pears  to  write  with  a  temper  sotfred  by  disappointment  ia  all  his  pursuits. 

He  died  at  his  house  in  Russell-street,  Corent  Garden,  on  Sept.  7,  1779.  His 
death  was  attributed  to  an  accidental  contusion  in  his  thigh,  while  getting  into 
the  carriage  which  brought  him  to  town  from  a  visit  in  Lincolnshire.  To  the 
surprise  of  his  friends,  who  thought  that  poverty  was  the  fouiidation  of  his 
frequent  complaints,  he  left  behind  him  more  than  three  thousand  pounds,  sared 
out  of  a  rery  moderate  income  arising  principally  fVom  his  half.pay. 

His  character  is  said  to  have  been  that  of  a  man  of  learning  and  genius,  of  coa* 
siderable  abilities  in  his  profession,  of  great  benevolence  and  goodness  of  heart, 
fond  of  associating  with  men  of  parts  and  genius,  but  indolent «iid  inaictife,  and 
therefore  totally  unqualified  to  employ  the  means  that  usually  lead  to  medical  en- 
ploymentj  or  to  make  his  way  through  a  crowd  of  competitors.  An  intimate 
friendship  always  subsisted  between  him  and  Thomson  the  poet ;  as  well  as  villi 
other  gentlemen  of  learning  and  genius;  and  he  was  intimate  with,  and  respeeted 
by  sir  John  Pringle,  at  the  time  of  his  death\  In  1753,  Dr.  Theobald  addreisei 
two  Latin  Odes,  Ad  ingcnuum  virum,  tilm  medicis,  tum  poeticis  facnltatibas 
praesta^tem,  Johannem  Armstrong,  M.  D^. 

Di*.  Armstrong's  fame  as  a  poet  must  depend  entirely  on  his  Art  of  Presernog 
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fiealfli,  which,  although  liable  to  some  of  the  oibjectioos  usually  offered  against  di. 
dactic  poetiyy  is  yet  free  from  the  #eightiest ;  and  in  this  respect  he  maj  be 
deemed  more  fortunate,  as  he  certalnlj  is  superior  to  Philips,  Dyer,  and  Grainger. 
The  Art  of  Preserfing  Health  is  so  different  from  those  which  are  mechanical, 
that  his  Muse  is  seldom  intited  to  an  employment  beneath  her  dignity.  The  means 
of  presenring  health  are  so  intimately  connected  with  the  mind,  and  depend  so 
much  oa  philosophy,  reflection,  and  obserration,  that  the  author  has  full  scope 
for  the  powers  of  fancy i  and  for  many  of  those  ornamentatl  flights  which  are  not 
only  pleasing,  but  constitute  genuine  poetry*  In  considering  the  rarieties  of  air 
and  exercise,  he  has  seized  many  happy  occasions  for  picturesque  description  ;  and 
when  treating  on  the  passions,  he  has  many  striking  passages  of  moral  sentiment, 
which  are  vigorous,  just,  and  impressive.  In  Book  II*  on  Diet,  we  dbcoYer  more 
judgment  than  poetical  inspiration,  and  he  seems  to  be  aware  that  the  subject  had 
a  natural  tendency  to  lower  his  tone.  He  seems  therefore  intent  in  this  book 
principally  to  render  useful  pfeeepts  familiar,  and  if  possible  to  make  them  take 
bold  of  the  imagination.  There  are  howeter  descriptire  passages  ereu  here  that 
are  rery  grand.  It  would  perhaps  be  difficult  to  select  from  these  Tolumes  an 
image  more  finely  conceifedanduuiformly  preserred,  than  where  he  inculcates  the 
simple  precept,  that  persons  who  hare  been  exhausted  for  want  of  food  ought  not 
to  indulge  when  plenty  presents  itsdf : 


^  While  the  rital  fire 

iSunit  feeUy,  heap  not  the  gieen  feel  00; 
Bat  prudently  foment  the  wandering  spaile 
With  what  the  loonest  feeds  its  kindred  touch : 
Be  Drugal  er'n  of  that :  a  little  give 
At  first :  that  kindled,  add  a  little  more : 
T^ll,  by  deliberate  noarishing,  the  ffame 
Reriv'df  with  all  its  wonted  rigour  glows  ». 

s  I  ha?e  great  pleasure  in  referring  the  reader  to  an  elaborate  criticism  on  this  poem,  by  Dr.  Aikin» 
prefixed  to  an  ornamented  edition^  pablished  by  Messrs,  Cadelland  Daries  in  1S03. 
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TBE  ART  OF  PRESERFING 
HEALTH. 

•      BOOK  L— AOL 

DAVOHTBAof  Peon,  queen  of  erery  joy, 
Hygeia';  wboee  indulgeDt  tmile  tostains 
The  ▼arkms  race  luxuriant  Nature  poun,^ 
And  on  th*  immortal  esieBcet  bestows 
Immortal  youth ;  auspicious,  O  descend  ! 
Thou  cheerful  guardian  of  the  rolling  year. 
Whether  thou  wanton'st  on  the  western  gale, 
Or  shkk'st  the  rigid  pinions  of  the  North, 
Diffusest  life  and  vigour  through  the  tracts 
Of  air,  thro'  earth,  and  ooean^s  deep  domain. 
When  thro^  thebhie  serenity  of  Heaven 
Thy  power  approaches,  all  the  wasteful  host 
Of  Pain  and  Sidtness,  squalid  and  deform'd, 
Confounded  smk  into  the  loathsome  gloom. 
Where  in  deep  Erebus  iufolv'd  the  Fiends 
Grow  more  profime.    Whatever  shapes  of  death, 
Shook  from  the  hideous  chambers  of  the  globe. 
Swarm  thro*    the    shuddering   air:     whatever 

plagues 
Or  meagre  funine  breeds,  or  with  slow  wmgs 
Rise  ftom  the  putrid  wat'ry  element. 
The  damp  waste  forest,  motionless  and  rank, 
That  smothers  e«rth,  and  all  the  breathless 

winds, 
Or  the  vile  carnage  of  th'  inhuman  field ; 
Whatever  Wnefol  breathes  the  rotten  South; 
Whatever  ills  th*  extremes  or  sudden  change 
Of  cold  and  hot,  or  moist  and  dry  produce; 
They  fly  thy  pure  effulgence :  they  and  all 
The  secret  poisons  of  avenging  Heaven, 
Ami  aH  the  pale  tribes  halting  in  the  train 
Of  Vice  and  heedless  Pleasure:  or  if  aught 
The  comet's  glare  amid  the  burning  sky, 

'  Hygeia,  the  goddess  of  health,  was,  accord- 
ing to  the  genealogy  of  the  heathen  dekies,  the 
daughter  of  AscuUqpius ;  who,  as  well  as  Apollo, 
was  distiDguishad  by  the  name  of  P»on. 


Mournful  eclipse,  or  planets  ill  oombin*J, 
Portend  disastrous  to  the  vital  world ; 
Thy  salutary  power  averts  their  rage. 
Averts  the  general  bane :  and  but  for  thee 
Nature  would  sicken,  nature  soon  would  die. 

Without  thycheerftil  active  energy 
No  rapture  swells  the  breast,  no  poet  sings, 
No  more  tb^  maids  of  Helicon  delight. 
Come  then  with  me,  O  goddess,  beav*nly  gay  t 
Begin  the  song ;  and  let  it  sweetly  flow. 
And  let  it  wisely  teach  thy  wholesome  laws: 
**  How  best  the  fickle  fabric  to  support 
Of  mortal  man;  m  healtbfiil  body  how 
A  heahhfol  mind  the  longest  to  maintain.** 
Tis  hard,  in  such  a  strife  of  rules,  to  choose 
Hie  best,  and  those  of  most  eictensive  use  ^ 
Harder  in  clear  and  animated  song 
Dry  phikxophic  precepts  to  convey. 
Yetwith  thy  aid  the  secret  wilds  I  trace  . 
Of  Nature,  and  with  daring  steps  proceed 
Thro^  paths  the  Muses  never  trod  before. 

NAr  should  I  wander  doubtful  of  my  way, 
Had  I  the  lights  of  that  sagacious  mmd 
Which  taught  to  check  the  pestilential  fire. 
And  quell  the  deadly  Python  of  the  Nile. 
O  thou  belofd  by  all  the  graceful  aits, 
Thou^long  the  fev*rite  of  the  healing  powers. 
Indulge,  OMead!  a  well-design*d  essay, 
Howe'er  imperfect :  and  permit  that  1 
My  b'ttle  knowledge  with  my  country  share. 
Till  you  the  rich  Asclepian  stores  unkx;k. 
And  with  new  graces  dignify  the  theme.         v 

Ye  who  amM  this  feverish  world  would  wear\ 
A  body  free  of  pain,  ofcaresa  nniotl; 
Fly  the  rank  city,  shun  its  turbicl  air; 
Breathe  not  the  chaos  of  eternal  smoke 
And  volatile  corruption,  from  the  dead, 
The  dying,  sick*ning,  and  the  living  world 
Exhal'd,  to  sully  Heaven's  transparent  dom 
With  dim  morUliCy.    It  is  not  air 
That  from  a  thousand  lungs  reeks  back  to  thine^ 
Sated  with  exhalations  rank  and  fell, 

I  The  spoil  of  dunghills,  and  the  putrid  tliaw 
Of  nature;  when  from  shape  and  texture  she 
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Relapses  into  6ghUog  elementf : 
It  is  not  air,  but  ftoMs  a  naaseous 
Of  all  obs<5eDe,  corrupt,  offen»ire  things. 
Much  moisture  hurts ;  but  here  a  sordid  bathi 
With  oily  rancour  fraught,  relaxes  more 
The  solid  frame  than  simple  moisture  can. 
Besides,  iromur'd  in  many  a  sullen  bay 
That  never  felt  the  freshness  of  the  breeze. 
This  slumbering  deep  remains,  and  ranker  grows 
With  sickly  rest:  and  (tbo*  the  lungs abbor 
To  drink  the  dun  fuliginous  abyss) 
Did  not  the  acid  vigour  of  the  mine, 
Roli'd  from  so  many  thundering  cbimnies,  tame 
The  putrid  steams  that  overswatm  the  sky  j 
Thi8  caustic  venom  would  perhaps  corrode 
Those  tender  cells  that  draw  the  vital  air, 
In  rain  with  all  the  unctuous  rills  bedew'd; 
Or  by  the  drunken  venous  tubes,  that  yawn 
In  countless  pores  o'er  all  the  pervious  skin 
Imbib*d,  would  poison  the  balsamic  blood, 
^nd  rouse  the  heart  to  every  fever's  rage. 
While  yiet  you  breathe,  away  i  the  rural  wilds 
Invite ;  the  mountains  call  3rou,  and  the  vales; 
The  woods,  the  streams,   and  each    ambrosial 

breeze 
That  fsns  the  ever-undulating  sky; 
A  kindly  sky !  whose  fostering  power  regales 
Man,  beast,  and  all  the  vegetable  reign. 
Find  then  some  woodland  scene  where  Nature 

smiles 
Benign,  where  all  her  fafoAest  children  thrive. 
To  us  there  wanto  not  m^ny  a  happy  seat ! 
Look  roupd  the  smiling  l«nd,  such  dombers  rise 
We  hardly  fix,  bewilder'd  in  our  choice. 
See  where  eutbron'd  in  adhtnantiue  state. 
Proud  of  her  hfiitdi,  imperial  Wirtdsor  shs ; 
Where  choose  thy  setft  In  toatse  aspiring  grove 
Fast  by  the  8kmly-f#ittdmf  Thames ;  or  where 
Broader  she  laves  fair  RichnAn^Ps  grten  retreats, 
(Richmond  that  sees  an  hundred  villas  rise 
Rural  or  gay.)    O!  from  the  summer's  rage 
O !  wrap  me  in  the  friendly  gloom  that  hides 
Unbrageous  Ham  1 — But  if  the  busy  town 
Attract  thee  still  to  toil  for  power  of  gold. 
Sweetly  thou  may*st  thy  vacant  hours  possess 
In  Hampstead,  courted  by  the  western  wind; 
Or  Greenwich,  waving  o'er  the  winding  flood  ; 
Or  lose  the  world  amid  the  syhran  wilds 
Of  Duhrich,  yet  by  barbarous  arts  unspoii'd. 
Green  rise  the  Kentish  hills  in  cheerful  air ; 
But  on  the  marshy  plains  that  Lincoln  spreads 
-Build  not,  nor  rest  too  long  thy  wandering  fe^ 
For  on  a  rustic  throne  of  dewy  turf. 
With  baoM\il  Ibgs  her  acbmg  temples  bound, 
Quartna  tbitre  presides ;  a  meagre  fiend 
Begot  bf  Bums,  When  his  brutal  force 
Compres8*d  thh  sibthfbl  Nlaiad  of  the  fens. 
From  such  c  ibixtar^  spruiftg,  thTs  fitfVil  pest 
Withfev'risH  btftti  subdues  the  sidening  land: 
Cold  tr^ouTs  <iome,  with  mighty  love  of  rest, 
Convulsive  ycwnhrgs,  lassitude,  and  pains 


Devoured,  in  sallow  melancbolyciad^' 
And  oft  the  sorceress,  in  her  sated  wrath, 
.Resigns  them  to  the  ^ries  of  her  train : 
The  bkwted  Hydrops,  and  the  yellow  Fieod 
Ting'd  with  her  own  accumulated  gall. 

In  qnest  of  sites,  avoid  the  monmfbl  plain 
Where  osiers  thrive,  and  trees  that  love  tbef 

lake; 
^lieremany  lazy  nroddy  rivers  flow: 
Nor  for  the  wealth  that  all  the  Indies  roU 
Fix  near  the  marshy  mai^^  of  the  main. 
For  from  the  hnroid  soil  amd  wafry  reign 
Eternal  vapours  rise  ;  the  spongy  air 
For  ever  weeps :  or,  turgid  with  the  weight 
Of  waters,  poors  a  sonnding  deluge  down. 
Skies  such  as  these  let  every  mortal  shun 
\^rho  dreads  the  dropsy,  palsy,  or  the  gout, 
TertiaA,  corfosive  scnrvy,  or  ootst  caterrli ; 
Or  any  other  injury  that  grows 
From  raw-spun  fibres  idle  and  unstrung. 
Skin  ill-persphring,  and  the  purple  flood 
In  lai^id  eddies  loiiering  mto  phlegm. 

Yet  not  alone  from  humid  skies  we  phie  ; 
For  air  may  be  too  dry.    The  subtle  Heaveo^ 
That  winnows  into  dust  the  blasted  downa. 
Dare  and  extended  wide  witbonta  stream. 
Too  fsst  imbibes  th'  attenuated  lymph  . 
Which,  by  the  surface,  from  the  blood  exhales. 
The  lungs  grow  rigid,  and  with  toil  enay 
Their  flexible  vibratioiis !  or  inflam'd. 
Their  tender  ever-moving  structure  thaws. 
SpoiFd  of  its  limpid  vehicle,  the  blood 
A  mass  of  lees  remains,  a  drossy  tide 
That  slow  as  Lethe  wanders  thro'  the  fonsy 
Unactive  in  the  services  of  life. 
Unfit  to  lead  its  pitchy  cnrreotthrd' 
The  secret  mazy  channels  of  the  bram. 
The  melanchoUc  fiend  (that  wont  dei^air 
Of  pbjTsic)  hence  the  rust^compiexlotfd  nfen 
Pursnes,  whose  blood  is  dry,  whose  fibres  gam 
Too  stretch' da  tone  I  and  hence  In' dhsieaadnsK: 
So  sudden  tumults  seize  the  tre^Uhijf  w/rra. 
And  burning  fevers  glow  with  double  ragw. 

Fly,  If  you  caik>  these  violent  extreaoes 
Of  air;  the  wholesome  is  nor  moist  nor  dry. 
But  as  the  power  of  choosing  is  deiiy*d 
To  half  mankbd,  a  further  task  ensMS; 
How  best  to  mitigate  these  fen  ej£tr«mcs. 
How  breathe  unhmt  ttie  withering  ^lemeot. 
Or  hazy  atmosphere  r  though  custom  mouldr 
To  every  clime  the  soft  Promethenn  chqf  ; 
And  he  who  first  the  fogs  of  Essex  hreath'd  . 
(So  kind  is  nativeair)  may  in  the  ftes 
Of  Essex  froinf  inveterate  ills  revive 
At  pure  Montpelier  or  Bermoda  canght. 
But  if  the  raw  and  ooty  heaven  offend; 
Correct  tbe  soil,  and  dry  the  sooroes  «p 
Of  wafry  exhalatkw :  wida  and  deep 
Conduct  your  trenches  through  the  qaakii^ 

Solicitous,  with  all  your  winding  artSy 
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Of  tamer  breed  supply ;  or  what  tbe  wilds 
Yield  to  tbe  toilsome  pleasures  of  the  cbase. 
Generous    your  wine,   th)B   boast   of   ripening  i 

years; 
But  frugal  le  your  cups:  tbe  languid  frame, 
Vapid  and  sunk  from  yesterday's  debauch, 
Shrinks  from  thecold  embrace  of  wat'ry  Heavens. 
But  neither  these  nor  all  Apollo's  arts. 
Disarm  tbe  dangers  of  tbe  dropping  sky, 
Unless  witb  exercise  and  manly  tbil  [blood. 

You  brace  your  nerves,  and  spur  tbe  lagging 
The  fat*ning  clime  let  all  the  sons  of  ease 
Avoid ;  if  indolence  would  wish  to  live. 
Go,  3^wn  and  loiter  out  the  long  slow  year 
•    In  fairer  tktes.     If  droughty  regions  parch 
The  skin  and  lungs,  and   bake  the  thickening 

blood; 
Deep  in  tbe  waving  forest  choose  your  seat. 
Where  fuming  trees  refresh  the  thirsty  air  ; 
And  wake  the  fbimtains  from  their  secret  beds. 
And  into  lakes  dilate  their  rapid  stream.        • 
Here  spread  your  gardens  wide;  and  let  the  cool, 
Tbe  moist  relaxing  vegetable  store 
Prevail  in  each  repast :  yourfuod  supply'd 
By  Weeding  life,  be  gently  wasted  down. 
By  S0&  decoction  and  a  mellowing  heat. 
To  liquid  balm  ;  or,  if  tbe  solid  mass 
YoQ  choose,  tormented  in  the  boiling  wave: 
That  through  tbe  thirsty  channels  of  the  blood 
A  snwK)th  diluted  chyle  may  ever  flow. 
.The  fragrant  dairy  from  its  cool'  recess 
Its  nectar  acidW  benign  will  potir 
To  drown  your  thirst ;  or  let  the  mantling  bowl 
Of  keen  sherbet  tbe  fickle  taste  relieve. 
For  witb  the  viscous  blood  tbe  simple  stream 
Will  hardly  mingle ;   and  fermented  caps 
Oft  dissipaie  mure  moisture  than  they  give. 
Yet  when  pale  seasons  rise,  or  Winter  rolls 
His  horrours  o'er  tbe  world,  thou  may'st  indulge 
In  feasts  more  geoial,  and  impatient  broach 
The  mellow  cask*    Then  too  the  scourging  air 
Provokes  to  keener  toils  than  sulti7  droughts 
Allow.  But  rarely  we  such  skies  blaspheme. 
Steep'd  in  continual  rains,  or  with  raw  fbgs 
Bedew*d,  our  seasons  droop :  incumbent  still 
A  ponderous  Heaven  o'erw  helms  tbe  sinking  soul. 
Lab'ring  witb  storms  in  beapy  mountains  rise 
Th'  imbattled  clouds,  as  if  tbeS  ygian  sliadte 
Had  leftthe  dungeon  of  eternal  night, 
Tdl  black  with  thunder  all  the  South  descends. 
Scarce  in  a  sborrerless  day  tbe  Heavens  indulge 
Our  melting  clime ;  except  the  btfleful  Ea«t 
Withers  the  tender  spring,  and  sourly  checks 
The  fancy  of  the  year.     Our  fotbers  talk 
Of  sunmiers,  balmy  air,  and  skies  sere:  e. 
Good  Heaveii  !  for  what  craexpiatcd  crimes 
This  dismal  change  !  the  brooding  demerits. 
Do  they,  your  powerful  ministers  of  wraib, 
PreparU  some  fierce  exterminating  pla^ie? 
Or  is  it  fix'd  in  the  decrees  ahuve 
That  lofty  Albion  melt  into  the  maitt  ? 
Indnlgent  Nature  !  O  dissolve  this  gloom ! 
Bind  in  eternal  adamant  th^  winds 
That  drown  or  wither :  give  the  geriial  West 
To  breathe,  and  in  its  turn  thd  sprightljr  North : 
Abd  niay  onc^  more  th^  ciitling  sfeasoni  rule 

^  Tbe  year ;  not  mix  In  ^f^ty  monstrous  day. 

r-      Meantime,  tbe  mdixt  malignity  to  shun  [paigti 
Of  bortben'd  skies;  vmttrk  wb^re  the  dry  cham. 


SweHs  into  cheerful  hills :  where  marjoram 
And  thyme,  tbe  love  of  bees,  perfume  tbe  air ; 
And  where  the  C3morrhodon  *  with  the  roie 
For  fragrance  vies ;  for  in  the  thirsty  soil 
Most  fragrant  breathe  the  aromatic  tribes. 
Tliere  bid  thy  roofs  high  on  the  basking  steep 
Ascend,  there  light  thy  hospitable  fires. 
And  let  them  see  tbe  winter  morn  arise, 
The  summer  evening  blushing  in  the  West : 
While  witb  umbrageous  oaks  tbe  ridge  behind 
O'erbung,  defends  you  from  the  blust'ring  jJorth, 
And  bleak  affliction  of  tbe  peevish  East 
Oh  !  when  tlie  growling  winds  contend,  and  all 
The  sounding  forest  fluctuates  in  tbe  stf  »rm ; 
To  sink  in  warm  repo^,  and  bear  tbe  din 
Howl  o*er  the  steady  battlements,  delights 
Above  the  luxury  of  vulpr  sleep. 
The  murmuring  rivulet,  and  the  hoarser  straiB 
Of  waters  rushing  o'r  the  slippery  rocks. 
Will  nightly  lull  you  to  ambrosial  rest. 
To  pleast!  the  fincy  is  no  trifling  good, 
Where  health  is  studied;  fbr  whatever  moves 
The  mind-  with  calm  delight,  promotes  the  just 
And    natural    movements  of  th*   harmonious 

frame. 
Besides  the  sportive  brook  for  ever  shakes 
The  trembling  air,  that  floats  from  hill  to  bill 
From  vale  to  mountain,  with  incessant  change 
Of  purest  element,  refreshing  still 
Your  airy  seat,  and  uninfected  gods. 
Chiefly  for  this  I  praise  tbe  man  who  builds 
High  on  the  breezy  ridge,  whose  lofty  sides 
Th'  ethereal  deep  with  eiidless  bilk)ws  chafes. 
His  purer  mansion  nor  contagious  years 
Shall  reach,  nor  deadly  putrid  airsanhoy.   - 

But  may  no  foi^  from  lake  or  fenny  plain. 
Involve  my  hill!  and  whereso'er you  build, 
Whtithef  on  sun -burnt  Epsom,  or  tbe  plains 
Wasb'd  by  the  silent  Lee ;  in  Chelsea  low, 
Or  high  Blackheath  with  wintry  winds  ^^-iaiPd  ; 
Dry  he  your  bouse  :    but  airy  moie  than  wanii. 
Else  every  breath  of  ruder  wind  will  strike 
Your  tender  body  through  with  rapid  |>ains ; ' 
Fierce  coughs  will  tea  ^  you,  hoarseness  bmd  your 

voice. 
Or  moist  gravedo  load  your  aching  brow;. 
ThcMe  to  defy,  and'all  the  fates  that  dwell 
Inclotslcr'd  airtamted  with  steaming  life, 
Let  lofty  ceilings  grace  your  ample  rooms ; 
And  still'at  azure  noontide  may  your  dome 
At  every  window  drink  the  liqnid  sky. 

Need  wo  the  sunny  situatkMi  here. 
And  theatres  open  to  the  South,  commend  ? 
Here,  where  the  morning's  misty  breath  infests 
More  than  the  torrid  noon  ?  How  sickly  grow, 
How  pale,  th)B  plants  in  those  ill-fated  vales. 
That,  circled  round  with  the  gigantic  heap 
Of  roountainis  never  felt,  nor  ever  hope 
To  feel,  the  genial  Vigour  of  the  Sun ! 
While  on  tbe  neighbouring  bill  the   rose  in- 
flames 
The  verdant  spring ;  in  virgin  beauty  blows 
The  tender  lily,  languishingly  sweet ; 
O'er  every  hedge  the  wanton  woodbine  n.»vcs, 
And  autumn  ripens  in  the  summer's  ray. 
Nor  le^  the i^rmer  living  tribes  demand 
The  fbst'ring  Sun,  #hoBe  energy  divine 

{  Tbe  wild  rose,  or  that  which  grows  on  the 
common  briar. 
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DwdU  not  hn  mortal  fire;  whose  gen 'nras  heat 
Glows  thro*  the  mass  of  grosser  elemeots, 
And  kindles  into  life  the  ponderous  spheres. 
Cheer'd  by  thy  kind  invigorating  warmth, 
We  court  thy  beams,  great  migresty  of  day  ! 
If  not  the  soul,  the  regent  of  this  world, 
^rst-bom  of  Heaven,  and  only  less  than.  God  I 
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BOOK  II.— DIET. 

^ODCH  of  air.    A  desert  subject  now, 
Bougher  and  wilder,  rises  to  my  sight. 
A  barren  waste,  where  not  a  garland  grows 
To  bind  the  Muse's  brow ;  nut  ev'n  a  proud 
Stupendous  solitude  frowns  o'er  the  heath. 
To  rouse  a  noble  horrour  in  the  soul : 
-  But  rugged  paths  fatigue,  and  errour  leads 
Thro'  endless  labyrinths  the  devious  fSeet 
Farewell,  ethereal  fields  I  the  humbler  arts 
.Of  life ;  the  uble  and  the  homely  gods 
l)emand  my  soog.     Elysian  gales,  adieu ! 

The  blood,  the  fountain  whence  the  spirits 
flow. 
The  generous  stream  that  waters  every  part. 
And  motion,  vigour,  and  warm  life  conveys 
To  every  particle  that  moves  or  lives ; 
This  vital  fluid,  through  unnumber'd  tubes  * 
Pour'd  by  the  heart,  and  to  the  heart  again 
Refunded;  scourg'd  for  ever  round  and  round ; 
Enrag'd  with  heat  and  toil,  at  lasts  forgets 
Its  balmy  nature;  virulent  and  thin 
It  grows ;  and  now,  but  that  a  thousand  gates 
Are  open  to  iu  flight,  it  would  destroy 
The  parts  ifcherisbM  and  repair'd  before. 
Besides,  the  flexible  and  tender  tubes 
Melt  in  the  mildest  most  nectarebas  tide 
That  ripening  Nature  rolls ;  as  in  the  stream 
Its  crumbling  banks ;    but  what  tlie  force 
Of  plastic  fluids  hourly  baUers  down. 
That  rery  force,  those  plastic  panicles 
Rebuild  :  so  mutable  the  state  of  man. 
For  this  the  watchful  appetite  was  given. 
Daily  with  fresh  materials  to  repair 
This  unavoidable  expense  of  life, 
Tliis  necessary  waste  of  fle»K  and  blood. 
Hence,  the  concoctive  powers,  with  various  art. 
Subdue  the  cruder  aliments  to  chyle ; 
The  chyle  to  blood ;  the  foamy  pArple  tide 
To  liquors^  which  thro'  finer  arteries 
To diflerent  parts  their  winding  course  pursue  ; 
To  try  new  changes,  aiid  new  form*  put  on. 
Or  for  the  public,  or  some  private  use. 

Nothimr  so  foieisn  but  th'  athletic  hind 


The  fiill  repast ;  and  let  sagaeloot  age 
Grow  wiser,  lessoa'd  by  the  dropping  teeth. 

Half  subtilized  to  chyle,  the  liqnid  food 
Readiest  obeys  th'  asrimilating  povers ; 
And  soon  the  tender  vegetable  mass 
Relents  ;  and  soon  the  young  of  those  that  tread 
The  stedfiast  earth,  or  cleave  the  green  abyss* 
Or  pathless  sky.    And  if  the  steer  most  £ili. 
In  youth  and  sanguine  vigour  let  him  die ; 
Nor  stay  till  rigpd  age,  or  heavy  ails. 
Absolve  hiiA  ill-requited  from  the  yoke. 
Some  with  high  forage,  and  luxuriant  ease. 
Indulge  the  veteran  ox  ;  but  wiser  thou. 
From  the  bald  mountain  or  the  barren  downs. 
Expect  the  flocks  by  frugal  Nature  fed  ; 
A  race  of  purer  blood,  with  exercise 
Refin'd  and  scanty  fore  :  for,  old  or  yonng. 
The  stall 'd  are  never  healthy  ;  nor  the  craoam^d: 
Not  all  the  culinary  arts  can  tame 
To  wholesome  food,  the  abominable  growth' 
Of  i;^t  and  gluttony ;  the  prudent  taste 
Rejects  like  bane  such  loathsome  Insdonsness. 
The  languid  stomach  curses  even  the  pore 
Delicious  fot,  and  all  the  race  of  oil : 
For  more  the  oily  aliments  relax 
Its  feeble  tone ;  and  with  the  eager  lymph 
(Food  to  incorporate  with  all  it  nieets> 
Coyly  they  mix,  and  shun  with  slippery  wiles 
The  woo'd  embrace.    Th*  irresolubie  oil. 
So  gentle  late  and  blandishing,  in  floods 
Of  rancid  bile  o'erflows :  wlwt  tumults  henoe^ 
What  horrors  rise,  were  nauseous  to  relate, 
('boose  leaner  viands,  ye  whose  jovial  make 
Too  fast  the  gummy  nutriment  imbibes : 
Choose  sober  meals ;  and  rouse  to  active  lifie 
Vour  cumbrous  day  ;  nor  on  the  enfeebling  iIovb, 
Irresolute,  protract  the  morning  hours. 
But  let  the  man  whose  bones  are  thinly  elad. 
With  cheerful  ease  and  succulent  repast 
Improve  his  habit  if  he  can  ;  for  each 
Extreme  departs  from  perfect  sanity. 

I  could  relate  what  table  this  demands. 
Or  that  complexion  ;  what  the  various  powers* 
Of  various. foods  :  but  fifty  years  would  roll. 
And  fifty  more  before  the  tale  were  dooe. 
Besides,  there  often  lurks  some  nameless^  strange; 
Peculiar  thing  ;  nor  on  the  skni  display  *d. 
Felt  in  the  pulse,  nor  in  the  habit  Men ; 
Which  finds  a  poison  in  the  food  that  uaost 
The  temp'rature  affects.    There  arr,  whose  blood 
Impetuous  rages  thro'  the  tui^veiut* 
Who  better  bear  the  fiery  fruits  of  India 
Than  the  moist  melon,  or  pale  cucumberv 
Of  chilly  nature  others  fly  the  board 
Supply'd  with  slaughter,  and  the  vernal  powers 
For  cooler,  kinder  sustenance  impfore. 
Some  even  the  iceoerous  nutriment  detest ' 
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i$  fuits  with  every  stomach.    But  (except, 
kmid  the  mingled  mass  of  fish  and  ibwt, 
Lnd  boird  and  bak'd,  you  hesitate  by  which 
fou  sunk  oppressed,  or  whether  not  by  all) 
Paoght  by  experience  soon  you  may  discern      ' 
IThat  pleases,  what  offends.    Avoid  thecates 
'hat  lull  th^  sicken 'd  appetite  too  long ; 
)r  heave  with  feverish  flushings  all  the  face, 
^um  in  the  palms,    and  parch  the  roughening 

tongue; 
>r  mocb  diminish  or  too  much  increase 
li'  expense,  which  Natui-e's  wise  economy, 
ITithOut  or  waste  or  avarice,  maintains, 
uch  cates  abjured,  let  prowling  hunger  loose, 
nd  bid  the  curious  palate  roam  at  will^ 
*hey  scarce  can  err  amid  the  various  stores 
hat  burst  the  teeming  entrails  of  the  world. 

Led  by  sagacious  taste,  the  ruthless  king 
>f  lieasts  on  blood  and  slaughter  only  lives ; 
"he  tiger,  Ibrm'd  alike  to  cruel  meals, 
ioM  al  the  manger  starve:  of  milder  seeds 
'he  generous  horse  to  herbage  and  to  grain 
onfines  his  wish  ;  tho'  fobling  Greece  resound 
"be  Tbracian  steeds  with  human  carnage  wild, 
rompted  by  instinct's  never-erring  power, 
lach  creature  knows  its  proper  aliment ; 
ut  nian,  th*  inbatNtant  of  every  clime, 
/itb  all  the  commoners  of  Nature  feeds. 
Erected,  bounded,  by  thb  power  within, 
heir  cravings  are  well-aim'd  :  voluptuous  man 
I  by  superior  faculties  misled ; 
[isled  from  pleasure  even  in  quest  of  joy, 
sted  with  I^fature's  boons,  what  thousands  seek, 
^th  dishes  torturM  finom  their  native  taste, 
Dd  mad  variety,  to  spur  bejrond     ' 
s  wiser  will  the  jaded  appetite  I 
I  tbb  for  pleasure  ?    Learn  a  jutter  taste  ; 
nd  know  that  temperance  is  true  luxury, 
r  isit  pride  ?    Pursue  some  nobler  aim, 
ismiss  your  parasites  who  praise  for  hire ; 
od  earn  the  ftiir  esteem  of  honest  men,  [yours, 
^boee  praise  is  fame.    Form'd  of  such  day  as 
be  sick,  the  needy,  shiver  at  your  gates, 
veo  modest  want  may  bles«s  your  band  unseen, 
bo'  bush'd  in  patient  wretchedness  at  home. 
\  there  no  virgin,  grac'd  with  ev'ry  charm 
ut  that  which  binds  the  mercenary  vow } 
o  youth  of  genius,  whose  neglected  bloom 
'nfoster'd  sickens  in  the  barren  shade  ? 
fo  vroitby  man  by  fortune's  random  blows, 
r  by  a  heart  too  generous  and  humane, 
ODstrain'd  to  leave  his  happy  natal  seat, 
nd  sigh  for  wants  more  iMtter  than  his  own  ? 
here  are,  while  human  miseries  abound, 
thousand  ways  to  waste  superfluous  wealth, 
rithont  one  fool  or  flatterer  at  your  board, 
Itbout  one  hour  of  sickness  or  disgust. 

But  other  ills  th'  ambiguous  feast  pursue, 
ssidea  provoking  the  lascivious  taste. 
ich  Tarious  foodb,  tho'  harmlen  each  alone, 
acb  otber  violate  ;  and  oft  we  see 


How  much  to  morrow  diflfer  from  to  day ; 
So  far  indulge;  'lis  fit,  besides,  tbatman. 
To  change  uhuoxious,  be  to  change  inur'd. 
But  stay  the  carious  appetite,  and  taste 
With  caution  fruits  you  never  tried  before. 
For  want  of  use  the  kindest  aliment 
Sometimes  ofiends;   while  custom  tames   the 

rage 
Of  poison  to  mild  amity  with  lifr. 

So  Heaven  has  fonnM  us  to  the  general  taste 
Of  all  its  gifts :  so  custom  has  improved 
This  bent  uf  nature  ;  that  fbw  simple  fbodit. 
Of  all  that  earth,  or  air,  or  ocean  yield, 
But  by  excess  ofiend.     Beyond  the  sense 
Of  light  refection,  at  the  genial  board 
Indulge  not  often  ;  nor  protract  the  feast 
To  ddll  satiety ;  tiH  soft  and  slow 
A  drowsy  death  creeps  on,  th'  expansive  soul 
Oppres^d,  and  smothered  the  celestial  fire. 
The  stomach,  urg'd  beyond  its  active  tone. 
Hardly  to  nutrimental  chyle  subdues 
The  softest  food :  unfinished  and  depraved. 
The  chyle,  in  all  its  fiiture^anderings,  owns 
Its  turbid  fountain  ;  not  by  purer  streams 
So  to  be  clear'd,  but  foulness  will  remain. 
To  sparkling  wine  what  ferment  can  exalt 
Th'  unripen'd  grape?  or  what  mechanic  skill 
From  the  crude  ore  can  spin  the  ductile  gold  ? 

Gross  riot  treasures  up  a  wealthy  fond 
Of  plagues:  but  more  immedicabie  ills 
Attend  the  lean  extreme.     For  physic  kn6ws 
How  to  disburthen  the  too  tumid  veins. 
Even  how  to  ripen  the  half-labour>d  blood  : 
But  to  unlock  the  elemental  tubes, 
(V)llaps*d  and  shrunk  with  long  inanity, 
And  with  balsamic  nutriment  repair 
The  dried  and  wom-ont  habit,  were  to  bid 
Old  age  grow  green,  and  wear  a  second  spring  ; 
Or  the  tall  ash,  long  rarish'd  from  the  soil. 
Thro'  withered  veins  imbibe  the  vernal  dew. 
When  hunger  calls,  obey ;  not  often  wait 
Till  hunger  sharpen  to  corrosive  pain :       v 
For  the  keen  appetite  will  feast  beyond 
What  nature  well  can  bear :  and  one  extreme  ' 
Ne'er  without  danger  meets  its  own  revene. 
Too  greedily  th'  exhausted  veins  absorb 
The  recent  chyf e,  and  load  enfeebled  powers 
Oft  to  tb>  extinction  of  the  viul  flame. 
To  the  pale  cities,  by  the  firm-eet  siege 
And  famine  humbled,  may  this  Terse  be  lK>me) 
And  hear,  ye  hardiest  sons  that  Albion  -breedsy 
Long  toss'd  and  famish 'd  on  the  wintry  main ; 
The  war  shook  off,  or  hospitable  shojre 
AttainM,  with  temperance  bear  the  shock  of  joy ; 
Nor  crown  with  festive  rites  th'  auspicious  day : 
Such  feasts  might  prove  more  fotal  than  the 

waves. 
Than  war  or  fomine.    While  the  vital  fire 
Burns  feebly,  heap  not  the  green  fuel  on; 
But  prudently  foment  the  wandering  spark 
With  what  the  soonest  feeds  iu  kindest  touch 
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Whatever  ohance  or  headloog  appetite 
May  bring.     Besides,  a  meagre  day  subdues 
Tlir  cruder  clods  by  sloth  or  luxury 
Collected,  and  unloads  the  wheels  of  life. 
S>raet^roes  a  coy  aversion  to  the  feast 
Comes  on,  while  yet  no  blacker  omen  lours ; 
Then  is  the  time  to  shim  the  tempting  board. 
Were  it  your  natal  or  your  miptial  day. 
Perhaps  a  fast  ^  seasonable  starves 
'1  bf  latent  seeds  of  woe,  which  ruoted  once 
Mi^ht  C'Mt  you  labour.     But  the  day  return *d 
<.)f  fe»tal  luxury,  the  wise  indulge 
Most  in  the  tender  vegetable  breed  : 
'J'hen  chiefly  when  the  summer  b*>ams  inflate 
The  brazen  Heavens  ^  or  angry  Sirius  sheds 
A  feverish  taint  thro*  tbe  still  ^ulpb  of  air. 
The  moist  cool  viands  then,  and  fluwing  cup 
Trogi  the  fresh  dairy-vino's  liberal  hand. 
Will  save  your  head  from  bann,  tho*  round  the 

world 
Tbe  dreaded  <^.uaos*  roll  his  wasteful  fires. 
Pale  humid  Winter  lov^s  the  geneious  board. 
The  meal  D>ore  copious,  and  the  wanner  fare ; 
And  longs  with  old  wood  and  old  wine  to  cheer 
His  quaking  heart.  The  seasons  which  divide 
Th'  empires  of   he^t   aod.  cold;    by  ndtlier 

claim*d» 
InfluencM  by  both ;  a  middle  regimen 
Impose.    Thro'  Autumn's  languishing  domain 
Descending,  Nature  by  degrees  invites 
To  glowing  luxury.     But  ^m  the  depth 
Of  Winter  when  th>  invigorated  year 
Emerges  {  when  F^vooius,  Aush'd  with  love, 
Toyful  and  young,  in  every  breeze  descends 
M  ore  warm  and  wanton  on  his  kindling  bride ; 
Then,  shepherds,   then  begin    to    spare  your 

flocks; 
And  learn,  with  wise  humanity,  to  cheek 
The  lust  of  blood.    Now  pregnant  earth  commits 
A  various  ofispring  to  the  indulgent  sKy : 
Now  bounteous  Nature  feeds  with  lavish  ba«d 
The  prone  creation ;  yields  what  once  sufllc'd' 
Their  dainty  sovereign,  when  the   world   was 

young; 
T  re  vet  the  barbarous  thirst  of  blood  had  seiz'd 
The  hnman breast.— £ech  ix)|liug  month  matures 
The  tciod  that  suits  it  mont ;  s»>  does  eachclioie. 

Far  in  the  horrid  realms « if  Wml4r,  where 
T\V  esiablisl^d  ocean  heaps  a  uionstrous  waste 
i  >f  shioinj^'  rocks  and  mounUins  to  the  pole, 
Tliere  lives  a  hardy  race,  whose  plainest  wants 
Kclentless  Karth,  their  cruel  step-mother, 
1{eiranl<>  not.    On  the  waste  of  iron  fields, 
UntamM,  intractable,  no  bar\'ests  wafe  : 
Pomona  hatiM  them,  and  the  clownish  god 
Who  teuds  the  garden.     In  this  frozen  world 
Such  cooling  gifts  were  vain  :  a  fitter  meal 
U  eamM  with  ease;  fur  here  the  frnitful  spawn 

r\f  .wn<M»M  swaiitna    niul  hMirMs  thtuT  ceilial  hoard 


Adust  and  dry,  no  sweet  repant  atfords ; 
Nor  does  the  tepid  main  Mich  kinds  produce. 
So  perfect,  so  delicious,  as  tbe  shoals 
Of  icy  Zerabla.     Rashly  where  the  biood 
Brews  feverish  frays;    where  scarce  the  tubes 

sustain 
Its  tumid  fervour,  and  tempestuous  coarse; 
Kind  Nature  tempts  not  to  such  gifks  as  these. 
But  here  in  livid  ripeness  melts  the  grape : 
Here,  finished  by  invigorating  suns. 
Thro'  the  green  shade  the  golden  orange  fffom^ : 
Spontaneous  here  the  tur^  melon  yields 
A  generous  pulp :  tlie  cocoa  swells  on  hig^ 
With  milky  riches ;  and  in  horrid  mail 
The  crisp  ananas  wraps  its  poignant  sweets. 
Earth's  vaunted  progeny  :  in  ruder  air 
Too  ooy  to  flourish,  even  too  proud  to  live  ; 
Or  haitlly  rais'd  by  artificial  fire 
To  vapid  life.     Here  with  a  mother's  smile 
Glad  Amaltikea  pours  her  copious  horn. 
Here  buxom  Ceres  reigus  :  the  autumnal  sew 
In  boundless  billows  fluctuates  o'er  their  plains. 
What  suits  the  climate  best,  what  suits  the  aieo» 
Nature  profiises  moat,  and  most  the  taste 
Demands.    Tbe  fountain,  edg'd  with  nicy  wiae 
Or  acid  fruit,  bedews  their  thirsty  souls. 
The  breeze  eternal  breathing  round  tlietr  Untbs 
Supports  in  else  intolerable  air  : 
While  the  cool  palm,  the  plantain,  and  the  grove 
That  waves  on  gloomy  Lebanon,  assuage 
The  torrid  Hell  that  beams  upon  their  heads. 
X  Now  come  ye  Naiads,  te  the  fiMuitaiiis  kad  ; 
Now  let  me  wander  thro'  yoor  gelid  reig^ 
I  bum  to  view  th'  eothusiastic  wilds 
By  mortal  else  untrod.     I  hear  the  din 
Of  waters  thund  'ring  o'er  the  ruin'«l  diflk 
With  holy  reverence  I  approach  the  rocks  [soog. 
Whence  glide  the  streams  renown'd  in  anciait 
Here  from  the  desert  down  the  raDobling  steep 
First  springs  the  Nile ;  here  bursu  tbe  soapding 
In  angry  waves  ;  Euphrates  heooe  devolves  [Po 
A  mi^ty  flood  to  water  half  the  East; 
And  there  in  Gothic  solitude  reclin'd. 
The  cheerless  Tanais  nours  his  hoary  nm. 
What  solemn  twilight !  what  stupendous  shades 
Enwrap  these  infent  floods  !  thni^  every  nerve 
A  sacred  borrour  thrills, «  pleasipg  frsur 
Glides  o'er  my  frame.  The  forest  deepens  iDond; 
And  more  gigantic  still  th'  impendhig  trees 
Sii^ptcb  their  extravagant  armsathwmrttbe  ghtSB- 
Are  these  tbe  confines  of  some  Cairy  world  } 
A  land  of  genii?  Say,  beyond  these  wilds 
What  unknown  nations }  If  indeed  beyond 
Aught  habitable  lies.    And  whither  leads. 
To  what  strange  r^ons,  or  of  bliss  or  pain* 
That  subterraneous  way  I  Propitioos  maids. 
Conduct  me,  while  with  fearful  stqia  1  tread 
This  trembling  ground.  The  task  rensaiiis  to  sing 
Yonrflpifts  (ma  Fnon.  aa  the  nofwers  o£  healtli 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE  ART  OF  PRESERVING  HEAXTH.    BOOK  IL 


197 


^<"D#  imniBr  )K»afbt  Uie  thes  of  bimiaii  kind, 
lappy  in  temperate  peace  !  their  equal  days 
eltDot  ih'  alteroate  AXb  oi  forerisb  mirth, 
jk)  siek  jfjecUon.    Still  jierene  and  pleas'd 
hey  knew  no  pains  but  what  the  tender  soul 
l^ith  pleasure  yi<*4ds  to,  and  would  ne'er  forget 
llej^  Yith  diyipe  immunity  from  ails, 
oDg  cepturies  they  li\''d  i  their  only  fate 
iTa^  fijf^  old  age»  and  rather  sleep  than  death. 
>h  ]  could  tbo^e  worthies  from  the  world  of  Gods 
etnm  to  visit  their  degenerate  sons. 
Of  fQul4  th^  soon)  the  joys  of  modem  time, 
Vith  all  our  art  and  toil  improved  to  pain ! 
00  happy  they  1  but  wealth  brought  luxury, 
nd  luxury  on,  sloth  begot  disease, 
earp    temperance,  friends ;  and  bear  without 

disdain 
he  choice  of  w^t^*    Thus  the  Coan  sage  * 
pi^'d*  ?nd  thus  the  leam'd  of  every  school, 
f^bat  I^ast  of  CorfugP  principles  partakes 
best :  the  |igb|^  then  ;  what  bears  the  touch 
f  §tfi  th^  1^^  and  soonest  mounts  in  air ; 
be  njipft  insipid  j  the  most  Toid  of  smell, 
ich  the  rude  n^ntain  from  his  horrid  sides 
Mirs  doifD  ;  such  waters  in  the  sandy  vale 
w  ev^r^ilffdfke  of  winter  frosts 
nd  sum^fpershei^  s^ure.    The  crystal  stream, 
bro*  rocks  refoundipg,  or  for  many  a  mile 
'er  the'chaf'd  pelves  burl'd,  yields  wholesome, 

pure, 
nd  mellow  draughts  ;  excqitlrhen  winter  thaws,' 
9d  n^df  the  monptf  ips  melt  into  the  tide, 
ho'  thirst  wer^  ^er  so  resolute,  avoid 
be  sopdid  lake,  %n4  ^1  such  drowsy  floods 
4  /iij  nrom  Lethe  Belgians  slow  canals ; 
Vith  rest  cqrrupt,  with  vegetation  g^reen  ; 
]ualidwith  generation,  and  the  birth 
f  litt^  jpoonstersi)  tiUjhe  power  of  fire 
as  ircftn  ^tofape  embraces  disei^^ag'd 
fie  viol^tef}  lymph.    'The  virgin  stream 
>  ko^ipg  WASt^  its  Ikner  ^pnl  in  air. 
Npthipg  likfi  limpleelemeot  dihites 
ic  fojs4»  or  giycs  the  chyle  so  soon  to  flow, 
al  wh^  the  stomach  indolent  and  cold 
jfs  frith  its  duty,  animate  with  wine 
1*  inaipj^.f^m :  tho?  golden  Ceres  yields 
noo|pj  voiiukupus,  a  more  spri^tly  draught ; 
^rb4p^  WH^  active.    Wine  unmixed,  and  all 
iie  ^)a^  ^oods  that  ton  the  vexM  abyss 
rfermq^tfjtioi)  spring  ;  with  spirit  fraught. 
Ml  furions  with  intpxtCHtiDg  fire ; 
ptf^  OQpcQptiQp,  «nd  prwcrve  unthaw'd 
^^  ^{9A!994^  OMSI*    Y09  see  what  countless 
jihflpi'd  V)  liery  Doioj^^ence  of  wine,  [years, 
le  piioy  wonders  of  the  reptile  world, 
^  tftq^^r  ru4JiD«lW  of  life,  the  slim 
uraveir9)g)i  of  q^ot^  aniitojny, 
aiotaiii  thejr  UsiXMft,  fod  umJMDg'd  remain.  . 


Another  time  perhaps  shall  sing  the  joys  >, 
The  fatal  charms,  the  many  wOes  of  wine; 
Perhaps  its  various  tribes  and  various  powers. 

Meantime,    i  would    not  always  dread  the 
bowl. 
Nor  every  trespass  shun.     The  feverish  strife, 
Rous'd  by  the  rare  debauch,  subdues,  expels 
The  loitering  crudities  that  burden  life ; 
And,  like  a  torrent  full  and  rapid,  clears 
Th'  obstructed  tubes.  Besides,  this  restless  wurld 
Is  full  of  chances,  which,  by  habitN  power. 
To  learn  to  bear  is  easier  than  to  shun. 
Ah  I  when  ambition,  meagre  love  of  gold. 
Or  sacred  country  calls,  with  mellowing  wine 
Ta  moisten  well  the  thirsty  suffrages ; 
Say  how,  unseasonM  to  the  midnight  frays 
Of  Comus  and  bis  rout,  wilt  thou  contend 
With  Centaun  long  to  hardy  deeds  inur'd  ? 
Then  learn  to  revel ;  but  by  slow  degrees : 
By  slow  degrees  the  liberal  arts  are  won ; 
And  Hercules  grew  strong.  Butwheayou  smooth 
The  brows  of  care,  uMlulge  your  fsstive  vein 
In  cups  by  well-inform'd  experience  fraud. 
The  least  your  bane :  and  only  with  your  friends. 
There  are  sweet  follies  ;  frailties  to  be  seen 
By  friends  alone,  and  men  of  generous  minds. 

Oh !  seldom  may  the  fated  hours  return 
Of  drinking  deep  !  1  would  not  daily  taste. 
Except  when  life  declines,  even  sobqr  cups. 
Weak  withering  age  no  rigid  law  forbids. 
With  frugal  nectar,  smooth  and  slow  with  bidm» 
The  sapless  habit  daily  to  bedew. 
And  give  the  hesitating  wheels  of  life 
Gliblier  to  play.    But  youth  has  better  joys ; 
And  is  it  wise  when  youth  with  pleasure  flows. 
To  i;qnander  the  relief  of  age  imd  pain ! 

What  dextrous  thousands  just  within  the  goal 
Of  wild  debauch  direct  their  nightly  course  ! 
Perhaps  no  sickly  qualms  bediip  their  days. 
No  morning  admonitXHis  shook  the  bead. 
But,  ah  I  what  woes  cemain  !  life  roUs  apace 
And  that  incurable  .disease,  old  age. 
In  youthful  bodies  more  seirecely  felt. 
More  sternly  active,  shakes  their  blasted  prime  ; 
Except  kind  Nature  by  some  hasty  blow 
Prevent  the  lingenng  fides.  For  know,  whate'er 
Beyond  its  natural  fervour  hurries  oo 
The  sanguine  tide;  whether  the  frequent  bowl, 
High-season'd  fore,  or  exercise  to  toil 
Protracted ;  spurs  to  its  last  stage  tir'd  life. 
And  sows  the  temples  with  untimely  snow. 
When  life  is  new  tly  ductile  fibres  feel 
The  heart's  increasing  force ;  and,  day  by  day, 
The  growth  a^van^oes  :  'tUJ  tb^  larger  tub^ 
Acquiring  (from  their  cleraental  veins  *, 

»See6ooklV. 

*  In  the  human  body,  as  well  as  in  those  of 
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CQttdeM*d  to  aolid  chords)  a  firmer  tone, 

Softam,  and  jiMt  nstain,  th'  impetooos  blood. 

Here  ttops  the  growth.     With  oveAearing  pulse 

And  preftore,  itill  the  great  destroy  the  small ; 

Still  with  the  ruins  of  the  small  grow  strong. 

IMt  glows  meantime,  amid  the  gcindiog  force 

Of  Tiscoos  fluids  and  elastic  tubes; 

Its  Tarious  functions  vigorously  are  plied 

By  strong  machinery  ;  and  in  solid  health 

The  man  confirm'd  long  triumphs  o^er  disease. 

But  the  full  ocean  ebbs :  there  is  a  pointy 

By  Nature  fix'd,  when  life  must  downward  tend. 

For  still  the  beating  tide  consolidates 

The  stubborn  vessels,  more  rdoctant  still 

To  the  weak  throbs  of  th'  ill  supported  heart. 

This  languishing,  these  strength'nmg  by  degrees 

To  hard  unyielding  undastic  bone. 

Thro'  tedious  channels  the  congealing  flood 

Crawls  lazily,  and  hardly  wanders  on  ; 

It  loiters  still ;    and  now  it  stirs  no  jiMre. 

This  is  the  period  fsw  attain  ;  tbedeath 

Of  Nature;  thus  (so  Heaven  ordaia'd  it)  life 

Destroys  itself;    and  could   these  Isnrs  have 

chang'd 
Nestor  might  now   the  fetes  of  Troy  relate; 
And  Homer  live  immortal  as  his  song. 
Whatdoes  notfede?  the  tower  that  long  had 
stood 
The  cnuh^  of  thunder  and  th^  warring  wnids, 
Shook  by  the  sk>w,  but  sure  destroyer,  Time, 
Now  hangs  in  doubtful  rains  o^er  its  base. 
And  flinty  pyramids,  and  walb  of  brass, 
Descend  :  the  Babylonian  spires  are  sunk; 
Acbaia,  Rome,  and  Egypt  moulder  down. 
Hme  shakes  the  stable  tyranny  of  thrones. 
And  tottering  empires  crush  by  their  own  weight, 
This  huge  rotundity  we  tread  grows  old ; 
And  all  those  worids  that  R>ll  around  the  Sun, 
The  Sun  himself,  shall  die ;  and  ancient  Night 
Again  involve  the  desolate  abyss : 
'Till  the  Great  Fatubr  thro*  the  lifeless  gloom 
Extend  bis  arm  to  light  another  world, 
Aud  bid  new  planets  roll  by  other  laws. 
For  through  the  regions  Of  unbounded  space. 
Where  unconfinM  Onmiputence  has  room. 
Being,  in  various  systems,  fluctuates  still 
Between  creation  and  abhOTr'd  decay ; 
It  ever  did,  perhaps  and  ever  will. 
New  worlds  are  still  emerging  fiom  the  deep  ; 
The  eld  descending,  in  tbdr  turns,  to  rise. 
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TuRo'  various  toils  th*  adventurous  Muse  has 

past; 
But  half  the  toil,  and  more  than  half,  reipains. 
Rude  is  her  theme,  and  hardly  fit  for  song; 


If  anght  thaw  lays  the  fickle  health  confifm. 
To  you,  ye  delicate,  I  write;  fv  you 
I  tame  my  youth  to  phik)Bophic  <^Bres, 
And  grow  sthl  paler  by  the  midnight  tompa. 
Not  to  debilitate  with  thnorous  rules 
A  hardy  frame:  nor  needleasly  to  brave 
Inglorious  dangers,  prood  of  mortal  streogth. 
Is  all  the  lesson  that  in  wbolesome  yean 
Concerns  the  strong.    His  care  were  ill  bestow'd 
Who  would  with  warmefieminaey  nurse 
The  thrivhig  oak  which  on  the  moontaiB*a  brow 
Bears  all  the  blasts  that  sweqi  the  wint'ry  Hea- 
ven. 
Behold  the  labourer  of  the  glebe,  wbo'feoib 
In  dust,  in  rahi,  in  cold  and  sultry  skies ! 
Save  but  the  grain  from  mildews  and  Uie  floods 
Nought  anxiotts  he  what  si<^ly  itan  asoeiML 
He  knows  no  laws  by  £8cula|nus  given; 
He  studies  none.    Y^  him  nor  midnigfat  fogs 
Infest,  nor  those  envenom'dshafb  that  fly 
When  rabid  Sirius  fires  th*  autumnal  nooo. 
His  habit  pure  with  plain  and  tempera 
Robust  with  labour,  and  by  custom  steei'd 
To  every  casualty  of  varied  life ; 
Serene  be  bears  the  peevish  eastern  blast. 
And  uninfected  breathes  the  mortal  sonth« 
Such  the  reward  of  rude  and  sober  life  ; 
Of  labour  snch.'    By  health  the  peasant's  toil 
b  well  repaid ;  if  exercise  were  pain 
Indeed,  and  temperance  pain.  By  arts  like  these 
Lacooia  noised  of  old  her  hardy  sons;  [way. 

And  Rome's  unconquer'd  legions   nrg'd  thof 
Unbnit,  through  every  toil  in  every  ciine. 

Toil,  and  be  strong.  By  toil  the  flaccid  nerves 
Qrowfinn,  V!><1  g>in  a  more  compacted  tone  ; 
The  greener  juices  are  by  toil  subdu'd, 
Mellow'd  and  subtUis'd ;  the  vapid  old 
EzpeU'd,  and  all  the  rancour  of  the  blood. 
Come,  my  compamons,  ye  who  feel  tbe  dmms 
Of  Nature  and  the  year;  come,  let  us  stray 
Where  chance  orfency  leads  our  roving  walk : 
Come,  while  the  soft  voiuptoous  bre^aes  fen 
The  fleecy  Heavens,  enwrsp  the  Kmbe  in  bafaasy 
And  shed  a  diarmhig  langnonr  o'er  the  sooL 
Nor  when  bright  Winter  sows  with  priddy  frost 
"Hie  vigorous  ether,  in  unmanly  warmth 
Indulge  at  home;  nor  even  when  Bums' biasCs 
This  way  and  that  convolve  the  lab'rii^  woods. 
My  liberal  walks,  save  when  the  skies  in  rain 
Or  fogs  relent,  no  season  should  confine 
Or  to  the  doister'd  gallon^  or  arcade. 
^ASo,  climb  the  mountaro ;  mm  th'  etheraalsooree 
Imbibe  the  recent  gale.    TheeheeflblBMni 
Beam8o*er  the  hills;    go,  mount  th'  canritiBf 


Already,  see,  the  deep-montii'd  bea^as  catch 
The  tainted  mazes ;  and,  on  eagar  ^oit 
Intent,  with  emulous  impatience  tiy 
Each  doubtful  trace.    Or,  if  a  nobler  prey 
Delight  you  more,  go  chase  the  desperate  deer; 
And  through  its  deepest  solitudes  avrake 
The  vocal  forest  with  the  jovial  horn. 

But  if  the  breatblMS  chase  o'er  hifl  «i.1  ^U 
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Of  pastoral  Sta6brd,  rurts  the  brawling  Trent ; 
Sudi  Eden,  sprang  from  Cambrian  momitains ; 
such  [stream 

The  Etk,  o*erhiing  with   woods ;    and  such  the 
On  whose  Arcadian  banks  I  first  drew  air, 
Liddel ;  till  now,  except  in  Doric  lays 
Ttan'd  to  her  murmurs  by  her  love-sick  swains,  f 
Unknown  in  song;  though  hot  a  purer  stream. 
Through  meads  more  flowery,  nnore   romantic 
groTes,  [«ood ! 

Rolls  toward  the  western  main.  '  Hail»  sacred 
May  still  tHy  hospitable  swains  be  blest 
In  rural  innocence  ;  thy  mountains  still 
Teem  with  the  fleecy  race  ;  thy  tuneful  woods 
Forever  flourish ;  and  thy  vales  look  gay 
With  painted  meadows,  and  the  golden  grain  ! 
Oft,  with  thy  blooming  sons,  when  life  was  new, 
Sportive  and  petulant,  and  charmed  with  toys» 
In  thy  transparent  eddies  have  I  lav'd : 
Oft  trac'd  with  patient  steps  thy  fairy  banks. 
With  the  well-imitated  fly  to  hook 
The  eager  trout,  and  with  the  slender  line 
And  yielding  rod  solicit  to  the  shore 
The  struggling  panting  prey ;  while  venial  clotids 
And  tepid  gales  obscured  the  ruffled  pool. 
And  frotn  the  deeps   call'd  forth  the  wanton 
y  swarms* 

^   Form*d  on  the  Samian  school,  or  those  of  Ind, 
lliere  are  who  thmk  these  pastimes  scarce  hu- 
mane. 
Yet  in  my  mind  (and  not  relentless  I) 
His  rrfe  is  pure  that  wears  no  fouler  stains. 
But  if  through  genuine  tenderness  of  heart, 
Or  secret  want  of  relish  for  the  game* 
You  shun  the  glories  of  the  chase,  nor  ca^e 
To  haant  the  peopled  stream  ;  the  garden  yields 
A  soft  amusement,  an  humane  delight. 
To  raiae  th'  insipid  nature  of  the  ground; 
Or  tame  its  savage  genius  to  the  grace 
Of  careless  sweet  rusiicity,  that  seems 
The  amiable  result  of  hap|yy  chance. 
Is  to  create ;  and  gives  a  god-like  joy, 
Which  every  year  improves.     Nor  thou  disdain 
To  check  the  lawless  riot  of  the  trees. 
To  plant  the  grove,  or  turn  the  barren  mould. 
O  happy  be !  whom,  when  his  years  decline, 
(Hm  fortune  and  his  feme  by  worthy  means 
Attain*d,  and  equal  to  h'ls  nioderate  mind ; 
His  life  approved  by  all  the  wise  and  good. 
Even  envied  by  the  vain)  the  peaceful  groves 
Of  Epicures,  from  this  stormy  world, 
Receive  to  rest;  of  all  uograteKil  cares 
AbaoW%  and  sacred  from  the  selfish  crowd. 
Happiest  of  men  1  if  the  same  soil  invites 
A  chosen  few,  companions  of  his  youth, 
Ooce  felkm-rakes  perhaps,  now  rural  friends ; 
With  whom  in  easy  oommeroe  to  porsue 
Natuse's  fVee  charms,  and  vie  for  sylvan  fame : 
A  feur  ambition ;  void  of  strife  or  guile. 
Or  jealousy,  or  pain  to  be  out<loue. 
Wlio  pbms  Ui*  enchanted  garden,  who  directs 
The  visto  best,  and  besH  conducts  the  stream  : 
Wliose  groves  the  fe^test  thicken  and  ascend ; 
Whom  first  the  welcome  Spring  sahites;    who 

sbowg 
The  earliest  bkxNH,  the  sweetest  proudest  charms 
Of  Flora ;  who  be^  gives  Pomona's  juice 
To  match  the  sprightly  genhis  of  champagne. 
Tbriee  happy  days  1  in  rural  businen  past : 
vol.,  XVI, 


Blest  winter  nights !  when  as  the  genial  fire 
Cheers  the  wide  hall,  his  cordial  family 
With  soft  domestic  arts  the  hours  beguile. 
And  pleasing  taUk  that  starts  no  timorous  feme. 
With  witless  wantonness  to  hunt  it  down : 
Or  through  the  feiry-land  of  tale  or  song 
Delighted  wander,  in  fictitious  fetes 
EngagM,  and  all  that  strikes  humanity : 
Till  lost  in  feble,  they  the  stealing  hour 
Of  timely  rest  forget.    Sometimes,  at  eve 
His  neighbours  lift  the  latch,  and  bless  unhid 
His  festal  roof;  while,  o'er  the  light  repast. 
And  sprightly  cups,  they  mix  in  social  joy ; 
And,  through  the  maze  of  conversation,  trace 
Wbate'er  amuses  or  improves  the  mind. 
Sometimes  at  eve  (for  I  delight  to  taste 
Tlie  native  zest  and  flavour  of  the  fruit. 
Where  sense  grows  wild  and  tastes  of  no  manure) 
The  decent,  honest,  cheerful  husbandman 
should  drown  his  labour  in  my  friendly  bowl ; 
And  at  my  table  find  himself  at  home. 

Whale'er  you  study,  in  wbate'er  you  sweat, 
Indulge  your  taste.    Some  love  the  manly  foils ; 
The  tennis  some ;  and  some  the  graceful  dance. 
Others  more  hardy,  range  the  purple  heath. 
Or  naked  stubble ;  where,  from  field  to  field. 
The  sounding  coveys  urge  their  labouring  flight; 
Eager  amid  the  rising  cloud  to  pour 
The  gun's  unerring  thunder:  apd  there  are 
Whom  still  th6  meed  *  of   the  green  archer 

charms. 
He  chooses  best,  whose  labour  entertains 
His  vacant  fancy  ibost:  the  toil  yon  hate 
Fatigues  you  soon,  and  .scarce  Improres  your 
limbs. 

As  beauty  still  has  blemish,  and  the  miml 
The  most  accomplished  its  imperfect  side. 
Few  budies  are  there  of  that  happy  mould 
Rut  some  one  part  is  weaker  than  the  rest : 
The  legs,  perhaps,  or  arms  refuse  their  load. 
Or  the  chest  labours.    These  assiduously. 
But  gently,  in  their  proper  ans  employed, 
Acqnire  a  vigour  nnd  springy  activity. 
To  which  they  were  not  bom.     But  weaker  parts 
Ablior  fatigue  and  violent  discipline. 

Begin  with  gentle  toils ;  and  as  your  nerve.^ 
Grow  firm,  to  hardier  by  just  steps  aspire  ; 
The  prudent,  even  in  every  moderate  walk. 
At  first  bCit  sannter,  and  by  sfow  degrees 
Increase  their  pace.     This  doctrine  of  the  wise 
Well  knows  the  master  of  the  flying  steed. 
First  fnim  the  goal  the  manag*d  coursers  play 
On  bended  reins ;  as  yet  the  skilful  youth 
Repress  their  foamy  pride ;  btit  every  breath 
The  race  grows  warmer,  and  the  tempest  swells. 
Till  all  the  fiery  mettle  has  its  way. 
And  the  thick  thunder  hurries  o*er  the  plain. 
When  oil  at  once  from  indolence  to  toil 
You  spring,  the  fibres  by  the  hasty  shook 
Are  tir^d  and  crack'd,    before   their  unctuous 

coats, 
Compross'd,  can  pour  the  lubricating  balm* 
Besides,  collected  in  the  passive  veins. 
The  purple  mass  a  sudden  torrent  rolls, 
O'erpowers  the  heart,  and  deluges  the  lungs 
With  dangerous  inundation :  oft  the  source 

*  Tbis  word  is  much  used  by  some  of  the  old 
English  poets,  and  signifies  reward  or  prize. 
Mm 
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Of  fatal  woes;  a  cough  that  fbamt  with  bkxid, 
Asthma,  and  feller  peripneumooy  % 
Or  the  slow  minings  of  the  hectic  fire^ 

Th'  athletic  fo^,  to  whom  what  Htaven  deny'd 
Of  soul  is  well  compensated  in  limbs. 
Oft  from  his  rage,  or  brainless  frolic,  feels 
His  vegetation  and  brute  force  decay. 
The  men  of  better  clay  and  finer  mould 
Know  nature,  feel  the  human  dignity. 
And  soom  to  vie  with  oxen  or  with  apes. 
PursH'd  prolixly,  even  the  gentlest  toil 
Is  waste  of  Jiealth  :  repose  by  small  fotigue 
Is  eam*d,   and  (where  your  habit  is  not  prone 
!>>  thaw)  by  the  first  moisture  of  the  brows.  ^ 
The  fine  and  subtle  spirits  cost  too  much 
To.be  proAis*d,  too  much  the  roscid  balm*    ^ 
'But  when  the  bard  varieties  of  life 
You  toil  to  learn,  or  try  the  dusty  chase, 
6r  the  warm  Jee<ls  of  some  important  day: 
Hot  from  the  field,  indulge  not  yet  your  limbs 
In  wishM  repose ;  nor  court  the  fanning  gak, 
Kor  taste  the  spring.    O I  by  the  sacred  tears  ^ 
Of  widows,  orphans,  mothers,  sisters,  stresy 
I^orbear !  no  other  pestilence  has  driven 
Such  mjrriads  o'er  th'  irremeable  deep. 
Why  this  so  fatal,  the  sa^i^acious  Muse 
Thro'  nature's  cunning  labsnrinths  could  ttaoe : 
I^ut  there  are  secrets  which  who  kdows  not  now. 
Must,  ere  he  reach  them,  climb  the  heapy  Alps 
Of  science ;  and  devote  seven  ye^  to  toil. 
Besides,- 1  would  not  stun  your  patient  ears 
With  what  it  liUlebooU  you  toatuin. 
He  knows  enough,  the  mariner,  who  knows 
Where  lurk  the  shelves,  and  where  the  whirlpools 

boil, 
Wha^  signrportend  the  storm :  to  subtler  mnids 
He  leaves  to  scan,  from  what  mysterious  ctuse 
Charybdis  rages  in  th'  Ionian  wave^ 
Whence  those  iunpet  nous  currents  in  the  main 
Which  neither  oar  nor  sail  can  stem  ;  and  why 
The  roughening  deep  expects  the  storm,  as  sure 
As  red  Orion  mounts  the  shrouded  Heaven. 

In  ancient  times,  when  Ronie  with  Athens  vjed 
For  polish'd  luxury  and  useful  arts  ^ 
All  hot  and  reeking  from  th*  Olympic  strife, 
An4  warm  Palestra,  in  the  tepid  bath 
Th'  athletic  youth  relax'd  their  weary  limbs. 
Soft  oils  bedew'd  them,  with  the  grateful  pow'rs 
Of  nard  and  cassia  fraught,  to  soeth  aod^heal 
The  cherish'd  nerves.       Our    less  voluptuous 

clime 
Kot  much  invites  us  to  such  arts  as  these. 
'TIS  not  for  those,  whom  gelid  skies  embrace, 
And  chilling  fogs;  whose  perspiratieu  fef  Is 
Such  frequent  bars  from  Euros  and  the  North ; 
'Tis  not  for  those  to  cultivate  a  skin 
Too  soft :  or  teach  the  recremeotal  fume 
Too  ^Eist  to  crowd  thro'  such  precarious^ways. 
For  through  the  small  arterial  mouths,that  pierce 
In  endless  millions  the  close-woven  skin, 
The  baser  fluids  in  a  constant  stream 
Escape,  and  viewless  melt  into  the  w'n^s. 


Or  more  or  less,  so  more  or  less  yoo  feel 
The  functions  labour  :  from  this  £ital  source 
What  woes  descend  is  never  to  be  sang. 
To  take  their  numbers  were  to  count  the  sands 
'lliatride  in  whirlwind  the  parcb'd  Libyan  air; 
Or  waves  that«  when  the  blustering  North  em- 
broils 
The  Baltic,  thunder  on  the  German  shore. 
Subject  not  then,  by  soft  emollient  arts. 
This  grand  expense,  on  which  youc  fates  dcpetMl, 
To  every  caprice  of  thie  sky ;  nor  thwart 
The  genius  of  your  clime:  for  from  the  biuod 
Least  fickle  rise  the  recremental  steams. 
And  least  obnoxioos  to  the  styptic  air. 
Which  breathe  through  straiter  and  more  calloos 

pores. 
The  temper'd  Sc3rthian  hence,  half-naked  treads 
His  boundless  snows,    nor  rues  th*  indemcnt 

Heaven; 
And  hence  our  painted  ancestors  defied 
The  east :  nor  curs'd,  like  us,  thetf  fickle  sky. 

The  body,  moulded  by  the  dime,  endurea 
The  equator  heats  or  hyperborean  frost : 
Except  by  habits  foreign  to  its  turn. 
Unwise  you  counteract  its  forming  pow'r. 
Rude  at  the  first,  the  winter  shucks  you  leas 
By  long  acquaintance :  study  then  your  sky. 
Form  to  its  manners  your  okweqoioiia  framcw 
And  learn  to  sufier  what  yoo  canoDi  shun. 
Against  the  rigors  of  a  damp  cold  beav^ 
To  fortify  their  bodies,  some  finequenfc 
The  gefid  cistern;  and,  wbeie  noug^  fortnds, 
I  praise  their  dauntless  heart :  afinme  so  ateelld 
Dreads  not  the  coughs  nor  those  ungeniaji  btests 
That  breathe  the  tertian  or  fell  rbeumatirai ; 
The  nerves  so  temper'd  never  quit  their  tone. 
No  chronic  languors  haunt  such  hardy  breasts. 
But  all  things  have  their  bounds:  aad  be«bo 
By  daily  use  the  kindest  regimen  [makes 

Essential  tp  his  health,  should  never  nux 
With  human  kiod,  nor  art  nor  trade  poiwe. 
He  not  the  safe  vicissitudes  of  life 
Without  some  shock  endures;  ill-fitted  be 
To  want  the  known,  or  bear  unusual  things. 
Besides,  the  powerful  remedies  of  pain 
(Since  pain  in  spite  of  all  our  care  will  come) 
Should  never  with  your  prosperous  days  of  bealik 
Grow  too  fiimiliar:  for  by  frequent  use 
The  strongest  medicines  lose  their  healing  power. 
And  even  the  surest  poisons  theirs  to  kill. 

Let  those  who  from  the  frozen.  Arctos  rea^ 
Parcb'd  Mauritania,  or  the  sultry  west. 
Or  the  wide  liood  that  laves  rich  Indostao, 
Plunge  thrit-e  a  day,  and  in  the  tepid  wave 
Untwist  their  stubborn  pores ;  that  full  and  free 
Th'  evaporatiuo  tlirough  the  soften'd  skin 
May  bear  proportion  to  the  sw^ling  bluod. 
So  may  they  'scape  the  fever's  rapid  flames; 
So  feel  untainted  the  hot  breath  of  HelL 
With  us,  the  man  of  no  complaint  demands 
The  warm  ablution  just  enough  to  clear 
The  sluices  of  the  skin,  qpough  to  keep 
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Are  loathsome.     Thw  the  veiial  graces  know ; 
So  doubtless  do  your  wiveft :  for  marrieil  sires, 
•    As  well  as  lovers,  still  pretend  to  taste ; 
Nor  is  it  les^  (aill  prudent  wi%'etf  can  tell) 
To  lose  a  busbamfs  than  a  lover'»  heart. 

But  now  the  Incurs  and  seasons  wtfen  to  toil 
Fron)  foreign  themes  recal  my  wandering  song.  * 
Some  labour  fasting,  or  but  slightly  fed 
To  lull  the  grindinji^  stomach's  hungry  rage. 
Where  nature  feeds  too  corpulent  a  frama 
Tis  wisely  clone :  for  while  the  thirsty  veins. 
Impatient  of  lean  penury,  devour 
The  treasur*d  oil,  then  is  the  happiest  time 
To  shake  the  lazy  balsam  from  its  cells. 
Now  while  the  stomach  from  the  full  repast 
Subsides,  but  ere  returning  hunger  gnaws, 
Ye  leaner  habits,  give  an  hour  to  toil : 
And  ye  whom  no  luxuriancy  of  growth 
Oppresses  yet,  or  threatens  to  oppress. 
But  from  the  recent  meal  no  labours  please, 
Of  limbs  or  mhid.     For  now  the  cordial  powers 
C^m  all  the  wandering  spirits  to  a  work 
Of  strong  and  subtle  toil,  and  great  event : 
A  work  of  time :  and  yon  may  rue  the  day 
You  hurried,  with  untimely  exercise, 
A  balf-ooDcocted  chyle  into  the  bk)od. 
The  body  overcharged  with  unctuous  phlegm 
Much  toil  demands :  the  lean  elastic  less. 
While  winter  chills  the  blood  and  binds  the 

veins, 
'Ko  labours  are  too  hard :  by  those  you  *8cape 
The  slow  diseases  of  the  torpid  year ; 
Endless  to  name ;  to  one  of  which  alone. 
To  that  which  tears  the  nerves,  the  toil  of  slaves 
Is  pleasure:  Oh!  from  such  inhuman  pains 
May  all  be  free  who  merit  not  the  wheel ! 
But  from  the  burning  Lioo  when  the  Sun 
Pours  down  his  sultry  wrath;    now  while  the 

bkxxl 
Too  much  already  maddens  in  the  veins. 
And  all  the  finer  fluids  through  the  skin 
Explore  their  flight;  me,  near  the  cool  cascade 
Reclin'dy  or  saunt*ring  in  the  lofty  grove. 
No  needless  slight  occasion  should  engage 
To  pant  and  sweat  beneath  the  fiery  noon. 
Now  the  fresh  mom  alone  and  mellow  eve 
To  shady  walks  and  active  rural  sports 
Invite.     But,  while  the  chill'mg  dews  descend. 
May  nothing  tempt  yon  to  the  cokl  embrace 
Of  humid  skies ;  though  'tis  no  vulgar  joy 
To  trace  the  horrours  of  the  solemn  wood 
While  the  soft  evening  saddens  into  night : 
Though  the  sweet  poet  of  the  vernal  groves 
Melts  all  the  night  in  strains  of  am'rous  woe* 
The  shades  descend,   and  midnight  o'er  the 

world 
Expands  her  sable  wing?.    Great  nature  droops 
Tbro^  all  her  works.    Now  happy  be  whose  toil 
Has  o'er  his  languid  powerless  limbs  diffWd 
A  pleasing  lassitude :  be  not  in  vain 
Invokes  the  gentle  deity  of  dreams. 
His  powers  tbe  most  voluptuously  dissolve 
B>  soft  repose :  on  him  the  balmy  dews 
Of  sleep  with  double  nutriment  descend. 
But  would  you  sweetly  waste  the  blank  of  night 
Id  deep  oblivion ;  or  on  Fancy's  wings 
Visit  the  paradise  of  happy  dreams. 
And  waken  cheerful  as  the  lively  morn^ 
Oppress  not  nature  sinking  down  to  rest 


With  feasts  too  late,  too  sordid,  or  too  full : 

But  be  the  first  concoction  ha]f-matur*d 

Ere  you  to  mighty  indolence  resign 

Your  passive  faculties.     He  from  the  toils 

And  troubles  of  the  day  to  he^^vier  toil        [rocks 

Retires,  whom.  tren>bling  fVom  the  tower  that 

Amitl  tbe  clouds,  or  Calpe's  hideous  height. 

The  busy  demons  hurl ;  or  in  the  main 

O'erwhelm  j  or  bury  struggling  undergrounds 

Not  all  a  monarch's  luxi|ry  tbe  woes 

Can  counterpoise  of  that  most  wretched  man. 

Whose  nights  are  shaken  with  the  frantic  fits 

Of  wikl  Orestes;  whose  delirious  brain. 

Stung  by  the  furies,  works  with  poison'd  thought; 

While  pale  and  monstrous  paining  shoeka  thw 

soul; 
And  mangled  consciousness  bemoans  Itself 
Fbr  ever  torn;  and  chaos  floating  round. 
What  dreanis  presage,   what  dangere  these  or 

those 
Portend  to  sanity,  tho*  prudent  seers 
Reveal'd  of  old,  and  men  of  deathless  fame. 
We  would  not  to  tbe  superstitious  mind 
Suggest  new  throbs,  new  vanities  of  fear. 
Tis  ours  to  teach  you  from  the  peaceful  nicht 
To  banish  omens  and  all  restless  woes. 

In  study  some  protract  the  silent  hours, 
Which  others  consecrate  to  mirth  and  wiue ; 
And  sleep  till  nood,  and  hardly  live  till  night. 
Bui  surely  this  redeems  not  from  the  shades 
One  hour  of  life.    Nor  does  it  naught  avail 
What  season  yon  to  drowsy  Morpheus  give 
Of  th'  ever-varying  circle  of  the  day ; 
Or  whether,  through  the  tedious  winter  gloom. 
You  tempt  the  midnight  or  the  morning  damps. 
The  body,  fresh  and  vigorous  from  repose,  . 

Defies  the  early  fogs:  but,  by  the  toila  ^ 

Of  wakeful  day  exhausted  and  unstrung. 
Weakly  resists  the  night's  unwholesome  breath. 
The  grand  discharge,  Ih'  eflfiision  of  the  skin, 
Sk>wly  impaired,  the  languid  maladies      [steal. 
Creep  on,   and  through  the  sick'aiog  functions 
As,  when  the  chilling  east  invades  the  Spring, 
The  delicate  narcissus  pines  away 
In  hectic  languor,  and  a  sk>w  disease 
Taints  all  the  &mily  of  flowers,  oondemn'd 
To  cniel  heav'ns.     But  why,  already  prone 
To  fade,  should  beauty  cherish  its  own  bane } 
O  shame!  Opity!  nipt  with  pale  quadrille. 
And  midnight  cares,  the  bloom  of  Albion  dies ! 

By  toil  subdu'd,  the  warrior  and  the  hind 
Sleep  fast  and  deep : .  their  active  functions  soon 
With  generous  streams  the  subtle  tubes  supply : 
And  soon  the  tonic  irritable  nerves 
Feel  the  fresh  impulse  and  awake  tbe  soul. 
The  sons  of  indolence  with  long  repose 
Grow  torpid ;  and,  with  slowest  Lethe  drunk. 
Feebly  and  ling'ringly  return  to  life. 
Blunt  every  sense  and  poir'riess  every  limb. 
Ye,    prone  to  sleep   (whom  sleeping  most  an- 
On  the  h»n\  matrass  or  elastic  eouch         (uoys) 
Extend  your  limbs,  and  wean  yourselves  fi\)m 

sloth; 
Nor  grudge  tbe  lean  projector,  of  dry  brain 
And  springy  nerves,  tbe  blandislunents  of  down : 
Nor  en%*y  while  Uvb  buried  bacchanal 
Exhales  his  surfeit  iurprolixer  dreams. 
He  without  riot,  in  the  balmy  feast 
Of  life,  tho  wants  of  nature  has  supply 'd. 
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Who  rues,  oool,  teme,  and  fdl  of  nod. 

But  pliant  nature  mora  or  leit  demandt, 

At  custom  forms  her;  and  all  suddea change 

She  hat«  of  hahit,  erea  from  bad  to  good* 

If  iaalts  in  life,  or  new  fmergeocies. 

From  habits  aige  yov  bj  long  thne  ooofirm'd. 

Slow  wmy  thechaage  arrive,  aad  stage  by  stage; 

Slow  as  the  shadow  o'er  the  dial  mores. 

Slow  as  the  stealing  progress  of  the  year. 

Observe  the  circling  year.     How  unperceiv'd 
Her  seasons  change!  Behold!  by  slow  degrees. 
Stem  Winter  tam'd  into^  rader  Spring; 
The  ripen 'd  Spring  a  milder  Sammer**  glows; 
The  parting  Summer  sheds  Pomona's  store. 
And  aged  Autumn  brews  the  winter  storm. 
Slow  as  they  come,  these  changes  come  not  void 
Of  mortal  shocks :   the  cold  and  torrid  reigns. 
The  two  great  periods  of  the  important  yeir, 
Are  in  their  Arst  approaches  seldom  safe; 
4  J      Funejal  Autumn  all  the  sickly  dread; 
/        And  ibe  black  fktes  deform  the  lovely  Spring. 
He  well  advis*d  who  taught  our  wiser  sires 
Eariy  to  borrow  Moicpvy's  warm  spoils, 
Ere  the  first  frost  has  loochM  the  tender  Made; 
And  late  resign  them,  though  the  wanton  Spring 
Should  deck  her  charms  with  all  her  sister's 

rays. 
For  while  the  effluence  of  the  skin  maintains 
Its  native  measure,-  the  pleuritic  Spring 
Glides  harmless  by ;  and  Autumn,  sick  to  death 
With  salknr  quartans,  no  oonUgkNi  breathes. 

I  in  prophetic  nambers  cnukl  unfold 
The  omens  of  the  year :  what  seasons  teem 
With  what  diseases ;  what  the  humid  South 
Prepares,  and  what  the  demon  of  the  East : 
But  you  perhaps  rsfiise  the  tedious  song, 
Besides,'  whatever  plagues  in  heat,  or  cold, 
Or  drought,  or  moisture  dwell,  they  hurt  not  you, 
SkiH'd  to  correct  the  vices  of  the  9ky, 
And  taught  aheady  how  to  each  extreme  ^ 

To  bend  your  life.    Bat  should  the  public  bane 
infoet  you  ;  or  some  trespass  of  your  own, 
Or  flaw  of  nature,  hint  morufity ; 
Soon  as  a  not  uaplcasing  horrour  glides 
Along  the  s^ine,  through  all  your  torpid  limbs ; 
*  When  fast  the  head  throbs,  or  the  stomach  fieeb 
A  sickly  load,  a  weary  pain  the  loins  ; 
BeCelauscaU'ds  the  fetes  come  rushing  on ; 
The  rapid  fates  admit  of  no  delay. 
While  wilful  you,  and  fotally  aecure. 
Expect  to  BDrrow^  mor^  auspicious  suH, 
The  growing  pest,  whose  iafimcy  was  weak 
And  easy  vaaqnish^d,  with  triumphant  sway 
O'erpow'rs  your  Itfls.    Pdr  want  of  timely  care. 
Millions  have  died  of  medicable  wounds. 

Ah  t  in  what  perHs  is  vain  life  engaged  I 
What  slight  neglects,  what  trivial  llsulti  destroy 
The  hardiest  frame  I   of  indolence,  of  toil, 
Wedie;   ofwaat,  of  snperAnity:   • 
The  all-furronndrog  Heaven,  theritaJair, 
Is  big  with  death.     And,    though  the  putrid 
Be  shut;  though  no  eonvalsive  agony      [South 
Shake,  from  the  deep  foundations  of  the  %rorld, 
Th'  imprisoo'd  plagues ;  a  secret  Venom  oft 
CorrupU  the  air,  the  water,  and  the  land. 
What  livid  deaths  has  sad  Byzaotinm  seen ! 
How  oft  has  Cairo,  with  a  mother's  woe. 
Wept  o'er  her  ilaiigbtef'd  seas  and  foody  streets! 
Even  Albion,  girt  with  lesamaligaant  skies. 


Albkm  the  poison  of  the  gods  has  draak. 
And  felt  the  sting  of  monsters  all  herown. 

Ere  yet  the  feU  PbntageneU  had  spent 
Their  ancient  rage,  at  Bosworth's  purple  field ; 
While,  for  which  tyrant  England  shoold  reoaive. 
Her  legions  in  inoestooos  murders  mix^ 
And  daily  horrours ;  till  the  fiites  were  drUDk 
With  kindred  blood  by  kindred  hands  psofoa'd: 
Another  plague  of  more  gigantic  arm 
Arose,  a  monster,  never  known  before. 
Reared  from  Cocytus  it*  portentous  head. 
This  rapid  fury  not,  like  other  pests, 
Pursu'd  a  gradual  course,  but  in  a  day 
Rusb'd  as  a  storm  o*er  half  the  astonished  iele. 
And  8trew*d  with  sudden  carcases  the  land. 

First,  through  the  shoulders,  or  whatever  paK 
Was  sciz'd  the  first,  a  fervid  vapour  sproo};. 
With  rash  combustion  thenoe,  the  quivering 
Shot  to  the  heart,  and  kindled  all  within ;  [spart;. 
And  soon  the  turfooe  caught  the  spreading  fires. 
Through  all  the  yielded  pores,  the  melted  t>lood 
Gush'd  out  in  smoky  sweats ;    but  nought  as- 

suag»d 
The  torrid  heat  within,  nor  ought  reHev*d 
The  stomach's  anguish.     With  incessant  tuii. 
Desperate  of  ease,  impalieat  of  their  pato. 
They  tois*d  from  side  to  side.  In  vain  the  stream 
Ran  fall  and  clear,  they  burnt  and  thirsted  stilL 
Hie  restless  arteries  with  rapid  Mood 
Beat  ihtMig  and  frequent.     Thick  and  pantinsfy 
The  breath  was  feteh'd,  and  with  huge  bfe'rings 

beav'd. 
At  1a^  a  heavy  pain  oppvess*d  the  head, 
A  wild  delirium  came;  their  weeping  fri«nda 
Were  strangers  now,  and  thi:*  no  home  of  tl»eir& 
Harass'd  with  toil  on  toil,'  the  sinking  pevere 
Lay  prostrate  and  overthrown ;  a  ponderous  sieep 
Wrapt  all  the  senses  up :  they  slept  and  died. 

In  some  a  gentle  hoirour  crept  at  firet 
O'er  all  the  limbs;  the  sluices  of  the  skin 
Withheld  then:  moisture,  till  by  art  proiok'id 
The  sweats  o'erflow'd;  but  in  a  clammy  tide : 
Now  free  and  copbus,  now  restrained  and  alow; 
Of  tinctures  various,  as  the  temperature 
Had  nux*d  the  blood ;  and  rank  with  feud  sieama 
As  if  the  pent-up  humours  by  delay 
Were  grown  more  fell,  more  putrid,  and  maligik 
Here  lay  their  hopes  (tho'  little  hope  remaioVI) 
With  full  effusion  of  perpetual  sweats 
To  drive  the  venom  out.    And  here  the  fates 
Were  khad,  that  long  they  linger'd  not  in  pain  ; 
For  who  sorviWd  the  Son's  diurnal  race 
Rose  from  the  dreary  gates  of  Hdl  fcdeem>d  : 
Some  the  sixth  hoar  oppressed,  and  some  the 
third. 

Of  many  thotisands  few  untainted  'seap'd  ; 
Of  those  infected  fewer  'scap'd  alive: 
Of  thoae  who  liv'd  some  felt  a  second  blow; 
And  whom  the  second  spar'd  a  third  destroyed. 
Frantic  with  fear,  they  sought  hy  flight  tu  shea 
l*he  fierce  contagioD.    O'er  "Um  mouraful  lead 
Th'  infected  city  poor'd  her  hmrrying  swarms: 
Rous'd  by  the  flames  that  fir'd  her  seala  anniid» 
Th'  infected  country  rush'd  into  the  town. 
Some,  sad  at  home,  and  ra  the  deseit  »mc^ 
Abjur'd  the  fetal  commerce  of  mankiad : 
In  vain :  where'er  they  fled,  the  fetes  puifo'd. 
Others,  with  hopes  more  qpecioaa,  cM^d  the 
maiui 
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To  seek  protection  in  far  distant  Bkt«8 ; 

But  Dooe  tbey  found.     It  seem'd  the  general  air, 

From  pole  to  pole,  from  Atluto  tbe  east, 

Was  tben  at  enmity  with  English  blood. 

For,  but  tbe  race  of  England,  all  were  safe 

In  foreign. dimes ;  noriUd  this  fiiry  taste 

The  foreian  blood  which  England  then  coatain'd. 

Where  should  they  fly }     The  circumambient 

Heaven 
lDVolv*d  them  still ;  and  every  breeze  was  bane. 
Where  find  relief?  The  salutary  art 
Was  mute ;  and,  startled  at  the  new  disease, 
In  fearful  whispers  hopeless  omens  gave. 
To  Heaven  with  suppliant  rites  tb^  sent  their 

pray'rs; 
Heav*n  beard  them  not.  Of  every  hope  deprived; 
Fatigued  with  vain  resouives ;  and  subdued 
With  woes  resistless  aad  enfeebling  fear; 
Passive  they  sunk  beneath  the  weighty  blow. 
Nothing  but  lamentable  sounds  was  beard, 
Nor  aught  was  seen  but  ghastly  views  of  death. 
Infectious  borronr  ran  from  facie  to  face. 
And  pale  despair.    'Twas  all  the  busine»  then 
To  tend  the  sick,  and  in  their  turns  to  die. 
In  heaps  they  fell :  and  oft  one  bed,  they  say, 
Tbe  siok*Ding,  dying,  and  the  dead  contained. 

Ye  guardian  gods,  on  whom  the  fates  depend 
Of  tottering  Albion!  ye  eternal  fires 
That  lead  thro*  Heav'n  tbe  wandering  year !  ye 


That  o'er  th'  encircling  elements  preside  1 
May  nothing  worse  than  what  this  age  has  seen 
Arrive  I  Enough  abroad,  enough  at  home 
Has  Albion  bled.     Here  a  distemper'd  heaven 
Has  thin'd  her  cities,  from  those  tofty  eliffs 
That  awe  prood  Gaul,  to  Thul^'s  wintry  reign ; 
While  in  the  west,  he5rondthe  Atlantic  fbom. 
Her  bravest  sons,  keen  for  the  fight,  have  dy'd 
The  death  of  cowards  and  of  common  men : 
Soak  void  of  wounds,  and  foU'n  without  renown. 
But  from  these  views  tbe  weeping  Muses  tnm. 
And  other  themes  invite  my  wauderipg  song. 


THE  AMT  OF  PRESERFING 
HEALTH, 

BOOK  IV.— THE  PASSIONS. 

The  choice  of  aliment,  the  choice  of  air, 

llie  use  of  toil,  and  all  external  th  jngs. 

Already  sung ;  it  now  remains  to  trace 

Wliai  good,  what  evil,  from  ourselves  proceeds: 

And  how  the  subtle  principle  within 

^iispires  with  health,  or  miues  with  strange  decay 

rhe  passi  ve  body .     Ye  poetic  shades 

Who  know  the  secrets  of  the  world  unseen. 

Assist  my  song !   for,  in  a  doubtful  theme 

Engag'd,  I  wander  thro*  myiterious  ways. 

There  is,  they  say,  (and  I  believe  there  is) 
A  spark  witbm  us  of  th'  immortal  fire. 
That  animates  and  moulds  tbe  grosser  frame  ; 


Wields  at  its  will  the  dull  material  ^rorid> 
And  is  the  body's  health  or  malady. 

By  ith  own  toil  the  gross  corporeal  frame 
Fatigues,  extenuates,  or  destroys  itselL 
Nor  less  tbe  labours  of  the  miud  corrode 
The  solid  fabric :  for  by  subtle  parts 
And  viewless  atoms,  secret  Nature  moves 
The  mighty  wheels  of  this  stupendous -world* 
By  subtle  fluids  pour'd  through  subtle  tubes 
The  natural  vital  functions  are  perfbrm'd. 
By  theserthe  stubborn  aliments  are  tam'd ; 
Tbe  tolling  heart  distributes  life  and  strdng^  ; 
These  the  stUI-crumbling  frame  rebuild;  arid 

tbesa 
Are  lost  in  thinking,  and  dissolve  in  air* 
But  tis  not  thought,  (for  still  the  soul's  em* 
ploy'd) 
'Tispahifbl  thii^ing  that  corrodes  our  day. 
Ail  day  the  vacant  eye  without  fatigae 
Strays  o'er  the  Heaven  and  E^rth ;  but  long  in- 
tent 
On  microscopic  arts,  its  Tigour  fails. 
Just  so  the  mind*  with  varioas  thought  amiis*d» 
Nor  aches  itself,  nor  gives  tbe  body  pain. 
But  anxious  study,  discontent,  and  care, 
Love  without  hope,  and  hate  wit^nt  revenge, 
And  fear,  and  jeak>osy,  fiitigoe  the  soul, 
Ensross  the  subtle  ministers  of  life, 
And  spoil  the  laboring  fimotioiW  of  thoir  shar«« 
Hence  the  lean  gkxmi  that  mehmcholv  w^ars  ; 
The  lover's  paleness  $  and  the  sallow  hue 
Of  envy,  jealousy;  the  meagre  stare 
Of  sore  revenge :  the  oanker'd  body  beoce 
Betrays  each  firetful  motion  of  the  mind. 
The  stiong'built  pedant,  who  both  nifbt  and 
day  F         ^ 

Feeds  on  the  coarsest  fiue  the  sohooU  bestow. 
And  cmdely  fattens  at  gross  BtinaMtn's  stall  $ 
O'erwhelm'd  with  phlegm  lies  in  adropty  drown'd. 
Or  sinks  in  lethargy  before  his  timeu 
With  useful  studies  jrou,  ^xA  arts  that  plieaae 
Empk>y  your  mind ;  amuse,  butnotf^atigue. 
Peace  to  each  drowsy  metapbysic  sage  1 
And  ever -may  all  heavy  systeOMflest  I 
Yet  some  ther^  are,  even  of  elastic  parta. 
Whom  strong  and  obstinate  ambition  leads 
Thro' all  the  nigged  roads  of  barren  lore. 
And  gives  to  relish  what  their  generous  taste 
Wou  id  else  refuse.    But  may  not  thirst  of  fisme. 
Nor  love  of  knowledge,  urge  you  to  fiitigue 
With  constant  dnidgery  the  liberal  soul. 
Toy  with  your  books :  and,'as  the  variooa  tti 
Of  hnmour  seize  you,  from  philosophy 
To  ^ble  shift :  from  serious  Antonine 
To  Rabelais'  ravings,'  and  from  pruae  to  song. 

While  reading  pleases,  but  no  longer,  rc»ad ; 
And  read  aloud  resounding  Homer's  strain. 
And  wield  th«  thunder  of  Demosthenes. 
The  chest  so  eiercWd  improves  its  strength  ; 
And  quick  vibrations  through  the  bowels  drive 
Tbe  restless  blood,  which  hi  unaotive daya 
Would  loiter  d»s  tlu^'  unelastic  inbes. 
Deem  it  not  tviflioK  wWle  I  recommend 
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Of  knowledge  bent,  it  starres  the  grosser  powen  : 
Quite  unemployed,  against  its  own  repose 
It  tiim«  its  l^ta)  edfe,  and  sharper  pangs 
Than  what  the  body  knows  embitter  life. 
'  Chiefly  #faere  solitnde,  sad  narse  of  care. 
To  sickly  musing  gives  the  pensive  mind. 
There  nfadness  enters ;  and  the  dim-eyM  fiend, ' 
Sour  Melancholy,  night  and  day  provokes 
Her  own  eternal  wound.    The  Sun  g^ws  pale ; 
A  mournful  nsionary  light  o'erspreads 
The  cheerfnl  fbee  of  Nature :  Earth  becoows 
A  drear/ desert,  and  Heaven  fh>wns  above. 
Then  various  shapes  of  cnrB*d  itiusion  rise  s 
Whafe'er  the  wretched  fears,  creating  fear 
Forms  out  Of  nothing,  and'with  monsters  teems 
Unknown  in  Hell.    The  prostrate  soul  ben^tfa 
A  load  of  huge  imagination  heaves; 
And  aH  the  horrours  that  the  murderer  feds 
With    anxious  Autterings '  wAke    the    goiltless 
b^ast. 
Snch  phantoms  pride  in  solitary  scenes, 
Or  fear,  or  delicate  self-kive  creates. 
From  other  cares  absolved,  the  busy  mind 
Finds  in  ymfrself  atheme*to  pore  upon ; 
It  finds  you  miserable,  or  makes  you  so. 
For  white  yourself  you  «nxioiijly  explore, 
Timorous  self-love,  with  sick'ning  fimcy's  aid{ 
Presents  the  danger  that  you  dread  the  most^ 
And  ever  gnlls  you  in  your  tender  part.    '^^ 
Hence  sontie  for  lore,  and  some  for  jealonsy, 
For  grim  religion  some,  and  some  for  pride-, 
Have  lost  their  reason :  some  for  fear  of  want 
Want  nil  their  lives;  and  others  every  day 
For  fear  of  dying  suffer  worse  than  death. 
Ah  1  lipm  your  bosoms  banish  if  you  can 
Those  fatal  guests ;  and  first  the  demon  Fear, 
That  trembles  at  i mp6sslble  events ;   . 
Lost  aged  Atlas  should  resign  bis  kMid, 
And  Heaven's  eternal  battlements  rush  down. 
Is  there  nn  evil  worse  than  fear  itself? 
And'mhat  avails  it  (hat  indulgent  Heaven 
From  mortal  eyes  has  wrapt  the  woes  to  come. 
If  we,  ingenious  to  torment  ourselves, 
Grow  pale  at  hideous  fictions  of  Oii^ own  ? 
Enjoy  the  present :  nor  with  needless  cares, 
Of  what  may  spving  from  blind  misfortune's 

womb, 
Appal  the  surest  hoiir  that  life  bestows. 
Serene,  and  master  of  yourself,  prepare 
For  what  may  come ;  and  leave^the  rest  to  Hea- 
ven. ' 
Oft  from  the  body,  by  long  ails  mis-tun'd^ 
These  evils  tfpnHig,^  the  most  important  health. 
That  of  the  mind,  destroy :  and  when  the  mind 
They  first  invade,  the  Conscious  body  soon        . 
In' sympathetic  langoishment  decline. 
These  chronic  passions,  while  from  real  woes 
They  rise,  and  yet  without  the  body's  fault 
Infest  the  soul,  admit  one  only  cure ; 
Diversion,  hurry,  and  a  restless  life.  > 
Vain  are  th^  consolations  of  the  wise ; 
In  vain  your  friends  would  reason  down  your 
pain.  '  '  ■.-,,. 
O  ye,  whose  souls  relentless  love  has  tam'd 


Your  sad  complaint  Go,  seek  tbe  cheerful  hamti 
Of  men,  and  mingle  with  the  bosUIng  crowd  ; 
Lay  scbemat  fur  wealth,  or  power,  or  Cune,  the 

wirii 
Of  nobler  minds,  and  posh  tbem  night  and  day. 
Or  join  tbe^aravan  in  quest  of  scenes 
New  to  yonr  eyes,  and  shHting  every  boor» 
Beyond  the  Alps,  beyond  the  Appeoninea. 
Or  more  ^venf  ruus,  rush  into  tbe  field 
Where  war  grows  hot ;  and,  raging  thro*  the  sky. 
The  lofty  trumpet  swells  the  miadd'niiigsoal: 
And  in  the  hardy  camp  and  tuUsome  march 
Forget  all  softer  and  leas  manly  cares. 
But  mostj  too  pasai;ve  when  the  blood  mns 
low. 
Too  weakly  ntdoleDt  to  strive  with  psin. 
And  bravdy  by  resisting  coaquer  (ate. 
Try  Circe's  arts  ;  and  in  the  tempting  bowl 
Of  poison'd  nectar  sweet  oblivion  swiJi.      [soires 
Struck  by  the  powerful  charm,  tbe  gloom  dtH- 
In  empty  air,  Elysium  opens  roQod, 
A  pleiising  phrenzy  buoys  the  lightenM  soul. 
And  sanguine  hopes  dispel  your  fleeting  care; 
And  what  was  dittcult,  and  what  mna  dire. 
Yields  to  your  prowess  and^superior  stars: 
The  happiest  you  of  all  that  e'er  were  mad. 
Or  are,  or  shall  be,  could  this  folly  last. 
But  soon  your  Heavenfis  gone ;  a  heavier  gloom 
Shuts  o'er  your  head :  and  is  the  tbuDd'riag 

stream, 
Swoln  o'er  its  bsoiks  with  sudden  moontain  rain. 
Sinks  from  its  tumult  to  a  silent  brook ; 
So,  when  the  frantic  raptures  in  ywu  breait 
Subside,  you  languish  into  mortml  man  ; 
You  sleep,  and  waking  find  yourself  andooe. 
For,  prodigal  of  life,  in  one  rash  night 
You  lavished  naore  than  might  support  three  days. 
A  heavy  morning  comes ;  your  csires  retnm 
With  tenfold  rage.    An  anxious  stomach  well 
Msy  beeodur'd ;  so  may  the  throbbing  kiead  : 
But  such  a  dim  deKrium,  snch  a  dream. 
Involves  you ;  sudi  a  dastardly  deqMur 
Unmans^yoor  soul,  as  madd'oing  P^theus  felt. 
When,  baited  round  Cytbcron's  cruel  sides 
He  saw  tiro  suns,  and  double  Thebes  ascend. 
You  cnrse  the  sluggish  port;  you   curse  the 

wretch,    \ 
The  felon,  with  unnatural  mixture  first 
Wbodar'd  to  Violate  the  virgin  wine. 
Or  on  the  fugitive  champaign  ]rou  poor 
A  thousand  curses ;  for  to  Heav'n  it  wrapt 
Your  soul,  to  plunge  you  deeper  in  despair. 
Perhaps  yon  roe  even  that  diviner  gift, 
The  gay, serene,  good-natur'd  Burgundy, 
i)T  tbe  fresh  fragrant  vintage  of  the  Rhine : 
And  wish  that  Heaven  from  mortals  hadintbbeld 
Tbe  grape,  and  all  intoxicating  bowls. 

Besides,  it  wounds  you  sore  to  recollect 
What  follies  in  your  loose  unguarded  boor 
Escap'd.     For  one  irrevocable  word. 
Perhaps  that  meant  no  harm,  you  lose  a  firiend. 
Or  in  the  rage  of  wine  your  hasty  baud 
Peribrms  a  deed  to  haunt  you  to  the  grave. 
Add  that  voor  means,  vour  heahb,  your  iiarts. 
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A  name  still  to  be  ntter'd  with  m  sigh. 
Your  last  ungracefbl  scene  has  quite  eflbc'd 
'     All  sense  and  memory  of  your  former  worth. 

Huwto  live  happiest  ?  how  avoid  the  pains. 
The  disappointments,  and  disgusts  of  those 
Who  would  in  pleasure  all  their  hoars  employ  ^ 
The  precepts  here  of  a  divine  old  man 
1  conld  recite.    Tho*  old»  htf  still  retain'd 
Hit  manly  seme,  and  energy  of  mind. 
Virtuous  and  wise  he  was,  but  not  severe ; 
He  still  remembered  that  he  once  was  jroung ; 
His  easy  presence  checkM  n^  decent  jpy. 
Him  even  the  dissolute  admir'd;  for  he 
A  graceful  looseness  when  he  pleased  put  on, 
And  laughing  could  instruct.  Much  had  he  read. 
Much  more  bad  seen :  he  studied  from  the  life. 
And  in  th*  original  ^rus'd  mankind. 

Vers'd  in  the  woes  and  vanities  of  life, 
He  pitied  man  :  and  much  he  pitied  those 
Whom    falsply-smiling    fate    has    cursM    with 

means 
To  dissipate  their  days  in  quest  of  joy. 
**  Our  aim  is  happiness ;  'tis  yours,  *tia  mine,** 
He  said,  *<  'tis  the  pursuit  of  all  that  live : 
Yet  few  attain  it,  if 'twas  ere  attained. 
Bot  they  the  widest  wander  from  the  mark, 
Who  thro*  the  flowery  paths  of  sauntering  joy 
Seek  this  coy  goddess :  that  from  stage  to  stage 
Invites  us  still,  but  shifts  as  we  pursue. 
For,  not  to  name  the  pains  that  pleasure  brings 
To  counterpoise  itself,  releni  less  fate 
Forbids  that  we  thro'  gay  voliiptuous  wilds 
Should  ever  roam :  and  were  tbe  fates  mon^  kind. 
Our  narrow  luxuries  would  soon  grow  stale: 
^     Were  these  exhau8tle»>s,  nature  would  grow  sick. 
And,  cloy*d  with  pleasuic^,  squeamishly  <x>mplain 
Tliat  alt  is  vanity,  and  life  a  dream. 
T>et  nature  rest :  be  busy  for  yourself. 
And  for  your  friend ;  be  busy  even  in  vain, 
Rather  than  teaseher  sate^  appetites. 
Who  never  ^uts,  no  banquet  e^erenjoys ; 
Who  never  toils  or  watches,  never  sleeps. 
Let  nature  rest :  and  when  the  taste  of  joy 
Qrowskeen,  indulge ;  but  shun  satiety. 

<*  'Tis  not  for  morUls  always  to  b&  blest. 
But  him  tbe  least  the  dull  or  painful  hours 
Of  life  oppress,  whom  sober  sense  conducts, 
.    And  victue,  thro'  thi<i  labj^rinth  we  taead. 
Virtue  and  sense  I  mean  not  to  disjoin ; 
Vgtue  and  sense  are  one :  and,  trust  me,  still 
A  faithless  heart  betrajrs  the  head  unsound. 
Virtue  (for  mere  good-nature  is  a  fool) 
Is  sense  and  spirit  with  humanity : 
'7*is  sometimes  angry,  and  its  frown  confounds ; 
Tis  even  vhidictive,  but  in  vengeance  just. 
Knaves  fain  would  laugh  at  it  j  some  great  ones 

dare; 
But  at  his  heart  the  most  undaunted  son 
Of  fortune  dreads  its  name  and  awful  charms* 
To  noblest  i^es  this  determines  wealth ; 
This  is  tbe  solid  pomp  of  prosperous  days  ; 
The  peace  and  shelter  of  adversity^ 
And  if  yon  pant  for  glory,  build  yoiur  fame 
On  this  foundation,  which  the  secret  shock 
Defies  of  envy  and  all-sapping  time. 
Thegawdy  gloss  of  fixtune  oul|r  strikes 
The  vulgar  eye ;  the  suffrage  of  the  wise 
Tbe  praise  that's  worth  ambition,  is  attaia'd 
Jif  senfc  alone,  and  dignity  of  mind. 


**  Virtue,  the  strength  and  beauty  of  the  sonlt 
Is  the  best  gift  of  Heaven :  a  happiness 
That  even  above  the  smiles  and  frowns  of  fat« 
Exalts  great  Nature's  favourites ;  a  wealth 
That  ne'er  encumbers,  nor  can  be  transferr'd. 
Riches  are  Oft  by  guilt  and  basenens  eam'd ; 
Or  dealt  by  chance  to  shield  a  lucky  knave. 
Or  throw  a  cruel  sunshine  on  a  fool. 
But  for  one  end,  one  mnch-neglected  use. 
Are  riches  worth  your  care ;  (for  nature's  wants 
Are  few,  and  withiont  opulence  supply'd ;) 
This  noMe  end  is,  to  produce  the  soul ; 
To  show  the  virtues  hi  their  foirest  light  $ 
To  make  humanity  the  minister 
Of  bounteous  Providence ;  and  teach  the  breast 
That  generous  luxury  the  gods  enjoy." 

Thus,  in  hts  graver  vero,  the  friendly  sage 
Sometimes  declaim'd.    Of  right  and  wrong  he 

taught 
Truths  as  re6n*d  as  ever  Athens  heard  ; 
And  (strange  to  telll)   lie  practis'd  what  be 

prcach'd. 
Skill'd  in  the  paAions,  how  to  check  their  sway. 
He  knew,  as  far  as  reason  can  control 
The  lawless  powers.     But  other  cares  are  miQQ : 
Form'd  in  the  school  of  PSBon,i  relate 
What  passfoiis  hurt  the  body,  what  improte  ; 
Avoid  them,  or  invite  them  as  you  may. 

iCnow  then,  whatever  chceiful  and  serene 
Supports  t^e  mind,  supports  the  body  too. 
Hence,  the  most  vital  movement  mortals  fieel 
Is  hope :  the  balm  and  life-blood  of  the  soul. 
It  pleases,  and  it  lasts.     Indulgent  Heaven 
Sent  down  the  khid  delusion^  through  the  paths 
Of  rugged  Jife  to  lead  us  patient  on ; 
And  make  our  happiest  state  no  tedious  thing. 
Our  greatest  good,  and  what  we  least  can  spare. 
Is  hope :  the  last  of  all  our  evils,  fear. 

But  there  are  passions  grateful  to  the  breast. 
And  yet  no  friends  to  life :  perhaps  they  please 
Or  to  excess,  and  dissipate  the  soul  $ 
Or  while  they  please,  torment    The  s^bboni 

clown. 
The  ill-tam'd  ruffian,  and  pale  usnrerf 
(If  love's  omnipotence  sochliearts  can  mould) 
May  safely  mellow  into  love;  and  grow^ 
Refin'd,  humane,  and  generous,  if  they  can. 
Love  in  such  bosoms  never  to  a  fault 
Or  pains  or  pleases.    But  ye  finer  souls, 
Form'd  to  soft  luxury,  and  prompt  to  thrill 
With  all  the  tumults,  all  the  joys  and  pains. 
That  beauty  gives;  with  caution  and  reserve 
Indulge  the  sweet  destroyer  of  repose. 
Nor  court  too  much  the  qneen  of  charming  cares. 
For,  while  the  cherish'd  poison  in  ^our  breast 
Ferments  and  maddens  ;  sick  with  jeakmsy, 
Absepce,  distrust,  or  even  with  anxious  joy^       / 
The  wholesome  appetites  and  powers  olT  life 
Dissolve  in  languor.    The  coy  stomach  loathes 
The  genial  board :  your  cheerful  days  are  gone : 
The  generous  bloom  that  flush'd  your  cheeks  if 

fled. 
To  sighs  devoted  and  to  tender  pains. 
Pensive  jrou  sit,  or  solitary  stray, 
And  waste  your  youth  in  musing.    Musing  fiq^ 
Toy  'd  into  csu^  your  unsuspecting  heart :    ' 
It  found  a  liking  there,  a  sportful  fire, 
Aad  that  fomented  into  serious  love; 
Wliich  (mismg  daily  strengtbens  kuf  impmret 
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TWo^  all  tbc  beif^tt  of  fDadaeti  and  rooMooe : 
And  yoa're  ttDdooa,  the  £aal  ibalt  has  aped. 
If  oaee  yoa  doobt  wlietber  you  lore  or  bo. 
The  body  waatet  away ;  tb*  Meded  mind, 
Disfolv'd  io  femaW  teadenMia,  forgeu 
Eacb  Dumly  virtue,  and  fnms  dead  to  lamo. 
Sweet  Haaven,  from  iocb  inUnicating  cbarmt 
Defend  all  worthy  hreaiU  !  not  that  1  deem 
Love  always  dasgenmf,  ahrayt  to  be  •hwno^d. 
tove  well  repud,  and  not  tea  weakly  tank 
In  wanton  and  unmanly  teadainem. 
Adds  bloom  to  heeith ;  o'er  ev'ry  virtue  sheds 
A  gmy,  humane,  a  sweet,  and  generous  gvaoa. 
And  brightens  aU  the  ornaments  of  roan. 
But  fruitless,  h0peless»  disappointed,  rach'd 
With  jeakMsy,  latsguM  with  hope  and  fear, 
Tuo  serious,  or  too  langnishingly  fond, 
Uonerrea  the  bady  and  unmans  the  foul. 
And  some  have  died  for  love;  and 


with  desperate  hands  themielTes  have 


8ome  to  extinguish,  others  to  prevent, 
A  mad  devotkNi  to  one  dangerous  £ur. 
Court  all  they  meet  i  in  hopes  to  dissipate 
The  cares  of  love  amongst  an  hundred  brides. 
Th*  event  is  doubtful :  fi>r  there  are  «^  find 
A  cure  in  this;  there  are  who  find  it  not. 
*TiH  no  relief,  alas  !   it  rather  galls 
The  wound,  to  those  who  are  sincerely  Mck. 
For  while  fivm  feverish  and  tumultuous  joys 
'llie  oervea  grow  lauguid  and  the  liool  subsides. 
The  tender  lancy  smarts  with  every  sting, 
And  what  was  love  before  b  madoeu  now. 
Is  health  your  care,  or  luxury  your  aim. 
Be  temperate  still :  when  Nature  bids,  obey  ; 
Her  wild  impatient  tallies  bear  no  curb: 
But  when  the  prurient  habit  of  delight. 
Or  loose  imagination  spurs  you  on 
Tu  decdi  above  your  strength,  impute  it  not 
To  I^aturc :  Nature  all  compulsion  hates. 
Ah  !  let  not  luxury  nor  vain  renown 
Crj?e  you  to  feats  you  well  might  sleep  without; 
To  make  what  ihotUd  be  rapture  a  fatigue, 
A  tedious  tfutk ;  noriu  the  wanton  arms 
Of  twining  Lais  melt  your  manhood  down. 
For  from  the  colliquation  of  soft  joys       [was  I 
liow  chaug'd  yon  rise  !   the  ghost  of  what  you 
Languid,  and  melancholy,  ^nd  gaunt,  and  wan; 
Your.veins  exhausted,  and  your  nerves  unstrung. 
Spoil 'd  of  its  balm  and  sprightly  zest,  the  blood 
prows  vpipid  phlegm ;  along  the  tender  nerves 
(To  each  slight  impulse  tremblingly  awake) 
A  subtle  dead  that  mimics  all  tlie  plagues, 
Kapid  and  recess  springs  from  part  to  part 
The  blooming  honours  of  3rour  youth  are  fiillen ; 
Your  vigour  pines ;  your  vital  powers  decay ; 
Diseases  hauiat  you ;  and  untimely  age 
Creeps  on ;  unsocial,  impotent,  and  lewd. 
InfatuaU,  impious  epicure !  to  waste 
The  stores  of  pleasure,  cheerfulness,  and  health  1 
Infatuate  all  who  make  delight  their  trade. 
And  coy  perdjllon  every  hour  pursue. 

Who  pint^  with  love,  or  in  lascivious  flames 
Consumes,,  is  with  his  own  consent  undone ; 
He  chooses  to  lie  ^rretched,  to  be  mad  ; 
And  warn'd,  proceeds,  and  wiKiil  to  his  fate. 
But  there's  a  passion,  whose  tempestuous  sway, 
Tears  up  each  virtue  planted  in  his  breast,  ' 


And  shakes  to  rains  proud  piiiloespby. 
For  pale  a«l  tiembhag  anger  rashes  in,   [i 
With  fsnk'ringipuagh,  and    eyes  tha 
Fiefoe  as  the  tiger,  madder  tbaa  the  peas. 
Desperate,  and  ana'd  with 


npel 


I! 


How  soon  the  calm,  hmnane,  i 
Forgeu  coBpwnetioa,  ai 
Who  pines  hi  lewe,  or  wi 
Envy,  or  ignoauoy,  or  tnder  grin. 
Slowly  descends,  andKag^ag.toHieslHidcs: 
But  he  whom  anger  stiags,  drains,  if  he  dies. 
At  once,  and  rushes  apoptertic  down; 
Or  a  Aeiee  fever  hnrrics-him  to  Hell. 
For,  as  the  body  ^vo*  ■mnmber'd  strings 
Reveiberalcseach  vibratiovMif  the  soul  ; 
As  is  the  passion,  sneh  is  atillihe  paui 
The  body  feab:  or  chrome,  or  acole. 
And  ofta  sodden  storm  at  onoe  o^orpowers 
The  life,  or  gives  your  reason  to  the  winds. 
Such  fates  attend  the  rash  alarm  of  fear. 
And  suddeq-gri^  and  rage,  and  sodden  j(]^. 

There  are,  meantime,  to  wbomtbe  bobfrous 
Is  health,  and  only  fills  the  sails  of  tife.         [fit 
For  where  the  mind  a  torpid  winter  leads, 
W  rapt  in  a  body  corpulent  and  ooM , 
And  each  clogg'd  ftiacftion  taxHy  moves  on ; 
A  generous  sally  spurns  th'  incmnbent  load, 
.  Unlocks  the  breast,  and  gives  a  oonlial  ghnr. 
lUit  if  your  wrathful  bkwd  is  apt  to  bull, 
Or  are  your  nerves  too  irritably  strong. 
Wave  all  dispute ;  be  cautious,  if  yoa  joke  ; 
Keep  Lent  for  ever,  and  forswear  the  Ih>wI. 
For  one  rash  moment  sends  yon  to  the  shades, 
Or  shatters  ev'ry  hopeful  adteme  ofNfe, 
And  gives  to  horrour  all  3Wir  days  to  oome. 
Fate,  arm'd  with  thunder,  fire,  and  ev'ry  plague, 
That  ruins,  tortures,  or  dittraets  mmicind. 
And  makes  the  happy  wretched  in  an  boor, 
O'enf  helms  you  not  with  Woes  so  horriMe 
As  your  own  wrath,  nor  gives  more  sodden -blows. 

While  choler  works,  good  friend,  yon  may 
he  wrong. 
Distrust  yourself,  and  rieep  before  yon  fight 
TIs  not  too  late  to  morrow  to  be  brave  ; 
If  honour  bids,  tomorrow  kill  or  die. 
But  calm  advice  against  a  raging  fit 
Avails  too  little  ;  and  it  braves  the  power 
Of  all  that  ever  tooght  in  prose  or  song. 
To  tan«e  the  fiend,  that  sleeps  a  gentle  lamb. 
And  wakes  a  lion.     Unprovoik'd  md  eahn. 
You  reason  well ;  see  as  you  ought  to  see. 
And  wonder  at  the  madness  of  mankind : 
Sei^'d  with  the  common  rage,  you  soon  forget 
The  speculations  of  your  wiser  boms. 
Betiet  with  furies  of  all  deadly  shapes. 
Fierce  aod  insidious,  yiolent  and  slow  : 
W^itb  all  that  urge  or  lure  us  on  to  fato : 
What  refuge  shall  we  seek  ?  what  arms  prepare  ? 
Where  reason  proves  too  weak,  or  void  df  wiles 
To  cope  with  subtle  or  impetuous  powers, 
1  would  invoke  new  p^sions  to  your  aid : 
With  indignatktt  would  extinguish  fear ; 
With  fear,  or  generous  pity,  vanquish  rage  ; 
Ami  love  with  pride ;  and  force  to  force  oppose. 

There  is  a  oharm,  a  power,   that  sways  the 
Bids  every  pasdon  revel  or  be  still  i      [breast^ 
Inspires  with  rage,  or  aM  yonr  cares  dissolves; 
Can  sooth  distractioo,  and  ahoost  despair. 
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Thai  power  18  mnsic :  Ikr-beyond  the  stretch 
Of  those  unmeaniDg  warblers  on  our  stage ; 
'Those  clumsy  heroes,  those  fat-headed  gods, 
Who  iBore  no  passion  justly  but  contempt : 
¥nK>.  like  our  dancers,  (light  indeed  and  strong!) 
Do  wond'rous  feats,  but  never  heard  of  grace. 
The  fault   is  ours ;  we   bear  those    monstrous 

Good  UfiKtem  1  we  praise  them :  wt,  with  lo«d* 

est  peals 
Applaud  the  fool  that  highest  lifts  his  heels ; 
^M  with  iasq)id  show  of  ra4>tore,  die 
Of  ideot  notes  imperthieBtly  losg. 
But  be  the  Muae's  Itttvel  jusUy  shares, 
A  poet  he,  and  toucfa'd  with  Heaven's  own  6re, 
Who,  with  Md  rageor  sotemn  pomp  of  soond, 
InAames,  exalte,  and  raviabes  thesoiil ; 
How  tender,  plaintive,  sweet  almost  to  pain, 
In  love  dissolves  you ;  now  in  sprightly  ttraios 
Breathes  a  gay  rapture  tbio'   yonr  tlMfilUng 

breiuKs; 
Or  melts  the  hearts  with  airs  dtvfaiely  sad  ; 
Or  wakes  to'faorrour  the  tremendous  stiings. 
tjuch  was  the  bard,  whose  heavenly  strains  of  old 
^ppeas*d  the  fiend  of  metanchoiy  8aMl. 
Such  was,  if  old  and  heathen  fame  say  tnie. 
The  man  who  hade  the  Tbeban  dooies  aaeend, 
And  taaa'd  the  nrage  nationrwith  biteoDg ; 
And  sudi  the  Tbraoian,  whoae  oselodioas  lyfe, 
Tup'd  lo  flcft  woe,  made  all  themoanUin  weep ; 
Sooth'd  even  th'  inexorable- powers  of  Hell« 
And  half  redeemed  his  lost  Eurydice. 
Music  eicaltseaeh  joy,  aHays  each  grief, 
£xpels  diseases,  softens  every  pain. 
Subdues  the  nigeof  poison  and  of  plague  j 
And  hence  the  wise  of  anciept  days  ador*d 
One  power  of  physic,  melody,  and  soog* 
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AN  EPISTLE  TO  EUMEKE8. ' 

1751. 

KiMDto  my  frailties  still, Eumenes,  hear; 
Once  more  1  try  the  patience  of  your  ear. 
Not  oft  I  sing :  the  happier  for  the  town, 
Sostunn'd  already  they're  quite  stupid  grown 
With  monthly,  daily — charming  things  I  own. 
Happy  fbr  them,  1  seldom  court  the  Nine  i 
Another  art,  a  serious  art  is  mine. 
Of  nauseous  verses  offer'd  once  a  week, 
**  You  cannot  say  I  did  it,**  if  you're  sick. 
Twas  ne'er  my  pride  to  shine  by  flashy  fits 
Amongst  the  dailv,  weekly,  monthly  wits. 
Content  if  some  few  friends  indulge  my  name. 
So  slightly  am  I  stubg  with  love  of  famet 
I  would  not  scrawl  one  hundred  idle  lines — 
Not  for  the  praise  of  all  the  magazines. 

Yet  oDoe  a  moon,  perhaps,  i  steal  a  night ; 
And,  if  our  sire  Apollo  pleases,  write,     [follow, 
You  amfle :    but  a!l  the  train  the  Muse  that 
Cbristiantf  and  dances,  still  we  quote  Apollo. 

^  This  Tittle  piece  was  addressed  to  a  worthy 
gentleman,  as  an  expression  of  gratitude  fbr  his 
kind  endeavours  to  do  the  author  a  great  piece 
of  service. 


Uphappy  still  Ottrjpoets  will  \ 
To  GkJths,  that  stare  astonished  at  their  versa  : 
To  the  rank  trihss  submit  their  virgin  lap : 
So  gross,  SO  bestial,  is  the  hist  of  praise  ! 

1  to  sound  judges  fron  the  mob  appeal. 
And  write  to  those  who  must  my  sabjoct  feel. 
Eumenes,  these  dry  moral  lines  I  t/ast  [disgust* 
With   you,    whom   nought  that's   iMoral   cau 
With  you  I  venture,  in  plain  hoiiie.^pun  sense. 
What  1  imagine  of  Benevoleaee. 

Of  all  the  monsters  of  the  homan  kind. 
What  strikes  ]rou  most  is  the  low  selfish  mind. 
You  wonder  bow,  without  one  liberal  joy. 
The  steady  miser  can  his  years  emptoy  ; 
Without  one  friend,  however  his  fortunes  thrive, 
Despis'd  and  bated,  how  he  bears'  to  live. 
With  honest  warmth  of  heart,  with  aoroe  degree 
Of  pity  that  such  wretobed  things  should  be. 
You  scorn  the  sordid  fcnave-*He  grins  atjrou. 
And  deems  himself  the  wiser  of  the  twa — 
Tis  all  but  taste,  howe'er  we  sift  the  case ; 
He  has  his  joy,  as  every  oreatmre  has. 
'Tis  true,  he  cannot  boast  an  angePa  share. 
Yet  has  what  happiness  his  organs  bear. 
Thou  likewise  mad'st  the  high  aeraphic  soul. 
Maker  Omnipotent  1  and  tlioo  the  owl. 
Heav^nfor^i'd  him  too,and  doubtlessfbr  some  use :, 
But  Crane-court  knows  not  yet  all  Natace's  views. 

Tis  chiefly  taste,  or  Mont,  or  gross,  or  fine. 
Makes  life  insipid,  bestial,  or  divine. 
Better  be  born  with  taste  to  litde  rent. 
Than  the  dull  monarch  of  a  contineBt. 
Without  this  bounty  which  the  Gods  bestow, 
pan  Fortone  make  one  favourite  happy? — No. 
As  well  might  Fortune  In  her  fnlie  vein. 
Proclaim  an  oyster  sovere&gnof  the  main. 
Without  fine  nerves,  and  bosom  justly  warmed. 
An  eye,  an  ear,  a  faincy  to  be  cfaarm'd, 
In  vain  majestic  Wren  expands  the  dome ; 
Blank  as  pale  stucco  Rnhens  lines  the  room  : 
Lost  are  the  raptures  of  bold  Uandefs  stnTm  ^ 
Great  Tully  storms,  sweet  Virgil  sings,  in  vain. 
The  beauteous  forms  of  Natuie  are  eftic*d  ; 
Tempo's  soft  charms,  the  raging  watery  waste ; 
Each  greatly-wild,  each  sweet  romantic  scene. 
Unheeded  rises,  sand  almost  nnseen. 

Yei  these  are  joys,  with  some  of  better  chiy. 
To  sooth  the  toils  of  life's  embarrassed  way. 
These  the  fine  firame  with  charming  horrours  chill, 
And  ^ive  the  nerves  delightfully  to  thrill. 
But  of  all  taste  the  noblest  and  the  best. 
The  first  eqjoymentof  the  gcneroos  breast. 
Is  to  behold  in  man's  obnoxious  state 
Scenes  of  content,  and  happy  turns  of  fate. 
Fair  views  of  Nature,  shining  works  of  art. 
Amuse  the  fancy :  hut  thosetouch  the  heart. 
Chiefly  for  this  proud  epic  song  delights. 
For  this  some  riot  on  th*  Arabian  Nights. 
Each  oase  is  aurt :  and  fbr  the  human  mind 
Tis  monstrous  not  to  feel  fbr  all  mankind. 
Were  aU  mankind  unhappy,  whoccmld  taste 
Elysium?  or  be  solitarily  blest? 
Shock'd  with  aurfOttsdiag  shapes  of  human  woe, 
All  that  or  seBie  or  fiuicy  conkUheslow, 
You  wouM  reject  with  sick  and  ooy  disdain. 
And  pant  to  see  one  cheerful  face  again. 

But  if  life's  better  prospecU  to  behold 
So  much  delight  the  man  of  generous  mould  ^ 
How  happy  they,  the  great,  the  godlike  few,     . 
Who  daily  cultivate  this  pleasing  view  1 
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This  is  a  joy  pcwMStM  bjr  few  indeed  f 
Dame  Fortune  has  so  many  fbola  to  feed. 
She  cannot  oft  afford,  fHtb  all  her  store. 
To  yield  her  smiiet  where  Nature  smil'd  before. 
To  sinking  worth  a  cordial  hand  to  lend ; 
"With  better  fortune  to  snrpriEe  a  firtend ; 
To  cheer  the  modest  stranger's  lonely  state  ; 
Or  snatch  an  'vpban  family  from  fate ; 
To  do,  possess'^  with  ▼rrtue'i  noblest  fire, 
Such  generous  deeds  as  we  with  tears  admire; 
Deeds  that,  abore  ambition's  Tolgar  aii^j, 
Secure  an  amiable,  a  solid  fbme :  [seize ; 

Thpse  are  such  joys  as  Heaven*s  first  ferou  rites 
These  please  3H>u  now,  and  will  for  ever  please. 

Too  seldom  we  great  moral  deeds  admire ; 
The  will,  the  power,  th»  occasion  mustconspii«. 
Yet  few  there  are  so  impotent  and  low. 
But  can  some  small  good  offices  bestow. 
Small  as  they  are,  however  cheap  tliey  come. 
They  add  still  something  to  the  general  sum  : 
And  him  who  gives  the  little  in  his  power. 
The  world  acquits;  and  fleaven  demands  no  more. 
Unhappy  he  !  who  feels  each  neighbour's  woe. 
Yet  no  relidr,  no  comfort  can  bestow, 
rnbappy  too,  who  feels  each  kind  essay. 
And  for  great  favours  has  but  words  to  pay ; 
Who,  s<!omful  of  the  flatterer's  fevnlnjir  art, 
Breads  even  to  pour  his  gratitude  of  heart ; 
And  with  a  distant  lover's  silent  pain 
Must  the  best  movements  of  his  soul  restrain. 
But  men  sagacious  to  explore  mankind 
Trace  even  the  coyest  passions  of  the  mind. 

Not  only  to  the  food  we  owe  ^ood-will ; 
In  good  and  bad  distress  demands  it  still. 
This  with  the  generous  lays  distinction  low. 
Endears  a  friend,  and  recommends  a  fbe. 
Not  that  resentment  ever  ought  to  rise ; 
For  even  excess  of  virtue  ranks  with  vice  : 
And  there  are  villanies  no  bench  can  awe. 
That  s|.ort  without  the  limits  of  the  law. 
No  laws  th*  ungenerous  crime  «rould  reprehend 
Could  I  foiiget  Eumenes  was  my  friend : 
In  vain  the  gibbet  or  (he  pilk>ry  claim 
The  wretch  who  blasts  a  helpless  vhrgin's  feme. 
Where  taws  aredup'd,  'tis  nor  unjust  nor  mean 
To  seize  the  proper  time  for  honest  spleen. 
An  open  camlid  fbe  I  could  not  hate, 
Nor  even  insult  the  base  in  humbled  state ; 
But  thriving  malice  tamely  to  forgive — 
'Tis  somewhat  late  to  be  so  primitive. 

But  I  detain  you  with  these  tedious  lays. 
Which  few  perhaps  would  read,  but  fewer  praise. 
No  matter :  could  1  please  the  polishM  few 
Who  taste  the  serious  or  the  gay  like  you. 
The  squeamish  mob  may  find  my  verses  bare 
t>f  every  grace— 4>ut  curse  me  if  1  care. 
Besides,  1  little  comt  Parnassian  fame  ; 
There^s  yet  a  better  than  a  poet's  name. 
'Twonld  more  indulge  my  pride  to  hear  it  said. 
That  I  with  you  the  paths  of  honour  tread. 
Than  that  amongst  the  proud  poetic  train 
No  modem  "boasted  a  more  classic  vem  ; 


TJtSTE. 

AM  iriSTLBTO  A  YOUMO^imc.    1753. 

Proferre  quae  sentiat  cur  quisqnam  Iber  dufai- 
tei? — Malim,  me  bercule,  solus  msanire,  quaa 
sobrius  aut  plebis  aut  patnim  delirationibus  i^ 
naviter  asseutari.— 

^  Antor  anooynL  Fragm. 

RiNGi  from  Tower-hill  all   London  to  tb«  Fleet, 
llience  round  the  Temple  t'  utmost  Grosvenor- 

itreet: 
Take  in  your  ro^te  both  Grey's  and  lincofai's  Ino  ; 
Miss  not,  be  sure,  my  lords  and  gentlemen  ; 
You'll  hardly  raise,  a»  I  with  Petty  '  guest. 
Above  twelve  thousand  men  of  taate  ;  nnloa 
In  desperate  tiroes  a  connoisseur  may  psss. 

**  A  connoisseur !  what's  that  V     'l*is  hanl 
But  you  mutt  oft  amidst  the  fenrand  gay  [to  say": 
Have  seen  a  wouM-be  rake,  a  fluiiering  fool, 
Wbotwearshe  loves  the  sex  with  all  bis  soqL 
Alas,  vain  youth !  dost  thou  admire  swe^  Jones  > 
Tboi»  be  gallant  without  cr  bkiod  ur  bones  ! 
You'd  split  to  hear  th'  insipid  coxcomb  cry 
**  Ah,  charming  Nancy  !   'tis  t^iO  much !  I  die  P* 
«*Die  andbed^u'd^^saysooe;  *MHitletmeteUye 
ril  pay  the  loss  if  ever  rapture  kill  ye^" 

Tis  easy  learnt  the  art  to  talk,  by  rote ; 
At  Nando's  'twill  but  cost  you  half  a  groat ;  [sir ; 
The  Bedford  achool  at  three  pence  is  not  dear. 
At  White's— the  stars  instruct  you  for  a  te!4cr. 
I'.ut  he,  whom  Nature  never  meant  to  share 

One  s|«rk  of  taste,  will  never  catch  it  tbere  : 

Nor  no  where  else ;  hoiwe*er  the  booby  bean 
Grows  great  with  Pope,  and  Horace,  and  Boileia. 
Good  native  taste,  though  rude,  is  seldun 
Be  it  in  music,  painting,  or  in   song.        [vmnf, 
But  this,  as  well  as  other  fiacttltiet, 
Improves  with  age  and  ripens  by  degrees* 
I  know,  my  dear,  'tis  needless  to  dcoy't. 
You  like  Voiture,  you  thmkhim  wondnHis bright: 
But  heven  years  hence,  your  relish  o^Nie  mator'd. 
What  now  delighu  will  hardly  be  endoi'd. 
Hie  boy  may  live  to  taste  Racine's  tint  charms. 
Whom  Lee's  bald  orb  or  Rowe's  dry  raptoie 

warms;  • 
But  he,  enfiraochis'd  from  hl«  tutor's  care. 
Who  places  Butler  near  Cervantes'  chair  ; 
Or  with  Erasmus  can  admit  to  vie 
Brown  of  Squab- hall  of  merry  memory; 
Will  die  a  Goih  :  and  nod  at  Woden's  feast  *, 
Th'  etenial  winter  k>ng,on  Gregory's  breast'. 
Long  may  he  swill,  this  patriarch  of  the  dull. 
The  drowsy  mum — But  touch  not  Maro's  dtullf 
His  holy  barbarous  dotasre  sought  to  doom, 
Good   Heaven!  th'    immortal    classics   to  the 

tomb  ! — 
Those  sacred  lights  shall  bid  new  genius  rise 
When  a*^|^ome' 8  saints  have  rotted  feom  the  skies. 
'  Sir  William  Petty,  author  of  the  Political 
Arithmetic 

'  Alluding  to  the  Gothic  Heaven,  Woden's  hall ; 
where  the  haonv  are  for  ever  emnUivMl  m  «1  rink- 


Digitized  by 


Google 


TASTE. 


530 


Mt  thtte  your  guides,  if  at  the  ity  crown 
You  aim ;  each  country's  classics,  and  yonr  own. 
Bat  chiefly  with  the  ancients  pass  your  prime. 
And  drink  Castalia  at  the  founUin*s  brim. 
The  man  to  genuine  Burg^indy  bred  up, 
•Soon  starts,  the, dash  of  Metbuen  in  bis  cup. 
Those  sovereign  masters  of  the  Muses  skill 
Are  the  true  patterns  of  good  writing  stUL 
Their  ore  was  rich  and  seven  times  purg*d  of  lead. 
Their  art  seem*d  nature,  *twas  so  finely  hid. 
Though  bom  with  all  the  powers  of  writing  well, 
Wbal  pains  it  cost  they  did  jiot  blush  to  telU 
Their  ease  (my  lords'.)  ne»er  loung»d  for  want  of 
Kor  did  their  rage  through  affectation  tire,  [fire, 
Free  from  all  tawdry  and  imposing  glare 
They  trusted  to  their  native  grace  of  air. 
Rapturous  and  wild  the  trembling  soul  they  seize. 
Or  sly  coy  beauties  steal  it  by  degrees ; 
The  more  you  view  them  still  the  more  they 
please. 
Yet  there  are  thoosands  of  scholastic  merit 
Who  worm  their  sense  out  but  ne'er  taste  their 
spirit. 
.   Witness  each  pedant  under  Bentely  bred ; 
£«ch  commentator  that  e'er  commoited. 
(You  scarce  can  seize  a  spot  of  dasic  ground. 
With  leagues  of  Dutch  morass  so  floated  round.) 
Witness — but  sir,  1  hold  a  cautions  pen. 
Lest  I  should  wrong  some  *<  honourable  men." 
Theygiowenlhusijsto  too—"  Tis  true!  'tis  pity  f" 
But  *iis  not  every  lunatic  that's  witty. 
6ome  have  run  Bilaro— and  some  Milton— mad, 
Ashley  once  tum'd  a  solid  barber's  bead: 
Hear  all  that^s  said  or  printed  if  you  can, 
Ashley  has  tum'd  more  solid  heads  than  one. 

Let  such  admire  each  great  or  specious  name  ; 
For  right  or  wrong  the  joy  to  them's  the  same. 
••  Right!"  Yes,  a  thousand  times.— Each  fool 

has  heard 
That  Homer  was  a  i^der  of  a  bard. 
Despise  them  civilly  with  all  my  heart — 
But  to  convince  them  is  a  desperate  part. 
Why  should  you  tease  one  for  what  secret  cause 
One  doatson  Horace,  or  on  Hudibras  ? 
Tif  cruel,  sir,  'tis  needless,  to  endeavour 
To  teach  a  sot  of  taste  he  knows  no  flavour. 
To  disunite  I  neither  wish  nor  hope 
A  stubborn  blockhead  from  his  faVrite  fop. 
Yes— fop  I  say,  were  Mare's  self  before  'em: 
for  Maro'o  self  grows  dull  as  they  pore  o'er  him. 
But  hear  tlicir  raptures  o'er  some  specious 
rhyme 
Dubb'd  by  the  musk'd  and  greasy  mob  suhiime. 
For  spleen's  dear  sake  hear  how  a  coxcomb  prates 
As  clam'rous  o'er  hi*  joys  as  fifty  cats  j 
*•  Music  has  charms  to  sooth  a  savage  breast. 
To  soften  rocks,  and  oaks," — and  all  the  rest : 
*«l»v*  heard" — Bless  these  long  ears: — "Heav'ns 

what  a  strain  I 
Good  God !  what  thunders  burst  in  this  Campaign  I 
Hark !  Waller  warbles !  ah !  Iww  sweetly  killing! 
Then  that  inimitable  Splendid  Shilling  ! 
Rowe  breathes  all  Shakespeare  here !— That  ode 

of  Prior 
la   Spenser  quite !  egad  his  very  fire  I.— 
'A»  like  "—Yes  faith !   as  gum-flowers  to  the  rose^ 
Or  as  to  claret  flat  Minorca's  dose ; 
As  like  as  (if  I  am  not  grossly  wrong) 
^e  Robert's  Biice  to  augbt  e'ur  Cliaucor  sung. 


Read  boldly,  and  imprejndjc*d  i 
Each  fav'rite  modem,  ev'n  each  ancient  muse. 
With  all  his  comic  ssJt  and  tragic  rage. 
The  great  stupendous  genius  of  our   stage. 
Boast  of  our  island,  pride  of  human-kind. 
Had  faults  to  which  the  boxes  are  not  blind. 
His  fVailties  are  to  ev'ry  gossip  known : 
Yet  Milton's  pedantries  not  shock  the  town. 
Ne'er  be  the  dupe  of  names,  however  high  ; 
For  some  outlive  good  parts,  some  misa|i^y. 
Each  elegant  Spectator  you  admire; 
But  must  you  therefore  swear  by  Gate's  fire  ? 
Masques  for  the  court,  and  oft  a  clumsey  jest, 
Disgrac'd  the  Muse  that  wrought  the  Alchemist. 
**  But  to  the  ancients." — ^Faith  !  I  am  not  clear. 
For  all  the  smooth  round  tjrpe  of  Elzevir, 
That  every  work  which  lasts  in  prose  or  song 
Two  thousand  years,  deserves  to  last  so  long. 
For  not  to  mentkxi  some  eternal  blades  * 

Known  only  now  in  th'  academic  shades, 
(Those  sacred  groves  where  raptu'r'd  spirits  stray^ 
And  in  word-hunting  waste  the  live-long  day) 
Ancients  whom  none  but  curious  critics  scan, 
Do  read  Messalas'  4  praises  if  you  can. 
Ah !  who  but  feels  the  sweet  contagious  smart 
While  soft  TibuUus  pours  his  tender  heart } 
With  him  the  Loves  and  Muses  melt  in  tears  ; 
But  not  a  word  of  some  hexameters. 
"  You  grow  so  squeamish  and  so  dev'lish  dry/ 
You'll  call  Lucretius  vapid  next."    Not  L 
Some  find  him  tedious,  others  think  him  lame  :- 
But  if  he  lags,  his  subject  is  to  blame,      [tried. 
Rough   weary   roads  through   barren  wikls  he 
Yetstill  be  marches  with  true  Roman  pride : 
Sometimes  a  meteor,  gorgeous,  rapid,  bright. 
He  streams  athwart  the  philosophic  night. 
Find  you  in  Horace  no  insipid  odes  ?— 
He  dar'd  to  tell  us  Homer  sometimes  nods  ; 
And  but  for  such  a  critic's  hardy  skill 
Homer  might  slumber  unsuspected  still. 

Tailless,  implicit,  indolent,  and  tame, 
At  second-hand  we  chiefly^  praise  or  blame. 
Hence  'tis,  for  else  one  knows  not  why  or  how. 
Some  authors  flourish  for  a  year  or  two : 
For  mauy  some,  more  wond'rous  still  to  tell  ; 
Farquhar  yet  lingers  on  the  brink  of  Hell. 
Of  solid  merit  others  pine  unknown  ; . 
At  first,  though  Carlos '  swimmingly  went  down. 
Poor  Belvidera  fail'dto  melt  the  town. 
Sunk  in  dead  night  the  giant  Milton  lay,. 
Till  Sommer's  band  produc'd  him  to  the  day. 
But,  thanks  to  Heav'n  and  Addison's  good  grace. 
Now  ev'ry  fop  is  charm'd  with  Chevy  Chace. 

Specious  and  sage,  the  sovereign  of  the  flock 
Led  to  the  downs,  or  from  the  wave-worn  rock 
Reluctant  hurl'd,  the  tame  implicit  traiu 
Or  crop  the  downs,  or  headlong  seek  the  main. 
As  blindly  we  our  solemn  leaders  follow. 
And  good*  Aod  bad,  and  execrable  swalfow. 

*  A  poem  of  Tibullus's  in  hexameter  verse ; 
as  yawning  and  insipid  as  his  elegies  are  tender 
and  natural. 

»  Don  Carfos,  a  tragedy  of  Otwi^v's,  now  long 
and  justly  forgotten,  went  off  with  great  applause; 
while  his  Orphan,  a  somewhat  better  perfornumoe, 
and  what  is  yet  more  strauge,  his  Venice  Pre. 
served,  according  to  the  theatrical  anecdotes  (^ 
those  times,  met  with  a  very  cold  reoeptiom 
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Pray,  on  Um  first  throng^  c?«ning  of  a  pimy 
That  wears  the  lKie«  bippocratica  \ 
.Strong  lioes  of  ileathy  tignt  dhe  of  reprobation ; 
Have  yoQ  not  Men  tbe  angel  of  talvatkn 
Appear  •ublioie;  with  wise  and  lolemn  rap 
To  teacb  the  donbtfol  rabble  where  to  clap  ? — 
The  rabble  knows  not  wber«  our  dramas  shine ; 
But  where  tbe  cane  goes  pat— '<  By  G —  that's 
fine !» 

Judge  for  yourself;  nor  wait  with  timid 
phlegm 
Till  some  illustrious  pedant  hum  or  hem. 
The  lords  who  starr'd  old  Ben  were  leam'dly  Ibnd 
Of  Chauoer,  whon  with  bungling  toil  tbeyoonn*d. 
Their  sons,  whose  ears  bold  Milton  could  notseiae, 
Would  langh  o'er  Ben  like  mad,  and  snnff  and 


And  swear,  and  seem  as  tickled  as  yau  please. 
Their  spawn,  the  pride  of  thw  snbUner  age. 
Feel  to  the  toes  and  horns  grave  Milton's  rage. 
Though  lirtd  he  now  ha  night' appeal  with  scorn 
To  lords,  knights,  'squires,  and  doctors,  yet  «n- 
Or  justly  mad,  to  Moloch^  burning  fane   [bora ; 
Devote  the  choicest  children  of  his  braiu. 
Judge  for  yourself;  and,  as  you  fin4,  report 
Of  wit,  as  freely  as  of  beef  or  port. 
Zounds !  shall  a  pert  or  bluff  important  wight, 
Whose  brain  is  feociless,  whose  blood  is  white ; 
A  mumbling  ape  of  taste ;  prescribe  us  laws 
To  try  tbe  poets,  for  no  better  cause 
Than  that  he  boasts  per  ann.  ten  thousand  dear, 
Yelps  in  the  house,  or  barely  sits  a  peer  ? 
Fbrshamel  for  shame !  the  liberal  British  soul 
To  stoop  to  any  stale  diotator'arule ! 

I  may  be  wrong,  and  often  am  no  doubt, 
But  right  or  wrong  with  friends,  With  foes  'twill 
Thus  'tis  perhaps  my  fault  if  I  complain     [out. 
Of  trite  iav«ntion  and  a  flimsy  vein, 
Tame  characters,  uninteresting,  jejune. 
And  passions  drily  copied  from  Le  Bron  7. 
For  I  would  rather  never  judge  than  wrong 
Thait  friend  of  all  men,  generous  Peneloo. 
But  in  the  name  of  goodness,  must  1  be 
llie  dupe  of  charms  I  never  yet  could  see  ? 

^  The  appearance  of  the  foce  in  the  last  stage 
of  a  consumption,  as  it  is  described  by  Hippocra- 
tes. 

'First  painter  to  Lewis  XIV.  who,  to  speak  in 
fishionable  French  English,  called  himself  Lewis 
the  Great  Our  sovereign  lords  the  passions. 
Love,  Rage,  Despair,  fcc.  were  graciously  pleas- 
ed to  sic  to  him  in  their  tarns  for  their  porti^Ks; 
which  he  was  generous  enough  to  communicate 
to  the  public  ;  to  the  great  improvement,  no 
doubt,  of  history-painting.    It  was  he  who  they 


And  then  to  flatter  where  tbeti^i  I 

Better  be  any  patron-hnntiag  hard. 

Who  half  our  lords  with  filthy  ] 

And  ting  an  anthem  to  all  ministers: 

Taste  th'  Attic  salt  in  ev'ry  peer's  poor  rrinis. 

And  crown  each  <3athic  idol  for  a  Pbcabna. 

Alas !  so  for  from  free,  ao  far  fnm  brave. 
We  dare  not  show  tbe  little  taste  we  have. 
With  us  you'll  see  ev'n  vanity  contn>l 
The  most  refin'd  sensnttoos  of  tbe  aouL 
Sad  Otway's  S08Des,great  Shdtespeare^  we  defy: 
"  Lard,  madam  1  'tis  sq  uapolite  to  cry ! — 
For  shame,  mydearl  d'ye  credit  all  this  afenfl?-^ 
I  vow — well,  thbis  imiooeot  eaoagh." 
At  Athens  long  ago,  the  ladies— (married) 
Dreamt  not  they  misbehav'd  though  they  oris- 

carried. 
When  a  wild  poet  with  licentieaa  rage 
Tura'd  fifty  fories  kx>se  upon  the  stage. 

They  were  so  tender  and  ao  ea^  nwv'd, 
Heav'nsI    how  the  Grecian  ladiei  moat  have 

fov'di 
For  all  the  finesensatkms  still  have  dwdt. 
Perhaps,  where  one  was  exquisitely  folt. 
Thus  he  who  heavenly  Bfaro  truly  feeUt 
Stands  fix>d  on  Raphael,  and  at  Handel  4hriaa. 
The  grosser  senses  too,  the  taste,  the  sateU, 
ire  likely  truest  where  the  fine  prevail : 
.Who  doubts  that  Horace  nmst  have  cater'd  wefl! 
Friend,  Pm  a  shrewd  observer,  aiMi  will  guess 
What  books  you  doat  on  frooi  yoorfiiv'rite ombl 
Brown  and  L'BstrangewiU  soielycharoi  wfaomi 

e'er 
Tbe  frothy  pertness  strikes  of  weak  ttnall-becr. 
Who  steepa  tbe  caiTs  fot  loia  ia  greaasr  saooa 
Will  hardly  foathe  the  praise  that  baatea  an  as. 
Who  riots  on  sootcht  coUops  scorns  not  ai^ 
Insipid,  fulsome,  trashy  misoeUany ; 
And  who  devours  whether  the  oook  cam  dish  up. 
Will  for  a  classic  oonsecnM-each  biahop  *• 

But  I  am  sick  of  pen  and  iak;  and  you 
Will  find  this  letterlongeMogfa.     Adieu! 


IMITJTIONS  OF  SBAKBSPEARS 
UND  SPENSEE. 

ADVEKTISIIIBirr  PROM  YttB   POBLMMnu 

The  following  imitation  of  Shakeq>eare  was  one 
of  our  author's  first  attempts  in  poetry,  made 
when  he  was  very  young.  It  helped  to  amuse 
tbu  solitude  of  a  winter*  passed  in  a  wild  lo- 
mantic  country ;  and,  what  is  rather  partico^ 
lar,  was  just  fiuished  when  Mr.  Tboineoo*s 
celebrated  poem  upon  the  same  subject  ap- 
peared.   Mr.  Thomson,  soon  bearing  of  iU 
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The  other  imitations  of  Shakespeare  happen  to 
have  been  saved  out  of  tlie  rains  of  an  unfi- 
nished tragedy  on  the  story  of  Tereus  and 
Philomela ;  attempted  npon  an  irregular  and 
extravagant  plan,  at  an  age  much  too  early 
for  such  achierements.  However,  they  are 
here  exhibited  for  the  sake  of  such  guests  as 
may  like  a  little  repast  of  scraps. 

Now  Summer  with  her  wanton  court  is  gone 
To  revel  oo  the  south-side  of  the  worid» 
And  aauDt  and  frolic  oot  the  live-Umg  day. 
While  Winter  rising  pale  from  northern  seas 
Shakes  from  his  hoary  looks  the  drizzling  rheum. 
A  blast  so  shrewd  makes  the-tall-bodUd  pines 
Unsinew'd  bend,  and  heavy-paced  bears 
Sends  growling  to  their  savage  tenements. 
Now  blows  the  surly  north,  and  chills  through- 
out 
The  stiffening  regionsj  while,  by  stronger  charms 
Than  Chrce  e'er  or  fell  Medea  brew'd. 
Each  brook  that  wont  to  pfmUle  to  its  banks, 
Lies  all  bestiird  and  wedg'd  betwixt  ito  banks, 
.  Nor  moves  the  withered  reeds :  and  the  rash  flood 
That  from  the  mountains  hekl  its  headstrong 
Buried  in  livid  sheeU  of  vaulting  ice,       [course, 
Seen  through  the  shameful  breaches,  idly  creeps 
To  pay  a  scanty  tribute  to  the  ocean. 
What  wonder  ?  when  the  floating  wilderness 
That  scorns  our  miles,  and  calls  geography 
A  shallow  pryer ;  from  whose  unsUady  mirror 
The.  high-hong  pole  surveys  his  dancing  locks  ; 
When  this  still-raving  deep  lies  mute  and  dead. 
Nor  heaves  its  swelling  bosom  to  the  winds. 
The  surges,  baited  by  the  fierce  north-east, 
Tossing  with  fretfol  spleen  their  angry  heads 
To  roaf  and  rush  together,     ' 
Even  in  the  foam  of  all  their  madness  struck 
To  monomenUl  ice,  stand  all  astride 
The  rocks  they  washed  so  late.    Such  executkm. 
So  stern,  so  sudden,  wrought  the  grisly  aspeot 
Of  terrible  Medusa,  ere  young  Perseus 
With  his  keen  sabre  cropt  her  horrid  head, 
And  laid  her  serpents  rowlingou  the  dust;  [stone 
When  wandering  thro*  the  woods  she  frown'd  to 
Their  savage  tenams ;  just  as  the  foaming  lion 
Sprung  furious  on  his  prey,  her  speedier  power 
Outrun  his  haste ;  no  time  to  Idnguish  in. 
Bat  fix'd  in  that  fierce  attitude  he  stands 
Like  Rage  in  marble.— Now  portly  Argoses 
Lie  wedg'd  'twixt  Neptune's  ribs.    The  bridged 

abysm 
Has  change  our  ships  to  horses;   the  swift  bark 
Yields  to  the  heavy  waggon  and  the  cart. 
That  now  firom  isle  to  isle  maintain  the  trade; 
And  where  the  surfoce-hauntiug  dolphin  led 
Her  sportive  yo«Dg«  is  now  an  area  fit 
For  the  wild  sehool-boy's  pastime. 

Meantime  the  evening  skies^  crusted  with  ice, 
Shiftbig  fiom  red  to  black  tliteir  weighty  skirts. 
Hang  mounifblo*er  the  hills;   and  stealiag  night 
Bides  the  bleak  puffing  windb,  that  seem  to  spit 
Tbsirfoam  sparse  thro'  the  welkin,  which  is  no- 
thing 
If  not  beheld.    Anon  the  burdened  Heaven 
Shakes  from  ita  ample  sieve  the  boulted  snow ; 
That  fluttering  down  besprinkles  the  sad  trees 
In  mockery  of  leaves;  pilet  op  the  hills 
To  moDstroiis  altitude^  and.diokee  to  the  Upt 


The  deep  impeirvious  vales  that  yawn  as  low 
As  to  the  centre,  Nature's  vasty  lireachey. 
While  all  the  pride  of  men  and  mortal  thiuge 
Lies  whelm'd  in  Heaven'e  while  ruins.-— 

The  shivering  clown  digs  his  obstnioted  way 
Through  the  snow-barricadoed  cottage  ddor ;     v 
And  muffled  in  his  home-spun  plaid  encounters 
With  livid  cheeks  and  rheam-dtsttlliog  noie 
The  morning's  sharp  and  scourging  breath  ;    to 

count 
His  starving  flock  whose  number's  aU  too  short 
To  make  the  goodly  som  of  yester-oigfat: 
Pari  deep  ingurgitated,  part  yet  struggling 
With  their  last  pantings  melt  themselves  a  grave 
In  Wmtees  bosom ;   which  yields  not  to  the 
Of  the  pole  languid  crescet  of  this  worid,  [touch 
That  now  with  lean  and  churlish  husbandry 
Yields  heartlessly  the  renmanta  of  his  prime ; 
And,like  most  spendthrifts,  starves  his  latter  days 
For  former  rankorss.    He  with  bleary  eye 
Blazons  his  own  disgrace ;  the  hamess'd  waste 
Rebellious  to  his  blont  defeated  shafts ; 
And  idly  strikes  the  chalky  mountains'  tops 
That  rise  to  kiss  the  welkin's  ntddy  lips ; 
Where  all  the  rash  young  hollies  of  the  air 
Mount  their  quick  slender  penetrating  wings. 
Whipping  the  firost-bornt  viUag^  to  the  bones ; 
And  growing  with  their  motion  mad  and  furious. 
Till  swoln  to  tempesta  they  out-rage  the  thunder; 
Winnow  the  ohafly  snow,  and  nock  the  skies 
Even  with  their  own  artillery  retorted ;. 
Tear  up  and  throw  th'  accumulated  hills 
Into  the  vallies.     And  as  rude  hurricanes, 
Dnicbaif 'd  feom  the  wtad-swdn  cheeks  of  Hea- 
Buoy  up  the  swilling  skirU  of  Araby's  [ven. 

Inhospitable  wilds. 

And  roll  the  dusty  desert  thro«|(h  tlie  skies, 
Choaking  the  liberal  air,  and  tmotberiog 
Whole  caravans  at  once ;  soch  havoc  spreads 
Th'ui  war  of  Heaven  and  Earth,  soch  sudden  niitt 
Visita  their  houseless  citizens,  that  shrink 
In  ttte  felse  shelter  of  the  hiUs  together. 
And  hear  the  tempest  howling  o'er  their  heads 
That  by  and  by  o'erwhelms  them.    The  very 

birds, 
Those  few  that  troop'd  not  with  the  chimiBg  tribe 
Of  amofOiM  Summer,  quit  their  ruffian  element; 
And  with  domestic  tameness  hop  and  flutter 
Within  the  roofe  of  pcrsecnting  man, 
(Grown  hospitable  by  like  sense  of  sufibrance ;) 
Whither  the  hinds,  the  debt  o'  the  day  diacharg'il. 
From  kiln  or  bam  repairing,  shut  the  door 
On  surly  Wmter ;  crowd  the  clean-swept  hearth 
And  cheerfol  shiiring  fire;  and  doff  the  time. 
The  whilst  the  maidt  their  twiriing  f|>indles  ply. 
With  musty  legends,  and  ear-pathmg  tales. 
Of  giaats,  and  bhKk  neerommitks  bards. 
Of  air-built  castles,  feata  of  madcap  knigfat«y 
And  every  hollow  fiction  of  romanca 
And,  as  their  ramMinf-hnmoar  leads  them,  talk 
Of  prodigice,  and  things  of  dreadful  utterance. 
That  set  them  all  agape,  ronse  up  their  hair. 
And  make  the  ideot  drops  start  from  their  eyes ; 
Of  church-yards  botching  flames  at  dead  of  night. 
Of  walking  statues,  ghosts  unaffable, 
Haunting  the  darkwa«t«toweiroraiTiessiIungeo»; 
Then  of  the  elves  that  deftly  trip  the  gre^ 
Drhikhig  the  summer's    moonlight    from  the 
flowen; 
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And  all  the  iojt  that  phantatr  pranks  up 
T*  amuse  her  fb(>9  withal.*— Fhos  they  lash  on 
The  ^il-pac'd  hypei^xnrean  nights,  till  Heaven 
Hangs  with  a  joster  poizo :  when  the  noiirk  clonds 
RoU'd  up  in  heavy  wreathes  low-bellying,  seem 
To  kiss  the  ground,  and  all  the  waste  of  snow 
Looks  blue  beneath  'em;   'till    plump'd    with 

bkwting  dropsy, 
Beyond  the  bounds  and  stretch  of  ooniinence. 
They  burst  at  once  ;   down  pours  the  boarded 
»  rain. 

Washing  the  slippery  winter  from  the  bills. 
And  floating  all  the  Tallies.    The  fading  scene 
Melts  like  a  lost  enchantment  or  vain  phantasm 
That  can  no  more  abuse.    Nature  resumes 
Her  old  substantial  shape ;  while  from  the  waste 
-  Of  undistinguishing  calamity. 
Forests,  and  by  their  sides  wide-skirted  plains. 
Houses  and  trees  arise ;  and  waten  flow. 
That  from  their  dark   confinements   buntmg, 

spurn 
Their  brittle  chains ;  huge  sheets  of  loasen'd  ice 
Float  CO  their  bosoms  to  the  deep,  and  jarr 
And  clatter  as  they  pass;  th*  o'erjutting  banks. 
As  long  unpractised  to  so  steep  a  view. 
Seem  to  look  dizzy  on  the  moving  pomp. 

Now  ev'ry  peUy  brook  that  crawl 'd  along. 
Railing  its  pebbtes,  mocks  the  river's  rage, 
Uke  the  proud  frog  i*  the  fable.      The   huge 

Danube, 
While  melting  Oiountains  ruth  into  its  tide. 
Rolls  with  such  headstrong  and  unremed  course, 
As  it  would  choke  the  Euxine's  gulphy  maw, 
Bujsting  its  cr3rstal  cerements.    The  breathing 

time 
Of  peace  eicpir^d,  thathush'd  the  deafhing  scenes 
Of  clamorous  indignation,  ruffian  war 
Rebels,  and  Nature  stands  at  odds  again : 
When  the  roos'd  furies  of  the  fighting  winds 
Torment  the  main ;  that  swells  its  angry  sides. 
And  chums  the  foam  betwixt  its  flinty  jaws ; 
While  through  the  savage  dungeon  uf  the  night 
Idie  horrid  thunder  growls.   Th'  ambitious  waves 
Assault  the\kies,  and  from  the  bursting  clouds 
Drink  the  glib  lightening ;   as  if  the  seas 
Would  quench  the  ever-burning  fires  of  Heaven. 
Straight  from  their  slipp'ry  pomp  they  madly 

plunge  . 

And  kiss  the  lowest  pebbles.     Wretched  they 
1  hat  'midst  such  rude  vexation  of  the  deep 
G uide  a  fraiWessel !  Better  ioe-bound  still, 
Than  mock'd  with  liberty  thusbe resign 'd 
To  the  n>ugh  fortune  of  the  froward  time; 
When  Navigatk)n  all  a-tiptoe  stands 
On  such  unsteady  fboting.    Now  they  mount 
On  the  tall  billow's  top,  and  seem  to  jowl 


That  rock  the  stable-planted  towers,  and  shake 

The  hoary  monuments  of  ancient  time 

Down  to  their  flinty  bbses ;   that  engage 

As  they  would  tear  the   mountains  from  their 

roots,  [heads; 

And  brush  tb'  high  Heavens   with  their  woody 
Making  the  stout  oaks  bow. — But  (  forget 
That  sprightly  Ver  trips  on  old  Winter's  bed: 
Cease  we  these  notes  too  tragic  for  the  time. 
Nor  jar  against  great  Nature's  symphony; 
When  even  the  blustrous  elements  grow  tnoefU, 
Or  listen  to  the  concert    Hark !   how  load 
The  cuckoo  wakes  the  solitary  wood ! 
Soft  sigh  the  winds  as  o'er  the  greens  they  stray. 
And   murmuring  brooks  withm  their  chaoneb 

play. 


PRQGNE'S  DREAM: 

DABKLYJKXPRISSIVB   OF  SOME   PAST  BVEVTS   TBAT 
WSRZ  soon  TO   SB   RBVEALEO  TO  BSa. 

—  —  —  LAsrr  night  I  dreamt, 
Whate'er  it  may  forebode  it  motes  me  strangdy. 
That  1  was  rapt  into  the  raving  deep; 
An  old  and  reverend  sire  conducted  nrte : 
He  plung'd  into  the  bosom  of  the  main. 
And  bade  me  not  to  fear  but  follow  him. 
I  folkiwed:  with  impetuous  speed  we  diT*d, 
And  heard  the  dashing  thunder  o'er  our  heads. 
Many  a  slippery  fiithom  down  we  sunk. 
Beneath  all  plummeCs  sound,   and  reach'd  the 

bottom. 
When  there,  I  ask'd  my  venerable  guide 
If  he  could  tell  me  where  my  sister  was  ; 
Hft^told  me  that  she  lay  not  far  from  thence 
Within  the  bosom  of  a  flinty  roA, 
Where  Neptune  kept  her  for  his  paramour. 
Hid  from  the  jealous  Amphitrite's  sight: 
And  said  he  could  conduct  me  to  the  place. 
1  beg'd  be  would.     Throngh  dreadful  ways  we 

past,  [iMe, 

'Twixt  rocks  that  frightfully  lower'd  on  either 
Whence  here  and  there   the  branching   corai 

spnmg ;  (gold  and  gems. 

O'er  dead  men's  bones  we  walk'd,  o'er  heaps  o£ 
Into  a  hideous  kind  of  wilderness. 
Where  stood  a  stem  and  prison-iooking  fock« 
Daub'd  with  a  mossy  venture  all  arodnd. 
The  mockery  of  paint     As  wc  lirrw  near. 
Out  sprung  a  hydra  fVom  a  den  bekrw, 
AspeckI'dfury  ;  fearfully  it  hiss'd. 
And  rolPd  its  sea-green  eyes  so  angrily 
As  it  would  kill  with  looking.     My  old  guide 
Against  its  sharp  head  hurl'd  a  rugged  ston 
llie  ourlinff  monster  rais'd  a  braxm  skrwi^ 
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A  STORM; 

lAUBD  TO    ACCOUNT  FOR  THE    LATB     REIURN     OP 
A    ME88ENGSR.  ^ 

—  —  —  Thb  Sun  went  down  in  wrath ; 
The  skies  foam'd  brass,  and  soon  tb'  unchamed 

winds 
Burst  from  the  bowlins^  dungeon  of  the  north  f 
Add  raisM  such  higph  deUrium  on  the  main. 
Such  angry  clamour  ;  while  such  boiling  waves 
Flasb'd  on  the  peevish  eye  of  moody  night. 
It  look'd  as  if  the  seas  would  scald  the  Heavens. 
Still  louder  chid  the  winds,  th'  enchafed  surge 
Still  answei'd  louder  ;  and  when  the  sickly  mom 
Peep'd  nieftilly  through  the  bkitted  thick-brow'd 

east 
To  view  the  ruinous  havoc  of  the  dark. 
The  stately  towers  of  Athens  seemed  to  stand 
On  hollow  foam  tide-whipt ;  the  ships  that  lay 
Scorning  the  blast  within  the  marble  arms 
Of  the  sea-chid  Portumnus,  danc'd  like  corks 
Upon  th'  enraged  deep,  kicking  each  other ; 
And  some  were  dashM  to  firagments  in  this  f^y 
AguDst  the  harbour'^  rocky  chest    The  sea 
So  roar'd,  so  madly  rag'd,  so  proudly  sweird, 
As  it  woukl  thunder  full  into  the  streets. 
And  steep  the  tall  Cecropian  battlemenCI 
In  foaming  brine.    The  airy  citadel. 
Perch 'd  like  an  eagle  on  a  high4>row'd  rode. 
Shook  the  salt  water  from  its  stubborn  sides 
With  eager  quaking;  the  Cyclades  appeared 
Like  ducking  cormorants — Such  a  mutiny 
Out-damour'd  all  tradition,  and  gained  bdief 
To  ranting  prodigies  of  heretofore. 
Seven  days  it  storm'd,  kc. 


AN  IMITATION  OF  SPENSER. 
warrrKN  at  mr.  thomson*s  dbsire,  to  bb   in- 

SBRl'BD  INTO   THE   CASTLE   Or    INOOLBMCB. 

FvLL  many  a  fiend  did  haunt  this  house  of  rest. 

And  made  of  passive  wights  an  easy  prey. 
Here  Lethargy  with  deadly  sleep  opprest , 
StretchM  on  his  back,  a  mighty  lubbard  lay, 
'  Heaving  his  sides ;  and  tuored  night  and  day. 
To  stir  him  from  bis  traunce  it  was  not  eath. 
And  his  half-open'd  eye  he  shut  straightway  : 
He  led  I  ween  the  softest  way  to  death. 
And  taught  withouten  pain  or  strife  to  yield  the 
.    breath. 

'Of  limbs  enormous,  but  withal  unsound, 
Soft-swoln  and  pale,  here  lay  the  Hydropsie; 

Uowieldly  man,  with  belly  monstrous  round 
For  ever  fed  with  watery  8U]>ply ; 

For  still  he  drank,  and  yet  he  stul  was  dry. 
And  here  a  moping  mystery  did  sit, 


And  sought  all  physic  that  the  shops  bestow ; 
And  still  new  leaches  and  new  drugs  would 
try. 
'Twas  hard  to  hit  her  humour  high  or  low, 
For  sometimes  she  would  laugh  and  mme- 
times  cry. 
Sometimes  would  waxen  wroth;    and  all   she 
knew  not  why. 

Fast  bv  her  side  a  listless  virgin  pin'd,- 

With  aching  head  and  squeamish  heart- 
burnings; [kind. 
Pale,  bloated,  cold,  she  seem'd  to  bate  man- 

But  luv'(i  in  secret  all  forbidden  things. 
And  here  the  Tertian  shook  his  chilling  wings. 
And  here  the  Gout,  half  tiger  half  a  snake, 
RagM   with  an  hundred  teeth,  an    hundred 
siiugs. 
These  and  a  thousand  furies  more  did  shake 
Those  weary  realms^  and  kept  ease- loving  men 
awake. 


A  DAY'. 


A!f   BPXSTLB     TO     JOHN     WILKES,     OF     AVr-ESBrnV, 
ESQ. 

Escaped  from   London   now  four  moons,   and 

more, 
I  greet  gay  Wilkes  from  Fulda's  wasted  shore. 
Where  cloth *d  with  wood  a  hundred  hills  ascend. 
Where  Nature  many  a  paradise  has  planned  : 

A  land  that,  e*e0  amid  contending  arms, 
Late  smilM  with  culture,  and  luxnriant  charms^ 
But  now  the  hostile  scythe  has  bar*d  her  soil, 
And  her  sad  peasants  starve  for  all  their  toil. 

What  news  to  day?-^I  ask  you  not  what 
rogue, 
What  paltry  imp  of  fortune 's  now  in  vogue ; 
What  forward  blundering  fiwl  was  last  preferr'd. 
By  mere  pretence  distinguished  from  the  herd ; 
With  what  new  cheat  the  gaping  town  was  smit  ; 
What  crazy  scribbler  reigns  the  present  wit ; 
What  stuff  for  winter  the  two  Booths  have  mixt ; 
,  What  bouncing  mimic  grows  a  Koscius  next. 
Wave  ail  such  news :  Pve  seen  too  much,  my 

friend, 
To  stare  at  any  wonders  of  that  kind. 

News,  none  have  I:  3^u  know  1  never  had ; 
I  pesef  long'd  the  day^s  dull  lye  to  spread  j 
1  left  to  gossips  that  sweet  luxury. 
More  in  the  secrets  of  the  great  than  I ; 
To  nurses,  midwives,  all  the  slippery  train. 
That  swallow  all,  and  bring  op  all  again  : 
Or  did  I  e'er  a  brief  event  relate, 
You  found  it  soon  at  length  In  the  Gazette. 

Now  for  the  weather — ^This  is  F.n^Und  still 
For  aught  I  find,  as  good,  and  quite  as  ill. 
Lvfiq  DOW  the  ponderous  rain  perpetual  falls, 
nm«n9  everv  camo.  and  crowds  our  hospitals. 
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TvM  Uie  fint  pbgoe  that  bunt  Paodoni*t  diest. 
Ami  with  a  livid  soiiletnw'd  all  afroaad  the  real. 
Heaven  guard  my  friend  from  every  plague 
tkatfliea, 
9liU  grant  him  healtb,  whence  all  tbepleasnres 
But  oft  dineafles  from  slow  causeat  creep,  [rise* 
And  in  this  doctnM  aa  (thank  Heavea)  I*m  deep, 

•  •  •  «  IIP 

•  •  •  •  « 


Mean  time  excuse  me  that  I  »lily  match 
Tlie  only  theme  in  whieh  I  thine  your  match. 

You  atndy  early :  some  indvl^  at  night. 
Their  prudish  M nse  steals  in  by  c«Kil«-Kght ; 
Shy  as  the  Athenian  bard,  she  shuns  the  day, 
And  ftnds  December  genial  more  than  May. 
But  happier  you  who  court  the  early  Sun, 
For  morning  Tints  no  debanch  draw  on. 
Nor  so  the  spirits,  haaltb,  or  sight  hnpair, 
As  those  that  pass  in  the  raw  midnight  air. 

The  task  of  breakfast  o'er ;  that  peevish,  pale, 
That  lounging,  yawning,  most  ungenial  meal ; 
Rush  out,  before  these  fools  rush  in  to  worry  ye. 
Whose  business  is  to  be  idle  in  a  hurry. 
Who  kill  your  time  as  frankly  as  their  own. 
And  fea^no  civH  hints  e*er  to  be  gone. 
These  flies  all  foirly  flnng,  whene*er  tha  house. 
Your  country's  business,  or  your  friend's,  al- 

bws. 
Rash  out,  enjoy  the  fields  and  the  fiesh  air ; 
Ride,  waik,  or  drive,  the  weather  foul  or  fiiUr. 
Yet  in  the  torrid  months  I  would  reverse 
This  method,  leave  bdiind  both  prose  and  verae; 
With  the^rey  dawn  the  hills  and  forest  roam. 
And  wait  the  snltry  oooa  embowar'd  at  home. 
While  every  rural  aonad  improves  the  breeae. 
The  railing  stream,  the  busy  rooks,  and  murmur 
of  the  bees. 

You'U  hasdly  choose  these  cheeiful  jaunts 
alone—* 
Except  when  some  deep  scheme  is  carrying  on. 
With  you  at  Chelsea  oft  may  I  behold 
The  hopefulbod  of  sense  her  bloom  uafold. 
With  you  I'd  walk  to  •    •    ♦.  *    »    » 
To  rich,  insipid  IIackney«  ifyoowill: 
With  you  no  matter  where,  while  we're  together, 
1  scorn  no  spot  on  Barth,  and  curse  no  weather. 

When  dinner  oomes,  amid  the  various  fisaat. 
That  crowns  your  goniai  hoaad,  where  every 

Or  grave,  or  gay,  is  happy,  and  at  home, 
And  none  e'er  sigh'd  for  the  mind's  elbow-room  ; 
I  warn  you  still  to  make  yonr  chief  repast 
On  one  plain  dish,  and  trifle  with  the  rest. 


Beef,  in  a  fever,  if  your  stomach,  cr^veit. 
Ox-cheek,  or  mawkiifa  ood,  be  sure  you  have  it. 
For  still  the  oonstitotioo,  even  the  case, 
DirecU  the  stossach  i  this  faiforms  the  taste; 
And  what  the  taste  in  her  capricRHis  fits 
Cayly,  or  even  indttBesently  admiu. 
The  peevish  stomach,  or  diwlains  to  toil. 
Or  indolently  works  to  vapid  chyle. 
This  instinct  of  the  taste  so  seldom  errs, 
That  if  you  fove,  yet  smaK  for  cucumbers. 
Or  plombs  of  bad  repute,  you'll  likely  find 
Twas  for  you  iepan^  what  Kature  join'd« 
The  spiqr  kernel  here, and  there  the  rind.  i 


Uindfy 


we  from  Nature 


Tii  strange  how 
stray! 

The  only  creatures  we  that  miss  tbetr  waj ! 
"  To  err  is  hiunan,"  man's  piierogative, 
Who'as  too  much  sense  by  Nature's  laws  to  lire: 
Wiser  than  Nature  he  must  thwnt  her  plan. 
And  ever  will  be  spoiling*  where  he  can. 
'Tis  well  he  cannot  ocean  change  to  cream, 
Norearth  to  a  gilded  cake;  not  e*en  coukl  tane 
Niagara's  steep  abyss  to  crawl  down  stain  *, 
Or  dreas  in  roaes  the  dire  Cordelliera  *: 
But  what  he  can  he  does:  wdloaBbetrim 
A  charming  spot  into  a  childish  whim ; 
Can  every  generous  gift  of  Nature  sped. 
And  rates  their  merits  by  his  cost  and  toil. 
Whate'erthelaad,  whate^  the  aeas  prodnce^ 
Of  perfect  texture,  and  exalted  juice. 
He  pampers,  or  to  fhlsome  fet,or  drains, 
Refines  and  bleaches,  till  DO  taste  re«au». 


Enough  to  fotten  fools,  or  drive  the  dray. 
But  plagoes  and  death  to  thoae  of  finer  day. 

No  comer  else,  'tis  not  tobe  denied. 
Of  all  our  isle  so  rankly  is  supplied 
With  gitMS  productions,  and  aidulterate  fore. 
As  our  renown'd  abode,  wlioae  name  I  spare. 
They  cram  all  poultry,  that  the  buiq^  fox 
WouMkMtha  to  touch  them;  e'en  their  basiled 

ox 
Somtltmas  is  glutted  so  with  unctuous  spoil. 
That  what  seems  beef  is  rather  rape- seed  oU. 
D'ye  ye  know  what  brawn  is  ?— O  th'  unbsppf 

beast  1 
He  sUnds  eternal,  and  is  doom'd  to  {east 
Till — but  the  nauseous  process  I  forbear- 
Only,  beware  of  bn^wn— besnre,  beware  1 
Yet  brawn  has  taste — it  has ;  their  veal  hasnoacr 
Save  what  the  bnteher's  breath  inapireaahine; 
Just  Heaven  one  day  may  send  them  hai  for 

wheat. 
Who  spoil  all  veal  because  it  should  be  white. 
'Tis  hard  to  Say  of  what  compounded  paste 
Theh-  bread  is  wrought,  for  it  betrays  no  taste. 
Whether  ^s  floar  and  chalk,  or  chalk  and  floor, 
Shell'd  and  refin'd  till  it  has  taste  no  more ; 
But  if  the  lump  be  white,  and  white  enough. 
No  matter  how  insipid,  dry  or  tough. 
In  salt  itself  the  sapid  savour  fails. 
Burnt  alum  for  the  love  of  white  prevnils: 
While  tasteless  cole-seed  we  for  mustard  swal- 
low, 
'Tis  void  of  zest  indeed — but  stUl  'tis  yelW. 
Parsnip,  or  parsley-root,  the  rogues  will  soon 
Scrape  for  horse-radish,  and  'twiH  pass  unknown^ 
For  t^  the  cokiur,  not  the  taste,  we  prove  all. 
As  hens  will  sit  on  chalk,  if  'tis  but  gvaL 

1  must  with  caution  the  cook's  reign  invade. 
Hot  as  the  fire,  and  hasty  from  histrade, 
•  •  •  •  • 


*  Vide  Chatswoith,  1753. 
,  •  Les  Conklleina  des  Andes  are  a  chain  of 
liills  which  run  through  South- America. 
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A  'cock  of  geniof,  bid  him  roftst  a  hare,        , 
By  all  that's  hot  and  horrible  wonld  twear, 
t*arcb  natife  drynets  I  soundf ,  that's  not  the 

thing — 
Ibnt  stew  him,  and  he  might  half  dine  a  king. 
His  gen'rous  broth  1  should  almost  prefer 
To  turtle  soup,  though  turtle  trayelx  far. 

Yon  think  me  nice  perhaps:  yet  I  could  dine 
On  roasted  rabbit  $  or  fkt  turkey  and  chine ; 
Or  fulsome  haslet ;  or  most  drily  cram 
My  throat  with  tasteless  fillet  and  wet  ham : 
But  let  me  ne'er  of  mutton-saddle  eat. 
That  solid  phantom,  that  most  specious  cheat ; 
Yet  loin  is  passable,  he  was  no  fool 
Who  Said  the  half  is  better  than  the  whole: 

•  •  *  •  • 

•  «  •  «  • 
«  •  •  •  « 
«  #  •  •  • 
a            «           *           a            • 

•  •  •  a  a 

But  1  have  eook'd  and  carv'd  enough  and 
more. 
We  oom^  to  drinking  next    Till  dinner's  o'er, 
1  would  all  claret,  eren  champaign  Ibrbear ; 
Give  me  JQpesh  water— bless  me  with  small-beer. 
But  still  whate'er  you  drink  with  cautious  lip 
Approach^  survey,  and  e'er  you  swallow,  sip ; 
For  often,  O  defend  all  hone«t  throaU ! 
The  reeling  wasp  6n  the  drench'd  borage  floats* 
I've  known  a  dame,  sage  else  as  a  divine, 
For  brandy  whip  off  ipecacnan  wine ; 
And  I'm  as  sure  amid  your  careless  glee. 
You'll  swallow  port  one  time  for  cote«rotie. 
But  you  aware  of  that  Lethean  floods 
Will  scarce  repeat  the  dose— fbrbid  you  sboul^l 
lis  such  a  deadly  fbe  to  all  that's  bright, 
*Twould  sooo  encumber  e'en  your  fiuicy's  flight : 
And  if 'tis  true  what  some  wise  preacher  says, 
That  we  our  gen'rous  ancestors  disgrace. 
The  fimlt  from  this  pemickMis  fbuntain  flows. 
Hence  half  our  follies,  half  our  crimes  and  woes; 
And  ere  our  maudlin  genius  mounts  again, 
^wiH  cause  a  sea  of  claret  and  champaign 
Of  this  retarding   glue  to  rinse  the  natJon's 

brain. 
The  mnd-fed  carp  refines  amid  the  springs. 
And  time  and  burgundy  might  do  great  things : 
But  health  and  pleasure  we  for  trade  despise, 
For  Portugal's  grudg'd  gold  our  genius  dies. 
Obaplessracel  O  land  to  be  bewaii'd  ! 
With  nrarders,  treasons,  horrid  deaths  appal  *d  ; 
Where  dark-red  skies  with  livid  thunders  frown 
WhHe  Earth  convulsive  ihakei  her  cities  down; ' 


Where  Hell  in  HeaVen*8  name  holds  her  impious 

court. 
And  the  grape  bleeds  oiit  that  black  poison,  port  | 
Sad  poison  to  themselves,  to  us  still  worse, 
Brew'd  and  rebrew'd,  a  double,  treble,  curse. 
Toss'd  in  the  crowd  of  various  rules,  I  find 
Still  some  material  business  left  behind : 
a  a  a  4  • 

•  •  •  a  ♦ 
The  fig,  the  gooseberry,  beyond  all  grapes^ 
Mellower  to  eat,  as  rich  to  drink  perhaps. 
But  pleasures  of  this  kind  are  best  eqjoy'd. 
Beneath  the  tree,  or  by  the  fountain  side. 
Ere  the  quick  soul,  and  dewy  bloom  exhale. 
And  vainly  melt  into  the  thankl^s  gale. 

•  •  •  «  « 

•  *  *  *  « 
a             a             •             •             ♦ 

•  i^  •  *  ^ 

•  •  •  •  ^ 

Who  from  the  full  meal  yield  to  natural  mt, 
A  short  repose ;  'tis  strange  how  soon  you'li 

find 
A  second  mom  rite  cheerful  on  your  mind : 
Besides  it  softly,  kindly,  sooths  away 
The  saddest  hour  to  some  that  damps  the  day* 
But  if  you're  coy  to  sleep,  before  you  spread 
Some  easy-trotting  poet's  lines— you're  dead 
At  once  :  even  ^these  may  hasten  your  fepose. 
Now  rapid  verse,  now  halting  nearer  prose ; 
There  smooth,  here  rough,  what  1  suppose  yoii'4 

chuse. 
As  men  of  taste  hate  sameness  in  the  Muse  i 
Yes,  I'd  adjourn  all  drinking  till  'tis  late. 
And  then  indulge,  but  at  a  moderate  rate. 
By  Heaven  not  *  •  •  with  all  bis  genial  wit. 
Should  ever  tempt  me  after  twelve  to  sit— 
You  laugh*-at  noon  you  say :   I  mean  at  night, 

1  kHig  to  read  your  name  odce  more  again^ 
But  while  at  Cassel,  all  such  longing's  vain. 
Yet  Cassel  else  no  sad  retreat  I  find. 
While  good  and  amiable  Gayot<  is  my  friefid. 
Generous  and  plain,  the  fri«sd  of  human-kind  ; 
Who  scorns  the  little-minded's  partial  view  ; 
One  you  would  love,  one  that  would  relish  ypn. 
With  him  sometimes  I  sup,  and  often  dine. 
And  find  his  presence  cordial  more  than  wina^ 
There  lively,  genial,  friendly,  Ooy  and  I 
Touch  glasses  oft  to  one  whose  company 
Would— bnt  what's  this  ?— Farewell— within  t#o 

hours 
We  march  for  Hozter— ever,  ever  yoon. 

*  Mons.  de  Gayot,  fils,  eonseiller  d*estat,  efc 
iotcndant  de  i'arm^e  Franf  oise  en  AUtemagiiai 
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LIFE  OF  JOHNSON, 


BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


J.  HE  admisiioii  of  Dr.  Johnson's  poems  into  the  •upplemeoi  to  bis  o^wn  cqUji^ 
iioD,  puUisbed  ia  1793,  renders  some  account  of  hvi  lif^  necessary  in  thjbi  plfice.  I 
Jim  aware  tbat  tke  following  is  short  and  maj  not  be  tboight  latisfactoij,  for  what- 
caa  be  satisfactory  to  those  who  haye  read  Mr.  Boswell's  yery  interesting  Tolume?^; 
and  who  that  has  read  them  is  unacqnamted  with  the  mw4j  the  habits,  the  g<9PiifW 
of  Dr.  Johnson  ?  Still  as  some  account  is  indispensible  to  preserve  the  nniformjtjr) 
of  our  plan,  an  Attempt  has  been  made  to  compress  the  lea4ing  erents  of  his  life  im% 
short  iiarrati¥o,  which  may  perhaps  refresh  the  memory,  althpugjh  it  can  add  i^o^* 
thing  to  the  vast  fund  of  information  alre^y  before  the  public. 

This  h^ly  disthiguished  writer  wv  bom  on  the  18th  of  September  17Q9,  at 
Utchfield  in  Staffordshire^  where  his  father  Michael  Johmsin)^  a  native  of  Derl^ff^ 
9hire,  cf  obscure  extraction,  was  at  that  time  a  haok;^Uer  apA  stfMtiooer.  Hit 
mother^  Sarah  Ford,  was  a  natLve  of  Warwickshire,  i^id  sister  to  Dr.  Ford>  phfn 
sician,  who  was  father  to  Cornelius  Ford^  a  clergyman  of  loo^e  character^  vh<m 
Hogarth  has  satirized  in  one  of  the  prints  of  his  Modem  Midnight  Conyersatiom   > 

Our  author  was  the  eldest  of  two  sons.  Nathaniel,  the  youngest,  died  in  17|79 
in  Jhis  twenty^fifth  year^  The  father  was  a  man  of  robust  body  and  active  nuBd,. 
yet  occasionally  depressed  by  melancholy,  which  Samud  inherited,  and,  with  the. 
aiid  of  s^  stronger  mind,  was  not  always  able  to  shake  off*  He  was  also  a  ste^df ) 
high-chorchman,  and  an  adherent  oi  the  house  of  Stuart^  a  prejudice  which  V/^ 
■on  oatiived  in  the  nation  at  large,  without  entirely  conquering  in  himselL     Mqi%. 
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That  he  wu  remarkable  io  his  early  years  hu  been  supposed^  but  niiiiy  proofs 
bave  not  been  adTaoced  by  his  biographers.  He  had,  indeed,  a  retentire  ine. 
oiory,  and  soon  dbcorered  symptoms  of  an  impetaous  temper,  bat  these  circonu 
stances  are  not  enough  to  distinguish  him  from  hundreds  of  children  who  nerer  at* 
tain  eminence.  In  his  infancy  he  was  afflicted  with  the  scrophulat  which  injured 
hu  sight,  and  be  was  carried  to  London  to  receive  the  royal  touch  from  the  haad 
of  queen  Anne,  the  last  of  our  sovereigns  who  encouraged  that  popular  super- 
stition. 

He  was  first  taught  to  read  English  by  a  woman  who  kept  a  school  for  youog 
children  at  Litchfield,  and  aftenifards  by  one  Brown.  I^Atin  he  learned  at  Litdi- 
field'School,  noder  Mr.  Hunter,  a  man  of  serere  discipline,  but  an  attentive 
teacher.  Johnson  owned  that  he  needed  correction^  aiid  that  hb  master  did  not 
spare  him,  but  this  instead  of  being  the  cause  of  unpleasant  recollections  in  his 
advanced  life,  served  only  to  convince  him  that  severity  in  school-education  b  ue* 
cessary,  and  in  all  his  conversations  on  the  subject,  he  persbted  in  pleading  for  a 
liberal  use  of  the  rod. 

At  this  school  hb  superiority  was  soon  acknowledged  by  hb  companions,  who 
could  not  refuse  submbsion  to  the  ascendancy  which  he  acquired. '  Hb^roficieo^, 
however,  as  In  every  part  of  hb  life,  exceeded  hb  apparent  diligence.  He 
could  learn  more  than  others  in  the  same  allotted  time,  and  he  was  learning  when 
he  seemed  to  be  idle.  He  betrayed  an  early  aversion  to  stated  tasks,  but,  if 
roused,  he  could  recover  the  time  he  appeared  to  have  lost  with  great  facility. 
Yet  he  seems  afterwards  to  have  been  conscious  that  much  depends  on  regularitf 
of  study,  and  we  find  him  often  prescribing  to  himself  stated  portions  of  readiof, 
abd  recommending  the  same  to  others.  No  man  perhaps  was  ever  more  sensible 
of  hb  failings,  or  avowed  them  with  more  candour,  nor,  indeed,  would  many  of 
them  have  been  known,  if  he  had  not  exhibited  them  as  warnings. 

Hb  memory  was  uncommonly  tenacious,  and  to  his  last  days  he  prided  hhn- 
self  on  it,  considering  Vt  defect  of  mpmory  as  the  prelude  of  total  decay.  Perhaps 
he  carried  this  doctrine  rather  too  far,  when  he  asserted  that  the  occasional  lai- 
Inre  of  memory  in  a  man  of  seventy  must  imply  something  radically  wrong;  but 
it  may  be  in  general  allowed  that  the  memory  b  a  pretty  accurate  standard  of 
mental  strength. 

Although  Kb  weak  sight  prevented  him  from  joining  in  the  anmsements  of  hb 
schooUfellows,  for  which  he  was  otherwise  well  qualified  by  person^  conrage  and 
an  ambition  to  excell,  he  found  an  equivalent  pleasure  in  sauntering  in  the  fields, 
or  reading  such  books  as  came  into  his  way,  particul&rly  old  romance««  For 
these  he  retained  a  fondness  throughout  Itfe,  but  was  wbe  and  candid  enough  to 
attribute  to  them,  in  some  degree,  that  unsettled  turn  of  mind  which  prer^ted 
his  fixing  in  any  profession. 

-  About  the  age  of  fifteen,  he  paid  a  long  vbit  to  his  nncle  Comelins  Ford,  bat 
on  his  retvLTn  hbmaster.  Hunter,  refused  to  receive  him  again  on  the  fofindatiOB 
of  LitchfieId*school ;  what  his  reasons  were  is  not  known.  He  was  now  removed 
to  the  school  of  Stourbridge  in  Worcestershire,  where  he  remained  about  a  year, 
wi^h  very  little  acquisition  of  knowledge  but  here,  as  well  as  at  LidifieU,  he 
gave  several  proofs  of  hb  inclination  to  poetry,  and  afterwanb  publbhed  some  of 
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these  jaTenile  productions  in  the  Geotleman's  Magazine.  From  Stourbridge  he 
returned  home,  "where  he  remained  about  two  years,  without  any  regular  appli. 
cation.  His  time,  however,  was  not  entirely  wasted,  as  he  employed  it  in  read* 
.  iog  many  of  the  ancient  writers,  and  stored  his  mind  with  so  much  various  infor. 
mation,  that  when  he  went  to  Oxford,  Dr.  Adams  said  he  <<  was  the  best  qua* 
lified  for  tfie  unifersity  that  he  had  ever  known  come  tbere.'^ 

By  what  means  hia  father  was  enabled  to  defray  the  expense  of  an  nnirersity 
education  has  not  been  very  accurately  told.  It  is  generally  reported  that  he  went 
to  assist  the  studies  of  a  young  gentleman  of  the  name  of  Corbet.  His  friend, 
Dr.  Taylor,  assured  Mr.  Boswell,  that  he  never  could  have  gone  to  college,  had 
aot  a  gentleman  of  Shropshire,  one  of  his  school.fellows,  spontaneously  uuderr 
taken  to  support  him  at  Oxford,  in  the  character  of  his  companion,  though,  in 
fact,  he  never  received  any  assistance  whatever  from  that  gentleman.  He  was, 
however,  entered  a  commoner  of  Pembroke  College  on  the  31st  October  1728. 
His  tutor  was  Mr.  Jordan,  a  fellow  of  Pembroke,  a  man  whom  Johnson  men. 
tioned  with  respect  many  years  after,  but  to  whose  instructions  he  did  not  pay 
much  r^ard,  except  that  he  formally  attended  his  lectures,  as  well  as  those  in  the 
CoUege-halL  It  was  at  Jordan's  request  that  be  translated  Pope's  Messiah  into 
Iiatin  verse,  as  a  Christmas  exercise.  Pope  u  said  to  have  expressed  his  high  ap- 
probation  of  it,  but  critics  in  that  language,  among  whom  Pope  could  never  be 
ranked,  have,  not  considered  Johnson's  Latin  poems  as  the  happiest  of  his  com* 
positions.  When  Jordan  left  college  to  accept  of  a  living,  Johnson  became  a 
scholar  of  Dr>  Adams,  who  was  afterwards  the  head  of  Pembroke,  and  with 
whom  Johnson  maintained  a  strict  friendship  to  the  last  hour  of  his  life. 

During  the  vacation,  in  the  following  year,  he  suffered  severely  by  an  attack  of 
his  constitutional  melancholy,  accompanied  by  alternate  irritation,  fretfulnes3 
and  languor.  It  appears,  however,  that  he  resisted  his  dborder  by  every  effort  of 
a  great  mind,  and  proved  that  it  did  not  arise  from  ^ant  of  mental  resources,  or 
weakness  of  understanding.  On  his  return  to  the  university,  ^he  probably  con^ 
tinned  his  desultory  manner  of  reading,  and  occasionally  formed  resolutions  of  re* 
guUr  study,  in  which  he  seldom  persisted.  Among  his  companions  he  was  looked 
^p  to  as  a  young  man  of  wit  and  spirit,  singular  and  unequal  m  temper,  impatient 
of  college  rules,  and  not  over  respectful  to  his  seniors.  Such  at  least  seems  to  he 
the  result  of  Mr.  Bosweli's  inquiries,  but  little  b  known  with  certainty,  except 
what  is  painful  to  relate,  that  he'' either  put  on  an  air  of  gaiety  to  conceal  his  anx- 
ious cares,  or  secluded  himself  from  company  that  that  poverty  might  not  ho 
l^nown  which  at  length  compelled  him  to  leave  college  without  a  degree. 

He  now  (1731)  returned  to  Litchfield,  with  very  gloomy  prospects.  His  father 
died  a  few  months  after  his  return,and  the  little  he  left  behind  him  was  barely  si(f« 
ficient  for  the  temporary  support  of  his  widow,  In  the  following  year  our  author 
accepted  the  place  of  usher  of  the  school  of  Market  Bos  worth  in  Leicestershire,  an 
employment  which  the  pride  of  sir  Wolstan  Dixie,  the  patron,  soon  rendered  irk- 
some, and  he  threw  it  up  in  a  disgust  which  recurred  whenever  he  recollected  this 
X>art  of  his  history.  For  six  months  after,  he  resided  at  Birmingham  as  the  guest 
of  Mr.  Hector,  an  eminent  surgeon,  and  is  supposed  duripg  that  time  to  have  fur. 
nished  some  periodic^  e3says  for  a  newspaper  printed  by  Warren  a  l^kseller  in 
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BimifnghaiD.  Rere^  ioo^  he  abridged  and  translated  Father  Lobo's  Toyafe  to 
Abjssinia,  winch  was  pi^Iished  In  1735  by  Bettesworth  and  flitch  in  Palomorter 
Jlow,  London.  For  this,  his  ^first  literary  performance,  he  rccdTod  the  aaall 
sum  of  five  guineas.  In  the  translation  there  is  little  that  marks  the  hand  of  John* 
fOD,  but  in  the  preface  and  dedication  are  a  few  passages  in  the  same  energetic  and 
manly  style  which  he  may  he  said  to  have  inTentcd,  and  to  h^e  tanght  to  hii 
countrymen. 

In  1734)  he  returned  to  Litchfield,  and  issued  proposals  for  an  edition  of  the 
l^tin  poems  of  Politian,  with  the  hbtory  of  Latin  poetry,  from  the  era  of  Pe- 
trarch (o  the  time  of  FoHtian,  and  also  the  life  of  Politian ;  the  book  to  be  print. 
td  in  thirty  octavo  sheets,  price  fire  shillings.  Those  who  have  not  attended  to 
the  literary  history  of  this  country  will  be  surprised  that  such  a  work  conid  eot 
4)e  undertaken  without  the  precaution  of  a  subscription,  and  they  wili  regret  that 
in  this  case  the  subscription  was  so  inadequate  to  the  expense  of  printing  as  to  deter 
pur  author  from  executing  what  probably  would  have  made  him  known  and  pa- 
tronized  by  the  learned  world. 

^Disappointed  in  this  scheme,  he  offered  his  serrieei  to  Mr.  Care,  the  proprie^ 
lor  and  editor  of  the  "Gentleman's  Magazine,  who  had  giren  $ame  proofs  of  a  li^ 
"beral  spirit  of  enlerprize  in  calling  forth  the  talents  of  unknown  and  ingeimnt 
-writers.  On  this  occasion  he  suggested  some  improrements  in  the  management  of 
the  Magazine  and  specified  the  articles  which  he  w^  ready  to  supply.  CaTe  an* 
iwered  his  letter,  but  it  does  not  appear  that  any  agreement  was  formed  at  iku 
time,  flo  soon,  how'erer,  entered  into  a  connection  of  a  more  tender  kind, 
which  ended  in  marriage.  His  wife,  who  was  about  twenty  yean  Mer  than  hin- 
lelf,  was  the  widow  of  Mr.  Porter,  a  mercer  of  Birmingham,  a  lady  whose  cku 
iracter  has  been  variously  represented,  but  scfldom  to  her  discredit.  She  was,  how. 
ever,  the-object  of  his  first  passion,  and  although  they  did  not  pass  the  whole  time 
of  their  union  In  uninterrupted  harmony,  he  lamentedher  death  with  unfeigned  jor. 
irow,  and  retained  an  enthusiastic  reneration  for  her  memory. 

She  had  1^  fortune  of  eight  hundred  pounds^  and  with  part  of  this  he  hired  a 
large  house  at  Edial  4iear  Litchfield,which  he  fitted  up  as  an  academy,  where  young 
gentlemen  were  to  be  boarded  and  taught  the  Latin  and  Greek  languages.  Gil. 
bcrt  Walmsley,  a  man  of  learning  and  worth,  whom  he  has  celebrated  by  a  cha* 
racter  drawn  with  unparalleled  elegance,  endeavoured  to  promote  this  plan,  but  it 
^oved  abortive.  Three  pupils  only  appeared,  one  of  whom  was  David  Garrick  : 
with  these  he  made  a  shift  to  keep  the  school  open  for  about  a  year  and  a  half,  and 
was  then  obliged  to  discontinue  it,  perhaps  not  much  against  hu  inclination.  No 
man  knew  better  than  Johnson  what  ought  to  be  taught,  but  the  business  of  eda^ 
cation  was  confessedly  repugnant  to  his  habits  and  his  temper. 

During  this  short  residence  at  ^dial,  he  Wrote  a  considerable  part  of  hb  Irenes 
which  Mr.  Walmsley  ad? ised  him  to  prepare  for  the  stage,  and  it  was  probably 
hy  this  gentleman*s  advice  that  he  determined  to  try  his  fortune  in  London.  Ws 
pupil  Garrick  had  formed  the  same  resolution,  and  in  March  1737,  they  arrived 
in  London  together.  Garrick,  after  some  farther  preparatory  education,  was  de- 
signed for  the  study  of  the  law,  but  in  three  or  four  years  went  on  the  stage,  ob. 
tained  the  highest  honours  tha^  dramatic  fifnoie  could  confer^  withafortane  splend^ 
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htjimd  all  prgcedent.  Tlie  difference  in  the  lot  of  these  two  yoang  men 
ai^t  leftd  to  many  reSectioBS  on  the  taste  ef  the  age,  and  the  Talne  of  its  patron- 
age, bat  they  are  too  obvioos  to  be  obtruded  on  aoy  reader  of  feeling  or  jndg. 
jnent,  and  to  others  they  would  be  unintelligible. 

In  what  manner  Johnson  was  employed  for  some  time  after  his  arrival  in  Lon- 
don, is  not  known.  He  brought  a  small  sum  of  money  with  him,  and  he  hus- 
banded it  with  frugality,  while  he  mixed  in  such  society  as  was  accessible  to  a 
friendless  and  uneourtly  scholar,  and  amused  himself  in  contemplating  the  nmn- 
oers  of  the  metropolis.  It  appears  that  at  one  time  he  took  lodgings  at  Green- 
tricb,  and  proceeded  by  fits  to  complete  hb  tmgedy.  He  renewed  his  application 
also  to  Ca?e,  sending  him  a  specimen  of  a  translation  of  the  History  of  the  Council 
of  Tfent,  and  desiring  to  know  if  Gave  wonld  join  in  the  publication  of  it.  CafO 
appears  to  haTe  consented,  for  twelve  sheets  were  printed  for  which  our  author 
leoeired  forty-nine  pounds,  but  another  translation  being  announced  about  the 
same  period  (1738)  by  a  rital  whose  name  was  also  Samuel  Johnson,  librarian  of 
BL  Martins  in  the  Fields^  our  author  desisted,  and  the  other  design  was  also 
dropiped* 

In  Ihe  course  of  the  iunmer  he  went  to  Litchfield,  where  he  had  left  Mrs. 
JdJmson,  and  there,  daring  a  i«sidence  of  three  months,  finbhed  his  tr^edy  for 
the  rtagn.  On  his  return  to  London  with  Mrs«  Johnson,  he  endeaTonred  to  pre- 
▼ail  00  Flcntwoody  the  patentee  of  Dmrylaae  theatre,  to  accept  Irene,  but  in 
tjhss  was  unsnccessful,  and  having  no  interest  with  any  other  manager,  he  laid 
asidn  his  pAay  in  pursuit  of  literary  employment.  He  had  now  iiecome  personally 
known  to  Cave,  and  began  to  contribute  to  the  Magazine  original  poetry,  Latin, 
and  Ebglith  translations,  biographical  sketches,  and  other  misoellaoeous  articles, 
particularly  the  dhebates  in  parliament,  under  the  name  of  the  Senate  of  Lillipat« 
At  that  time  the  debates  wcvo  not  allowed  to  be  poblished,  as  now,  the  morning 
after  the  day  of  meeting,  and  the  only  safe  mode  at  conveying  the  substance  of 
them  to  the  public  was  by  adopting  a  historical  form  at  more  dbtant  periods.  At 
irst,  Johnson  merely  reriaed  the  manascript  as  writtien  by  GutlMrie  %  who  then 
supplied  this  department  ef  the  Magazine,  bnt  wiMn  Guthrie -had  attained  a  higher 
rank  aeiong  authors,  tim  whole  devolted  on  bis  coadjutor.  His  ooAy  materials 
wen  a  few  notes  supplied  by  persons  who  attended  the  houses  of  parHament,  from 
which,  and  ^metimes  from  iotWnatiofi  evisn  more  scanty,  he  compiled  a  series 
of  speeches,  of  which  the  sentiments  as  well  as  the  style  were  often  his  own.  In 
bis  latAer  days  he  disapproved  of  tills  practice,  and  desisted  from  writing  the 
speeches  as  soon  as  he  found  they  were  thought  genuine. 

Tht  value  of  his  contributions  to  this  Magwne  must  have  been  soon  acknow^ 
ledged.  It  was  4hen  in  its  infimcy,  and  these  is  a  visible  improvement  from  the 
time  he  bef  an  to  write  for  it.  Cavo  had  a  contriving  head,  but  with  too  much  of 
}iter«ry  quackery.  John80si,by  recommending  original  or  selected  pieces  calculated 
to  improve  the  taste  and  judgment  of  tiie  public,  raised  the  dignity  of  the  Maga- 
nine  above  its  contemporaries,  and  to  him  wecertably  owe,  in  a  great  measure^ 
the  varbus  information  and  litesary  history  for  which  that  miscellany  has  ever 

*  Gutbrie  oomposed  the  psrlismentary  ipeeches  from  July  1726|  SImI  Jofaosou  sijcceedsd  bi|i|  N6^ 
Tember  }740^  and  continaed  them  to  February  1742-3.    C. 
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been  ditthiguUlied,  tud  io  which  it  has  neter  been  iotemipted  by  a  socceisfiil 
rifftl.  Bj  some  maDOscript  memorandtuns  concerDing  Dr.  Johnson,  writteo  bj 
the  late  Dr.  Farmei;,  and  obligingly  gi?en  to  me  by  Mr.  Nichols,  it  appears  that 
lie  was  considered  as  the  condactor  or  editor  of  the  Magaxine  for  some  time,'  and 
leoeif  ed  an  haudred  pounds  per  annum  from  CaTe. 

In  the  year  1738,  he  made  hb  name  at  onco  «known  and  highly  respected  among 
the  eminent  mea  of  his  time,  by  the  publication  of  London,  a  piece  in  imitation  of 
the  third  satire  of  Jnvenal.  The  history  of  this  publication  is  not  nnint^estinf* 
Toimg  authors  did  not  then  present  themsdres  to  the  public  without  mucb  caotioat 
preparation*  Johnson  couTcyed  his  poem  to  Care  as  the  production  of  aoollier,of  one 
who  was  <*under  Tery  disadvantageous  circumstances  of  fortune;**  and  as  some  small 
encouragement  to  the  printer,he  not  only  offered  to  correct  the  press,bttt  e?en  to  alter 
any  stroke  of  satire  which  he  might  dislike.  Cave,  whose  heart  appears  to  more 
advantage  in  this  than  in  some  other  of  his  transactions  with  authors,  sent  a  present 
to  Johnson  for  the  use  of  his  poor  friend,  and  afterwards,  it  appears,  recoawnend* 
edDodsley  as  a  purchaser.  Djdsley  had  just  began  business,  and  had  specnlated^bvt 
on  a  few  publications  of  no  great  6onsequence«  He  had,  howerer,  judgment  eaon^ 
to  discern  the  merit  of .  the  ppem  now  submitted  to  him,  and  bargained  for  the 
whole  property.  The  sum  Johnson  received  was  ten  j|;ainea8,  and  sncb  were 
bis  circumstances,  or  sudi  the  state  ef  literary  property  at  that  time,'  that  he  was 
fully  content,  and  was  ever  ready  to  ackifowledge  Dodsley's  useful  patronage. 

The  poem  was  accordingly  published  in  May  1738,  and  on  the  same  morning 
with  Pope's  Satire  of  SeYcnteen  Hundred  and  Thirty  Eight.  Johnson's  was  to 
eagerly  bought  up,  that  a  second  edition  became  necessary  in  less  than  a  wedc. 
Pope  behared  on  this  occasion  with  great  liberality.  He  bestowed  higii 
praise  on  the  London,  and  intimated  that  the  author,  whosO' name  had  not  yet 
appeared,  could  not  be  long  concealed.  In  this  poem  may  be  obsenred  some  oi 
those,  political  prejudices  fqr  which  Johnson  contended  more  frequently  after* 
wards.  He  thought  proper  to  job  in  the  popular  clamour  against  the  administra- 
tioa  of  sir  Robert  Walpole,  but  lired  to  reflect  with  more  compUcency  on  the 
conduct  of  that  muiister  when  compared  with  some  of  his  succe^ors. 

His  London  procured  him  iame,  and  Care  was  not  sorry  to  hare  engaged  tiio 
senrices  of  a  man  whose  talents  had  now  the  stamp  of  public  i^^probailon. 
Whether  he  had  offers  of  patronage,  or  was  thought  a  formidable  enemy  to  the 
n^nister,  is  not  so  certain,  but  having  Idsnre  to  calculate  how  little  his  labours 
were  likely  to  produce,  he  soon  began  to  wish  for  some  establishment  of  a  more 
permanent  kind.  With  this  view  an  offer  was  made  to  him  of  the  mastership  ai  the 
school  of  Appleby  in  Leicestershire,  the  salary  of  which  was  about  sixty  pounds. 
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in  the  botiness  ii  not  improbftble,  for  it  appears  by  his  letters  of  this  date  (Aagutt 
1738^  that  be  was  incapable  of  attending  to  any  business :  but  Johnson's  life  , 
of  Swift  proTes  that  bis  dislike  had  a  more  honourable  foundation. 

About  this  time  Johnson  formed  a  design  of  studying  the  cifil  law,  in  order  ta 
practise  in  the  Commons,  yet  this  also  was  rendered  impossiblefor  want  of  a  degree, 
and  he  was  obliged  to  resume  his  labours,  in  the  Gentleman's  Magazine.  The 
Tarious  arttcles  which  came  from  his  pen  are  enumerated  in  chronological  series  by 
Mr.  Boswell.  It  will  bo  sufficient  for  the  present  sketch  to  notice  only  his 
more  important  productions,  or  such  as  were  of  sufficimt  consequence  to  be  pub, 

lished  separately. 

In  1739,  he  wrote  A  complete  Vindication  of  the  licensers  of  the  Stage, 
from  the  malicious  and  scandalous  Aspersions  of  Mr.  Brooke,  Author  ofGustaTus 
Vasa:  and  a  political  tract  enUtled  Marmor  Norfolciense,  or  an  Essay  ob 
an  ancient  prophetical  Inscription,  in  monkish  Rhyme>  lately  dUooTesed  near 
Lynne  in  Norfolk,  by  Probus  Britannicus.  These  pieces,  it  b  almost  neediest 
to  add,  were  ironical,  a  mode  of  writing  in  which  our  author  was  not  eminentir 
euccessful.  Some  notice  has  already  been  taken  of  Gustarus  Vasa  in  the  life  of 
Brooke.  The  Marmor  Norfolciense  was  a  serero  attack  on  the  Walpole  admini. 
stration  and  on  the  reigning  family  :  but  whether  it  was  not  wdj  nnderstood^  or 
when  understood,  considered  as  feeble,  it  certainly  was  not  much  attended  to  by 
the  friends -of  goTemment,  nor  procured  to  the  author  the  reputation  of  a  dange. 
rous  oppotient;  Sir  John  Hawkins  indeed  says,  thata  prosecution  was  ordored, 
but  of  this  no  traces  can  be  found  in  any  of  the  public  offices.  One  of  his  pditir 
cal  enemies  reprinted  it  in  the  year  177r,  to  show  what  a  change  had  been  egecte4 
In  his  principles  by  a  pension,  but  the  publisher  does  not  seem  to  hare  knowm 
how  litUe  change  was  really  effected,  and  how  Uttle  was  necessary  to  render 
Johnson  a  loyal  subject  to  hb  mmiiiceBt  soTereign,  and  a  determined  enemy  of  the 
popular  politics  of  that  tfane.  ^,  ^  .      ,.  . 

Hb  next  publication  of  any  note  was  his  Life  of  Savage,  wMch  he  afterwards 
prefixed  to  that  poet's  works  when  admitted  into  hb  coUection.  With  Sarage  he 
bad  been  for  some  time  intimately  acquainted,  but  how  long  b  not  known.  They 
net  at  Care's  bouse.  Johnson  admired  hb  abiUtiee,  and  while  he  sympathiaed 
with  the  Tory  singular  train  of  mbfortunes  which  pUu»d  him  amoikg  the  indigent, 
was  not  less  touched  by  hispride  of  spirit,  and  the  lofty  demeanour  with  which 
be  treated  those  who  neglected  him.  In  all  Satage's  virtues,  there  was  much  in 
common  with  Johnson,  buthb  mirrative  shows  with  what  nicety  be  could  scpa. 
ratrhb  virtues  from  hb  rices,  and  blame  even  firmness  and  Independence  whe« 
they  degenerated  into  obstibacy  and  mtaanthropy.  He  has  concealed  none  <^ 
Savage's  failings,  and  what  appears  of  the  exculpatory  kind,  b  merely  an  endear 
TOur  to  present  a  just  view  of  that  unfortunate  combination  of  drcnmstances  by 
which  Savage  was  driven  from  the  paths  of  decent  and  moral  life;  and  to  in. 
cite  every  reflecting  person  to  put  the  important  question  ««  who  made  me  to 

differ?" 

Thb  Hfe,  of  which  two  editions  were  very  speedUy  sold,  affords  an  extraordinary 
proof  of  the  facility  with  which  Johnson  composed.  He  vf rote  for^-^ht  pages 
of  the  printed  copy  in  the  course  of  a  day,  or  night,  for  it  b  not  very  clear  which. 
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Nit  bftogn^ilicr  vli^fieo^rds  Ihis,  enters attli«  tame  ^tiae  mk>  a  loag  i 
tended  to  pcore  tiMt  Savage  was  aot  the  son  of  the  eouateis  of  Maodeafield  ;  hut 
liad  this  been  possible,  it  woukL  sarely  hafe  been  aeeomflished  whoa  the  proaf 
naight  have  ban  raotlered  anansverable. 

In  174S,  he  pabUsbed  MiseeliaBeoas  Obsenrmtioas  on  the  Tiagadf  of  Mao. 
I»eih,  with  liemaKks  on  Sir  Thonas  Hanaer's  edition  of  fihalupeare^  to  which 
lie  aftaed  propossis  lor  a  new  editioa  of  that  poet,  andit  is  probable  he  was  now 
sletoting  his  whola  time  to  this  andertaking,  as  we  find  a  sospensian  of  his  periedu 
cal  contribatloBs  dorfaig  the  jears  174S  and  1746.  It  is  perhaps  too  rash  to  eoo/- 
idude  that  he  declined  writing  in  the  Magazine  because  he  would  not  join  in  the  Hifm 
port  of  goremment  during  the  rebellion  in  Scotland ;  but  there  aee  atendant  pr#o& 
in  Mr.  Boswell's  Life,  that  bis  sentiments  were  fiiYonrable  to  that  attempt*  As  t»  hk 
plan  of  an  edition  of  Sfaakspeare^he  had  many  difficulties  to  enooonler.  little  -iiDUoa 
was  taken  of  his  proposals,  and  Warbnrton  was  known  to  be  engaged  in  a  siaik* 
far  nndertaking.  Warburton,  howe?cr,  had  the  liberality  to  praise  his  obserra* 
lions  on  MacbeHi,  as  the  production  of  a  man  of  parts  and  genins :  and  Johnson 
•ever  forgot  the  lifour..  Warburtoo,  he  said,  praised  him  when  praise  was  of 
valne. 

In  1747,  he  resumed  his  labours  In  the  Gentieman's  Magazine,  and  aUfcongh 
many  entife  pieces  cannot  be  ascertained  to  have  come  from  his  pen,  he  was  Ire. 
qnentlj,  if  not  constantiy,  employed  to  superintend  the  BMterials  of  the  magazine, 
and  soferal  iatroductory  passages  may  be  pointed  oat  which  bear  erident  suuM 
nf  his  composition,  in  this  year  his  old  pupil  and  friend,  Garrick,  became  mana> 
ger  of  Dmry-lane  theatre,  and  obtained  feom  Johnson  a  prologue^  whkk  is  ge* 
eieially  esteemed  one  of  the  fineat  productions  of  tiutt  kind  in  our  iangnage.  U 
tills  year  also  he  issued  his  plan  for  a  Dktionary  of  tiie  £n^h  language. 

The  design  of  this  great  work  was  at  irst  suggested  by  Dodsley,  »and  Johnsoq, 
having  consented  to  undertake  it,  entered  into  an  agreement  with  the  bookseUetslar 
theaamof  fifteen  hundrisd  gnineas, which  he  was  to  recelToin  small  paymoDts  proper, 
lioned  to  the  quantity  of  manosouript  sent  to  press.  The  plan  wasaddreased  to  the 
eel^rated  earl  of  Chestsifield,  wiu>  had  discovered  an  iaclinaUoo  to  bo  the  palnw  « 
0f  the  anther,  and  Johnson  hariag  made  suitable  preparations,  hired  a  bouse  in 
jGoQi^Bquace,  engaf^  amanuenses,  and  i>egana  task  which  he  carried  on  by  fits, 
as  incliaaAion  aad  iiealth  permitted,  for  nearly  eight  years*  His  amanuenses 
were  six  in  number,  and  employod  upon  what  may  be  termed  the  meohanical  part 
4fi  the  work,  but  their  expenses  aad  his  own  were  so  considerable,  that  beforp 
$he  work  was  concluded,  he  had  veeeived  the  whole  of  the  money  stipulated  for 
in  bis  acoaement  with  the  promietors.    In  what  time  it  roiffht  bare  bean  com* 
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BMM  inferior  emplofitieiit  from  the  beokseiters,  and  produced  some  of  Ike  moit 
▼akiaMeefkia  original  works. 

la  1749,  ke  published  his  second  imitation  of  Ja?enal,  aader  tke  title  of  tke 
Vanity  of  Human  Wishes,  for  whksh)  with  all  the  fame  he  had  now  aeqaired^  he 
received  onlj  fifteen  gtiineas.  In  his  London,  we  have  the  manners  of  comttoH 
life;  in  the  Vanity  of  Human  Wishes,  he  has  given  us  more  of  his  own  mhidy 
more  of  that  train  of  sentiment,  excited  sometimes  by  poverty,  and  sometimes  by 
disappointment,  which  always  inclined  him  to  view  tke  gloomy  side  of  human 
afliilrs. 

In  the  saaie  year,  G  arrick  offered  to  produce  his  Irene  on  the  Drury-hme theatre^ 
kfut  presumed  at  the  same  time  to  suggest  such  alterations  as  his  superior  knoWledge 
#f  slage-eiect  might  be  supposed  lo  justify.  Johnson  did  iwt  much  like  that  his  la- 
bours should  be  revised  and  amendod  at  the  pleasure  of  an  actor,  and  with  sonso 
diAeulty  was  persuaded  to  yield  to  Garrick's  advice.  The  play,  however,  was 
at  lewgth  performed,  bat  wi^ut  mveh  success ;  although  the  manager  contrived 
to-  have  it  played  ktig  enough  to  entitle  the  author  to  the  profits  of  his  three  nights^ 
and  Dodsley  bought  the  copy  right  for  one  hundred  pounds.  It  is  now  added  to 
his  poetical  wovksi,  as  it  baa  ever  been  admired  in  the  closet,  for  the  propriety  eC 
IfU  senllmeBtl  and  the  degance  of  Its  language. 

Ill  1750,  he  commenced  a  work  which  raised  his  fame  yet  higher  than  it  had 
ever  yet  reached,  and  will  probably  convey  his  name  io  the  latest  posterity.  Ho 
appears  io  have  entered  on  the  Rambler  without  any  communication  with  hit 
friends,  or  dicsire  of  assistance.  Whether  he  proposed -the  scheme  hhnself,  is  uneer* 
tain,  but  he  was  fortunate  enough  in  forming  a  connexion  with  Mr.  John  Payne^ 
n  bookseller  in  Paternoster  Row,  and  alterwarda  chief  accountant  in  the  Bank  of 
Sngiand,  a  man  with  whom  he  lived  many  yeavs  in  habits  of  friendship^  and  whn 
#a  the  present  occaskin  treated  hkn  with  great  libarality.  He  eagaged  to  pay  klm 
two  guineas  for  each  paper,  or  lour  guineas  fer  week,  wkich  at  that  thne  most 
kave  been  to,  Johnson  a  very  considerable  sum ;  and  he  admitted  him  to  a  share  of 
the  future  profits  of  the  worli,  when  It  should  be  collected  into  voluaee:  thii 
ahare  Johnson  afterwards  sold.  As  I  h^ve  glTon  afhll  history  of  this  paper  in  aao* 
ther  wark%  it  may  sufice  to  add  that  It  bc^;an  Tuesday,  March  30,  1740*50,  and 
closed  on  Saturday,  March  14,  1759.  So  conscbus  was  Johnson  that  his&me 
would  in  a  great  measure  rest  on  this  prod^uction,  that  he  corrected  tiie  first  two 
editions  with  the  most  scrupulous  care,  of  *whkh  specimens  aie  given  in  the  vohnna 
referred  to  in  the  note. 

In  1751,  he  was  carrying  on  his  Dictiornary  and  the  Rambler,  and  besides  some 
occasional  contributions  to  the  Magaxiiie,  assisted  in  the  detection  of  Lander,  wkn 
had  imposed  on  him  and  on  the  world  by  ^advancing  forged  evidence, that  Milton  -wan. 
a  groes  plagiary.    Dr.  Douglas,  the  taf le  bbhop  of  Salisbury,  was  the  first  wr\io  re* 
fated  this  unprindpled  imposfor  ;  and.  JTohnson,  whom  Lauder's  ingenuity  li«A  *■** 
duced  to  write  a  preface  and   posts  ci -ipt  to  his  vrork,  now  dictated  »  letter  •*- 


\ i__    -- 
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knowledgcd  iU  that  tinie,«s  it  hk$  since  been  misrepreseDted  by  the  blotted  adbe* 
Tents  to  Milton's  politics.  Lander^  howerer,  returned  to  his  <<  dirty  work," 
«nd  published  in  1754,  a  pamphlet  entitled  The  Grand  Impostor  detected,  or 
Milton  conficted  of  Forgery  against  Charles  I,  which  was  reriewed  with  ccnsarey 
in  the  Gentleman's  Magaxine  of  that  year,  and  probably  by  Johnson* 

The  Rambler  was  concluded  on  March  14,  1759,  and  three  days  after,  the  au- 
thor's wife  died,  a  Itns  which  he  long  deplored,  and  never  at  the  latest  period  of  life 
recollected  without  emotion.  Many  instances  of  his  affection  for  her  occur  in  tbo^ 
collection  of  Prayers  and  Meditations  published  after  his  death,  which,  hoifeTer 
Ihey  may  eipose  him  to  ricKcule,  combine  to  prore  that  his  attachment  to  her  was 
nniformly  sincere.  She  was  buried  at  Bromley,  and  Johnson  placed  a  Ijatia  in- 
acription  on  her  tomb»  She  left  a  daughter  by  her  former  husband, 'and  by  her 
means  our  author  became  acquainted  with  Mrs.  Anne  Wiilkms,  the  daughter  of 
Zacbary  Williams,  a  physician  who  died  about  this  time*  Mrs.  Williams  was  a 
woman  of  considerable  talents,  and  her  confersation  was  interesting.  She  was 
left  in  poverty  by  her  father,  and  had  the  additional  affliction  of  b^ng  totiUy- 
bliad.  To  rdieve  his  melancholy  reflections,  Johnson  took  her  home  to  bis  house 
in  Godgb.Square,  procured  her  a  benefit  play  from  Garrick,  and  assisted  her  in 
publishing  a  Tolume  of  poems,  by  both  of  which  schemes  she  raised  abont  three 
hundred  pounds.  With  thla  fund,  she  became  an  inmate  in.  Johnson's  house,  where 
she  passed  the  remainder  of  her  days,  protected  and  cheered  by  every  act  of 
kindness  and  tenderness  which  he  could  have  showed  to  the  nearest  relation. 

When  he  had  in  some  measare  recovered  from  the  shock  of  Mrs.  Johnson^s 
death,  he  contributed  several  papers  to  the  Adventurer, which  was  carried  on  by  Dr. 
Hawkes worth  and  Dr.  Warton.  The  profit  of  these  papers  he  is  said  to  have 
given  to  Dr.  Bathurst,  a  pbysidan  of  little  practice,  but  a  very  amiable 
whom  he  highly  respected.  Mr.  Boswell  thinks  he  endeavoured  to  make  \ 
pass  for  Bathursfs,  which  is  highly  improbable^  In  1754,  we  find  him  approachh^ 
to  the  completion  of  his  Dictionary.  Lonl  Chesterfield,  to  whom  he  once  looked 
vp  as  to  a  liberal  patron^  had  treated  him  with  neglect,  of  which ^  after  Johnson 
declined  to  pay  court  to  such  a  man,  he  became  sensible,  and,  as  an  effort  at  re» 
conciliation,  wrote  two  papers  in  the  World,  recommending  the  Dictionary,  and 
soothing  the  author  by  some  ingenious  oompiknents.  Had  there  been  no  previous 
offence,  it  is  probable  this  end  would  fiave  been  answered,  and  Johnson  would 
have  dedicated  the  work  to  him.  He  loved  praise,  and  from  lord  ChesterfieU, 
the  Msecenas  of  the  age,  and  the  most  elegant  of  noble  writers,  praise  was  at  this 
lime  vahiablc.  But  Johnson  never  deptirted  from  exacting  tlie  just  respect  due 
to  a  man  of  letters,  and  was  not  to  be  appeased  by  the  artifice  of  these  protracted 
compliments.  He  could  not  even  brook  that  his  lordship  should  for  a  moment 
suppose  him  reconciled  by  his  flattery,  but  immediately  wrote  that  celebrated 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  LIFE  OF  JOHNSON.  550 

till  I  am  iolUary^  and  cannot  iinparjb  it :  till  I  am  known,  and  do  not  w^nt  it." 
Lord  Chesterfield  is  said  to  have  concealed  his  feelings  on  this  occasion  with  his 
nsoal  arty  conscious  perhaps  that  they  were  not  to  be  envied. 

Xn  1755,  the  degree  of  roaster  of  arts  was  conferred  npon  him  by  the  uoirer-* 
sity  of  Oxford,  after  which  (in  May)  hb  Dictionary,  was  published  in  two  large 
▼olamef  folio.  Of  a  wo/k  so  well  known^  it  is  unnecessary  to  say  raoce  in  thia 
place,  than  that  after  the  lapse  of  half  a  century,  neither  envy  has  injured,  nor 
industry  ritaled  its  usefulness  or  pbpularitj. 

la  the  following  jear»  he  abridged  his  Dictionary  into  an  octavo  sise,  and  ^* 
gaged  to  superintend  amoDthly  publication  entitledthe  Literary  Mi^aaipe,orUiiU 
▼ersal  Register.  To  this  he  contributed  a  great  many  articles  enumerated  by  Mr. 
Boswdi,  and  serend  renews  of  new  books.  The  most  celebrated  of  bh  refiews^ 
and  one  of  most  his  finished  compositions,  both  in  point  of  style,  argument  and 
wit,  was  that  of  Soame  Jenyns's  Free  Inqoiry  into  the  Nature  and  Origin  of  EtU* 
This  attracted  so  much  notice  that  the  bookseller  was  encouraged  to  publish 
it  separately,  and  two  editions  were  rapidly  sold.  The  Magazine  coatuined  about 
two  years,  after  which  it  was  dropt  for  want  of  encouragement.  He  wrote  also, 
in  1756,.  some  essays  in  the  Universal  Visitor,  another  magaaine  which  lasted 
only  a  year.  His  friend  Cave  died  in  1754,  and,  for  whatever  reason,  Johnson's 
regular  contributions  appear  no  more  in  the  Gentleman's  Magazine.  But  he 
wrote  a  Tery  elegant  life  of  Cave,  and  was  afterwards  an  occasional  contributor. 
This,  it  would  appear,  was  one  of  his  worst  years  as  to  pecuniary  matters.  We 
find  him,  in  the  month  of  March,  arrested  for  the  sum  of  ^y%  pounds  eighteen  shiU 
lings,  and  relieved  by  Mr.  Richardson.  His  propose  for  an  edition  of  Shak- 
speare  was  again  rerived,  and  subscription  tickets  issued  out,  but  it  did  not  go  ta 
press  for  many  years  after. 

In  1758,  the  worthy  John  Newbery,  bookseller,  who  frequently  employed 
Johnson  in  his  literary  progress,  began  a  newspaper  called  the  Universal  Chronic 
cle,  or  Weekly  Gazette,  In  conjunction  with  Mr.  John  Payne.  To  give  it  an  air 
of  novelty,  Johnson  was  engaged  to  write  a  short  periodical  paper,  which  he  en. 
tided  The  Idler,  Most  of  these  papers  were  written  in  haste,  Iq  various  places 
where  he  happened  to  be  on  the  eve  of  publication,  and  with  very  little  prepara. 
tion«  A  few  of  them  express  the  train  of  thought  which  prevails  in  the  Rambler  $ 
but  in  general  they  have  more  yivacity,  and  exhibit  a  species  of  grave  humour  in 
which  Johnson  excelled.  When  the  Universal  Chronicle  was  discontinued,  these 
papers  were  collected  into  two  small  volumes,  which  he  corrected  for  the  press, 
maJung  a  few  alterations,  and  omitting  one  whole  paper  which  has  since  been  re« 
stored. 

No.  41  of  the  Idler  alludes  to  the  death  of  his  mother,  which  took  place  in  , 
1750  :  he  had  ever  loved  her  with  anxious  affectbn  4,  and  had   contributed  to 
her  support,  oftai  wheb  he  knew  not  where  to  recruit  his  fiaaaces.    On  this 
event,  he  wrote  his  Rasselas,  with  a  view  to  raise  a  sum  suflicicnt  to  defraj  the 
expenses  of  her  funeral,  and  pay  some  little  debts  she  had  left.     Hit  mind  ap« 
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notiftt  ;  for  be  HrrotH  iha  whole  of  tliit  elegant  and  phflotopUcal  fictioil  dmimg 
the  ereniagi  of  one  week,  and  sent  it  to  press  in  portions  as  it  was  writteB.  He 
receif ed  one  hundred  poands  froii  Messrs*  Strahan,  Johnston,  and  Dodalejr,  for 
the  copj,  and  tweoty.fite  more  when  it  came,  as  it  soon  did,  to  a  second  editioB. 
Few  works  of  the  kind  hare  been  more  gcnerallj  or  more  exteasif elj  ditfnsed 
by  means  of  translation.  Tet  the  author,  perhaps  from  the  pain  he  folt  in  reoal. 
leeting  the  melancholy  occasion  which  called  forth  his  pen,  appears  to  hare  dii* 
missed  it  with  some  degree  of  indiflierence,  as  soon  as  pukisind ;  for  from  Uiat 
time  io  the  year  1781,  whenhe fonnd  it  accidentally  in  a  chaise,  while  traTelfing 
with  Mr.  ^weil,  he  dedaied  he  had  never  looked  into  it.  His  tnumlatioB  of 
Lobo  probably  suggested  his  placing  the  scene  in  Abyssinia ;  but  theve  is  a  little 
learoe  volume,  nnnotieed  by  Ms  biographers,  from  whkh  I  suspect  he  took  aame 
hints.  It  is  entUled  The  late  Travels  of  S.  GHacomo  Baratti,  in  ttaliaa  Gentler 
man,  into  the  reoKitest  Coantries  of  the  Abyssins,  or  of  EtUapia  IntMor.  ISaou 
Lend.  1070. 

Among  his  occasional  productions  about  this  time,  were  his  transUtien  of  a  IXs# 
sertation  on  the  Greek  Comedy,  for  Mrs.  Lennoxes  English  version  ai  Bnsasoy,  the 
general  Conclusion  of  the  book ;  and  an  Introduction  to  the  World  Displayed,  a 
collection  of  voyages  and  travels,  projected  by  his  friend  Newbery.— *Whea  a 
new  bridge  was  about  to  be  built  over  the  Thames  at  Blackfrian,  he  wrote  some 
papers  against  th^  plan  of  the  architect,  Mr.  'Mylne.  His  principal  motive  ap^ 
pears  to  have  been  hisvfriendship  for  Mr.  Gwyn,  who  had  given  in  a  plan,  and 
probably  he  only  clothed  Gwyn's  arguments  in  his  own  stately  kngoage.  Snch 
a  contest  was  certainly  not  within  his  province,  and  he  could  derive  little  other 
advantage  than  the  pleasure  of  serving  his  friend  1  He  appeared  more  in  chnfactet 
when  he  assisted  his  contemporaries  with  prefaces  and  dedications,  which  wute 
very  frequently  solicited  from  him.  Poor  as  he  was  at  tiiis  time,  he  taught  how  de- 
dications  might  be  written  without  servile  submission  or  flattery,  and  yet  witk  al 
the  courtesy,  compliment  and  elegance,  which  a  liberal  miod  could  espeet. 

But  an  end  was  now  approaching  to  his  pecuniary  embarrassments.  In  l76St^ 
while  he  was  ^ceeding  with  his  edition  of  Shakspeare,  he  was  surpvised  by  ikt 
information  that  his  present  majesty  had  been  pleased  to  grant  him  a  peasioaef 
three  hundred  pounds  a  year,  not,  as  has  been  invicfiously  asserted,  in  order  to 
induce  him  to  write  for  administration,  but  as  the  reward  of  hb  literary  merit.  Had 
H  been  otherwise,  be  had  surely  the  strongest  inducement  to  have  exerted  hk  ta- 
lents in  favour  of  lord  Bute,  by  whose  recommendation  the  pension  was  graatady 
and  who  at  this  time  wanted  much  abler  sapport  than  the  hired  writers  of  govern- 
meot  could  supply.  But  it  is  well  known  that  he  wrote  no  political  timet  lor 
nearly  eight  years  afterwards.  He  now  took  a  house  in  Johnson's  conrt.  Fleet, 
street,  and  allotted  an  apartmentfbr  Mrs.  Williams.  In  1705,  he  was  iatrodaoed  tn 
the  late  Mr.  Thrale  and  family,  a  circumstance  which  contributed  much  to  aUovints 
the  solicitudes  of  life,  and  fumbhed  hkn  with  the  enjoyment  of  aa  el^gaat  tahls^ 
and  elegant  society.  Here  an  iq)artment  was  fitted  up  fbr  him,  which  he  < 
when  he  pleased,  and  he  accompanied  the  family  In  their  varione  eua 
sions,  which  tended  to  exhilarate  his  mind^  and  render  the  return  of  hie  co8mtito« 
tional  melandioly  less  frequent. 
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In  tke  same  fear,  Kb  reoeired  a  diploma  frcun  Trbity  CoUege  Dublin,  compliment*  . 
Ing  him  wkh  tfae  title  of  doctor  of  laws,  and  after  many  delays,  his^ditioo  of  Sbak« 
8pi»re  VA6  pnUisbed  in  eight  yoliimes  octavo.  The  preface  is  untTersaily  acknow- 
ledged io  be  one  of  th^moit  elegant  and  acute  of  all  his  compositions.  Bu t  %s  an  i1. 
Instntor  of  the  obscurities  of  S^kspcare,  it  must  be  allowed  he  has  not  dot\e 
much,  nor  was  this  a  study  for  which  he  was  em'menily  qualified.  He  was  never 
liappy  when  obliged  to  borjrow  from  others,  and  be  had  none  of  that  useful  indus^ 
try  which  iiMiBlges  io  research.  Yet  bis  criticisms  ha>ve  rarely  been  surpassed,  aud 
it  is  no  email  praise  that  he  was  the  prec«rior  of  Stee? ens  and  Malone. 

The  success  of  the  Shakspeare  was  notgreait,  although  upon  the  whole  it  in- 
creased  the  respect  kp  whioh  the  literary  wofld  viewed  his  talents.  Kenrick  made 
the  principal  attack  on  this  work,  which  was  answered  by  an  Oxford  stndent, 
•amed  Barclay.    But  neither  the  attack  nor  the  answer  attracted  much  notice. 

In  17^,  he  furaiahcd  the  preface  and  some  of  the  pieces  which  compose  a  vo» 
lame  of  poetical  miscellanies  by  Mrs.  Anna  Williams.  This  lady  was  still  an  in- 
mate ia  his  house,  and  was  indeed  absolute  mistress.  Although  her  temper  was 
^a  flora  pieasaDt,  and  she  had  now  gained  an  ascendancy  over  him  which  she 
often  maintained  ioaIr,etfiil  and  peevish  manner,  he  forgot  every  thing  in  her 
distKeiBce,  and  was  indeed,  in  all  his  charities,  whi^h  were  numerous,  the  most 
remote  that  can  be  conceived  from  the  hope  of  gratitude  or  reward.  His  house 
.was  filled  by  dependents,  whoae  perverse  tempers  frequently  drove  him  out  of  it, 
yet  nothing  of  this  kind  eould  induce  him  to  relieve  himself  at  their  expense. 
His  noble  expression  was,  ^'  If  X  dismiss  them,  who  will  receive  them  ?" .  Abroad, 
hlB  society  was  now  very  extensive,  and  included  almost  every  man  of  the  age, 
idistiaguiihed  for  learning,  and  many  persons  of  considerable  rank,  who  delighted 
in  his  company  and  conversation. 

In  >7«7,  he  had  the  honour  to  be  admitted  to  a  personal  interview  with  his  ma- 
jesty in  the  Ubrafy  of  the  queen's  palace.  Of  the  conversation  which  passed, 
Mr.  Boswell  has  given  a  very  interesting  and  authentic  account,  which,  it  may 
Jiere  be  mentioned,  he  prized  at  so  high  a  rate,  as  to  print  it  separately  in  a 
quarto  sheet,  and  enter  it  in  that  form  at  SUtioners'  Hall,  a  few  days  before  the 
publication  of  his  Life  of  Johnson.  He  attempted  in  the  same  manner  to  secdre 
Johnson's  letter  to  Lord  Chestcrgeld.^Iu  1767,  on  the  institution  of  theRoyql 
Academy  of  Arts,  Johnson  was  appointed  professor  in  .ancient  literature,  and 
there  probably  was  at  that  time  some  design  of  giving  a  course  of  lectures.  But 
this,  and  the  professorship  of  anciept  history,  are  as  yet  mere  sinecures. 

In  1770,  his  first  political  pamphlet  made  its  appearance,  in  order  to  jusfify  the 
.conduct  of  the  ministry  and  the  house  of  commons  in  expelling  Mr.  Wilkes,  and 
.afterwards  doclaring  col.  Luttrell  to  be  duly  elected  representative  for  the  county 
of  Middlesex,  notwilhstanding  Mr.  Wilkes  had  the  majority  of  votes.  The  vivi- 
-city  and  pointed  sarcasm  of  this  pamphlet  formed  its  chief  recommendation,  ajid 
•it  continues  to  be  read  as  an  elegant  political  declamation  ;  but  it  failc  I  in  its  mam 
object.  It  made  no  converts  to  the  right  of  incapacitating  Mr.  Wilkes  by  the  act  of 
expulsion,  and  the  ministry  had  not  the  cpurage  to  try  the  question  of  absolute  iuca- 
jjacitation.  Wilkes  lived  to  seethe  ofiensivo  resolutions  expunged  from  the  journals 
•of  the  house  of  commons,  and  what  seemed  yet  more  improbable;  to  be  rtconcilgd 
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to  JohDSOD,  who,  vith  unabated  dislike  of  bis  moral  cbaracter,  could  not  lielp  ad* 
tpiringhis  classical  learning,  and  social  talents.  His  pamphlet,  whicb  was  entitled  the 
False  Alarm,  was  answered  by  two  or  three  anonymous  writers  of  no  great  oote. 

In  1771,  he  appeared  to  more  advantage  as  the  author  of  Thonghts  on  the  lata 
Transactions  respecting  Falkland  Islands,  from  materials  partly  fomished  by 
the  ministry,  but  highly  enriched  by  hb  vigorous  style,  and  peculiar  train  of 
thought.  The  object  of  this  pamphlet  was  to  represent  the  dispute  respecting  a 
barren  island  as  an  insufficient  cause  of  war ;  and  in  the  course  of  hb  reasoning,  iic 
has  taken  an  opportunity  to  depict  the  miseries  as  well  as  the  absurdity  of 
unnecessary  war,  in  a  burst  of  animated  and  appropriate  language  which  will 
probab1y,neTer  be  exceeded.  His  character  of  Junius,  in  this  pamphlet,  b  scarcely 
inferior. — The  sale  of  the  first  edition  was  stopt  for  awhile  by  lord  North,  and 
a  few  alterations  made  before  it  appeared  in  a  second.  Johnson's  opinion  of  these 
two  pamphlets  was,  that  ^^  there  is  a  subtlety  of  disqubition  in  the  False  Alarm, 
vhich  is  worth  all  the  fire  of  the  other." 

About  this  time«  an  ineffectual  attempt  was  made  by  hb  steady  frigid  Mr. 
Strahan,  his  majesty's  printer,  to  procure  him  a  seat  in  parliament.  Hb  Hagnm 
phers  haTC  amused  their  readers  by  conjectures  on  the  probable  figure  he  wottld 
make  in  that  assembly,  and  he  owned  frequently  that  he  should  not  have  been  sorry 
to  try.  Why  the  interference  of  his  friends  was  ineffectual,  the  mtnbter  only 
could  tell,  but  he  was  certainly  not  ill  advised.  It  b  not  improbable  that  Johnsoa 
would  have  proved  an  able  assistant  on  some  occasions,  where  a  nerrons  and 
snanly  speech  was  wanted  to  silence  the  inferiors  in  opposition,  but  it  may  be 
<loubted  whether  he  would  have  given  that  uniform  and  open  consent  which  is 
expected  from  a  party  man.  Whatever  aid  he  might  be  induced  to  give  by  hb  pea 
on  cerUin  subjects  which  accorded  with  his  own  sentiments,  and  of  which  he 
thought  himself  roaster,  he  by  no  means  approved  of  many  parts  of  the  conduct 
of  those  ministers  who  carried  on  the  American  war  ;  and  he  was  ever  decidedly 
against  the  principle  (if  it  may  be  so  called)  that  a  man  should  go  along  with  his 
party  right  or  wrong.  '*  This, "  he  once  said,  <<  b  so  remote  from  native  Yirtae, 
from  scholastic  virtue,  that  a  good  man  mnst  have  undergone  a  great  change  be. 
fore  he  can  reconcile  himself  to  such  a  doctrine.  It  is  maintaining  tiiat  you  may 
lie  to  the  public,  for  you  do  lie  when  you  call  that  right  which  you  think  wrong, 
or  the  reverse. '' 

In  the  year  177S,  he  carried  into  execution  a  design  which  he  had  long  nedi- 
tatcd  of  visiting  the  western  bles  of  Scotland.  He  arrived  at  Edinburgh  on  the 
18th  of  August,  and  finbhed  hb  journey  on  the  2M  of  November.  During  thb 
time  he  passed  some  days  at  Edinburgh,  and  then  went  by  St.  Andrew^s,  Aber- 
deen, Inverness  and  Fort  Augustus,  to  the  Hebrides,  visiting  the  bles  of  Sky, 
Ilasay,  Col,  Moll,  Inchkenneth  and  IcolmkUl.  He  then  travelled  through  Ar^ 
g>lcshire  by  Inverary,  and  thence  by  Lochlomond  and  Dumbarton  to  Gla^ow 
and  Edinburgh.  The  popularity  of  his  own  account,  which  has  perhaps  been 
more  generally  read  than  any  book  of  travels  in  modern  times,  and  the  Journal 
of  hb  pleasant  companion  Mr.  Boswell,  render  any  farther  notice  of  thb  jour, 
ney  unnecessary.  The  censure  he  met  with  is  now  remembered  with  indifference 
and  hb  Tour  continues  to  be  read  without  any  of  the  unpleasant  emotions  wjiich 
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it  first  eicited)  Id  tliose  who  coQtended  that  he  had  not  stated  tiie  trtith^'or  were 
UBwiiltngithat  the  truth  shoald  he  stated. 

Daring  his  ahseoce,  his  humble  friend  and  admirer,  Thomaq  Daries,  booksdler, 
▼eatured  to  publish  two  Tolomes  entitled  Miscellanies  and  fugitite  Pieces, 
which  he  adrertised  in  the  newspapers,  as  the  production  of  the  ^'  author  of  the 
Rambler.  "  Johnson  was  inclined  to  resent  this  libertj,  until  he  recollected 
Da? ies's  narrow  circumstances,  when  he  cordhillf  forgave  him,  and  continued  bis 
kindness  to  him  as  usual.  A  third  volume  appeared  soon  after,  but  all  its  contents 
are  not  from  Dr.  Johnson's  pen. 

On  the  dissolution  of  parliaipent  in  1774,  he  published  a  short  political  pam- 
phlet eatitled  The  Patriot,  the  principal  object  of  which  appears  to  hare  been 
to.  repress  the  spirit  of  faction  which  M  that  time  was  too  prevalent,  especially 
in  the  metropolis.  It  was  a  hasty  composition,  called  for,  as  he  informed  Mr. 
Boswell,  on  one  day,  and  written  the  next.  The  success,  since  his  time,  of 
those  mock*patriot8  whom  he  has  so  ably  delineated,  is  too  decisive  a  proof  that 
the  reign  of  political  delusion  is  not  to  be  shortened  by  eloquence  or  argument. 

During  hn  Tour  in  Scotland,  he  made  frequent  inquiries  respecting  the  authen. 
ticity  of  Ossian^s  Poems,  and  received  answers  so  unsatisfactory  that,  both  in  his 
book  of  travels  and  in  conversation,  he  did  not  hesitate  to*  treat  the  whole  as  an 
imposture*  This  excited  the  resentment  of  Macpherson,  the  editor,  to  such  a 
degree  that  he  wrete  a  threatening  letter  to  Johnson,  who  answered  it  in  a  com- 
position which,  In  the  expression  of  firm  and  unalterable  contempt,  is  perhaps 
superior  to  that  he  wrote  to  Lord  Chesterfield.  In  that  he  mixed  somewhat  of 
courtesy,  but  Macpherson  he  despued  both  as  a  man  ^nd  a  writer,  and  treated  him 
as  a  mffiao« 

The  rupture  between  Great  Britain  and  America  onoe  more  roused  our  author's 
political  energies,  and  produced  hii  Taxation  no  Tyranny,  in  which  he  en. 
dcavonred  to  prove  that  distant  colonies,  which  had  in  their  assemblies  a  legisla* 
tur^  of  their  own,  were,  notwithstanding,  liable  to  be  taxed  in  a  British  parltE'. 
ment,  where  they  had  no  representatives,  and  he  thought  that  this  country  was 
atrong  enough  to  enforce  obedience.  This  pamphlet,  which  appeared  in  1775, 
produced  a  controversy  which  was  carried  on  for  some  time  with  considerable 
apirit,  although  Johnson  took  no  share  in  it :.  but  the  right  of  taxation  was  no 
longer  a  qncition  for  discussion  t  the  Americans  were  in  arms,  blood  had  been 
spilt,  and  <^  successful  rebellion  became  revolution."  No  censure  was  more  ge- 
.  nerally  advanced,  at  this  time,  against  our  author,  than  that  his  opinions  were 
regulated  by  his  pension,  and  none  could  be  more  void  of  foundation.  His  opi- 
nion, whether  just  or  not,  of  the  Americans  was  uniform  throughout  his  life,  and 
he  continued  to  maintain  them  when,  in  strict  prudence,  they  might  as  well  have 
been  softened  to  the  measure  of  changed  times. 

It  Is  not  improbable,  however,  that  he  felt  the  force  of  some  of  the  replies  made  to 
his  pamphlet,  seconded  as  they  were  by  the  popular  voice  and  by  the  discomfiture 
of  this  measures  of  administration.  Itis  reported  that  he  complained,  and  perhaps 
about  this  time,  of  being  called  upon  to  write  political  pamphlets,  and  threatened 
to  give  up  his  pension.  Whether  this  complaint  was  cariied  to  the  proper  quarter, 
Ulr,  Boswell  t^as  not  informed  us^  but  it  is  certain  ho  wrote  po  marc  in  defence 
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mi^bewimMttj^  iHid  Iw  revived  oakiid  of  rewwd  isrvint ke  bad dUiM.  Hi 
pensioB  neitlier  lie  or  bis  frieodi  erer  cooMutA  in  tbat  iight^  iMbiMigb  it  aqM 
mke  Urn  mcqviMoe  mm  mdiljr  m  wbat  tbe  nnMBr  raqaired.  H«  vis  vmag 
19  do  toaedusg  for  gmtitede,  b«t  nocyag  for  bin. 

A  few  mootbs  sfter  iU  publicaioB  of  bit  Itet  pmpble^  bo  i 
at  doctor  of  Jaws  from  dM  anifertify  of  Oxford,  io  coataqaaare  of  a 
■Modatioa  from  tbe  cbanoellor,  lord  Nartb.  It  b  riaMikabla,  bawatar,  Ibat  ba 
■afar  aaiamed  tbif  title  ia  arritiag  ootei  or  cards. —  la  tbe  aataaHi  of  tbk  year, 
be  went  on  a  toar  to  Fraoce  witb  Mr.  and  Mrt.Tbrale.  Of  tbii  toar  ilr.  Baa. 
weH  bas  printed  a  few  naaioimadams,  wbicb  wara  profaai)!^  iataadfld  as  ti»  faan. 
dation  of  amore  refolar  narrailTe,  bat  tbis  be  does  not  appear  to  baToeftr  began. 
As  tbe  tour  lasted  oalf  aboot  two  aiontjis,  it  waakL  prabably  baae  prodacad 
more  seatimeiit  tbaa  descriptioa. 

In  17T7,  he  wasei^aged  bf  tbe  Loadon  boaksdlars  to  write  sbast  lisaa  orprfs 
ots  to  an  aditioa  of  the  Eoflisb  poeti,  aad  this  beiag  ana  of  tbe  most  iaH^oitaBtaf 
bis  literaiy  aadortdLiagt,  soma  accaant  of  its  origin  Is  necassarf,  espadallf 
as  tbe  pradse  sbara  wbiob  belosigs  to  bba  bas  been  firaqoently  miarfipraaaakd. 
It  is  perbaps  iao  late  now  to  initoire  iaie  ikt  propriety  of  tbe  decision  of  tba 
bouse  of  lords  respecting  4tterairy  property.  It  bad  mik^  bowoTar,  taken  piaoa 
maay  aiootbs  before  some  of  Ibe  predicted  oonseqaences  appeared.  Among  atkar 
iMtanccs,  an  editioa  of  tbe  Eogiisb  pools  was  pnblisbed  at  Ediobuvgb,  ia  dirac* 
vioUtioo  of  Uiat  baaonrable  compact  ky  wbicb  tba  koaksalleit  of  London  bad 
agreed  to  respect  each  otber*s  property,  notwitbstandiag  their  beiag  4epfivad  of 
the  moia  affcctaal  support  of  the  law.  Tbia,  ^mtimtey  sadnoed  tbe  latter  to  «• 
dertake  an  edition  of  the  poets  in  a  more  commodious  form,  and  witb  imitabks  aov 
curacy  of  teat  A  meeting  was  called  df  about  fiorty  of  tbe  aM>st  rcspectabfe  kook- 
skiers  of  London,  the  proprietors,  or  the  sncoessofs  aad  dascendaats  af  tba  ftn. 
prietors  of  copyrights  ia  these  works,  and  it  was  afreed  that  an  elegant  and  wai» 
form  edition  of  The  English  Poets  shonU  ba  pfbiled>  with  a  ooaoise  accaaait 
of  the  life  of  each  author  by  Dr.Samnel  Jobnaan,  aad  that  Messrs.  8trahan»  QidsB 
and  T.  DaTies,  should  wait  upon  biai  with  their  prai^asals. 

Johnson  was  delighted  with  tbe  task,  the  utility  af  whieb  bad  probably  wecnr* 
red  to  his  mind  long  before,  and  he  bad  csrtalaly  maae  aoinaiatance  Iban  any  nma 
then  Itfiag  with  tba  poetical  biagrapby  -of  bis  country,  and  appeased  io  batert 
qualified  to  illostrate  it  by  judioioas  criticism.  Wbetbar  wa  consider  what  heaau 
dertook,  or  what  be  performed,  tbe  sum  of  two  baodrad  guineas  wbicb  lia4s^ 
Diaaded,  will  appear  a  very  trivial  wcaaifMise.  His  original  inlsniiaq,  and  all 
iadeed  Ihat  was  expected  from  hiai,  was  a  ^ery  ooocitt  bsagsapbical  aad  criticil 
account  of  each  poet,  bat  be  had  not  proceeded  far  belara  he  bigaa  to  onlaifa 
the  liyes  to  the  present  extent,  and  at  last  presented  tba  world  witb  sncb  a  hadf^ 
of  critidsBi  as  was  scwoely  to  be  expeoted  from  one  aian^  and  stiH  less  firoai  aae 
BOW  Tergiffg  on  bis  leventieth  year. 

Of  tbb  edition  it  is  yet  neoessary  to  say,  that  Dr.  Johnson  wM  siot  in  all  ra* 
spects  to  be  considered  as  tbe  editor^  He  bad  net  the  cbalee  af  Ibe  poets  to  ba 
admitted,  although  ia  addition  to  tbe  list  prepared  by  bis  employarsi  he  ncoooMneod. 
Blackmore,  Watts,  PonBJret,  aad  Yaldan.  Tba  selection  was  vade  fay  tbe  booksd- 
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lilt,  wk0  ippMt  l#  UmUm  guided,  fki0f  bf  Am  aokio^Mfed  Awkor  dw 
pM#,  «nd  pnitf  hy  M»  f«p«lgfHy,  a  qtMty  wbfc^  it  soitctimeB  indgpwidmit  ti  ibe 
-  fdnaev.  Oht  amtlor,  howe^r,  Mt  ]^ai9tlf  Midtr  ii«  restfamt  Hi  acccptiiig  the  list 
offurel^  aof  dM  h«  lo  aay  ittiliiMe  tf^ntidet  kknitilf  lK>aDd  to  toati  witll  pattialitjr 
im  my  salkcir  oMVtly  that  the  adoiistieii  of  his  wovkt  night  he  jattiidd.  Thk  ai^ 
sard  tpetm  of  prtjiKBee  irMeh  hai  oeatiuafaialed  so  mmnj  single  IHes  aad  crkiotl 
preiues,  w«  ?  epog  aaitl  to  Ms,  as  it  mast  ei«r  he  to  the  apsnto  of  e?  efj  maa  wha 
caasidass  tralh  asesseathd  to  Mographf ,  aad  that  Htke  posscssioQ  af  taleott,  howevea 
bnlliafit,  aaght  la  he  ao  txaa^  Uft  the  ahase  af  tbem.-^Evevy  prtHniaary  havhig 
becB  settled  hi  the  maath  of  ApM,  1777,  theaair  ediUon  df  the  peats  ms  seat  t« 
prase,  and  Jahasaa  woe  hftfamed  that  his  Hvas  ailght  ha  wi itt»  in  the  meaatnaay 
sa  at  to  he  ready  to  aeeanipaaj  the  pahlleatloa. 

Not  Ihag  after  he  aodertooli  this  work,  he  was  ioriled  to  contiihuie  die  aid  of 
Ms  eiaqaeat  pea  hi  saf iag  the  forfbited  life  of  Or.  Wittiaai  Dodd,  a  clergyiran, 
who  wee  ea»?tcted  of  forgery.    Tkis  enhappy  mait  had  laog  hesn  a  popahiv 
preaeher  la  the  BMfsopoliB ;  and  the  pahlie  senthaeat  was  almost  aniTersal  in  de« 
praeatiag  so  sbaoiefiil  a  i^ht  as  that  af  a  elergyama  of  Hb^  ehareh  of  BaghMid  saf- 
feriog  hy  a  pahllo  ezeeatioo^    Whether  there  was  muah  ia  Dodd^s  tharweter  to 
jattiff  this  seathaeai,  or  to  deoKUid  the  inferfereooe  of  the  corpoiatioo  el  Loal 
doa,  haeked  hy  the  petltioas  of  thoasands  of  the  most  disthiguished  aad  wetHky 
dtiaensy  may  perhaps  he  douhted.    Jobnsoa,  however,  could  aot  sesist  what  pat 
eveiy  other  coasMeration  oat  of  .the  qaeilioa,  '<a  call  for  MMrey,*'  and  aecofd- 
iagly  eotttrihuted  every  thing  that  the  friends  of  Dodd  ooaid  suggest  as  assfal. 
Me  wrote  bis  Speech  to  tie  Recorilsr  of  Loadon,  deKrered  at  the  Okt  9ailey 
whea  sestence  of  death  was  aboat  to  he  passed  oa  hua :   TheCoafiers  Addresa 
to  his  nnhappy  Brethren,  a  sermon  delirered  hy  D^d  hi  the  ehapel  of  Newgate  r^ 
two  ItttoiBy  one  to  the  lord  eba&eellor  Bathurst,  and  oore  to  kwl  chief  jusiee  Maas- 
isM :  a  petittonf^om  Dir.Dodd  to  die  klag:  aaother  firom  Mrs.  Dodd  to  the  queen  t 
oheerrations  knerted  ia  the  aewspapers,  as  occasion  of  earl  Parey^s  basing  pre* 
eeatedto^ismajeefy  a  peiifioa  for  m^rsy  to  Dodd,  sigaed  by  tweaty  thousand    - 
persons  2  a  petfdoa  from  the  city  of  Loadoa ;  and  Dr.  Dodd's  hat  solema  decfau 
aatiea,  which  he  left  with  the  sheriff  at  the  phu;e  of  eteea^a.    AU  tlsssahave 
been  prfaited  ia  Dr.  Js^aeoa's  works,  with  some  additioaal  cotvesi^aieaea  whiok 
Mr.  Beswell  inserted  kt  his  Hfc.    Erery  thing  is  wrktaii  la  a  atyl*  ^  pa^idio  Ao. 
qaeaee,  but  a&  the aathor  conid  not  be  concealed.   It  was taap^*^^***^^*^*? 
straager  sense  of  the  rahie  of  Dedd»s  tateats  Omo  luid  Ate^^  ^^V^JJ^^^diia 
The  papers,  howeret,  eoatiihuted  to  beighlen  ^e  chmott^   ^^^^  J^^awh'^M 


thae  oised  agamst  the  ^eeatioa  of  the  seateode^  aa^  "n^^^  ^^^%%    ^Vm^*^^ 


what  was  then  thowght  oioreceiieanMe,  the  eoMI^^^  ^^  ^f»#^  ^^  v^tv%> 
liappy  man  might  hare  l>eea  sared  before  the  proecm«  of  \|^^  \0^  ^l^^is^*^)^^ 
ia  1779,  the  Crstfoar  Tolamsa  of  his  Lim  of  tlao  Po«t^  ^'^Jl^^  '^  «hi*»^t 
aenaaoder  in  the  year  1781,  which  he  wrote,  by  bis  owa  «o^^^^ito«*^'*   "fta^*** 
aad  hastily,  nnwMliog  to  work,  aad  working  wltb  wi^onrai^  ^^     »^^^***^ 
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jet  more  i obsUntkUy  grttified  by  the  etgenieu  witk  wMA  Us  liret  of  He  poetl 
were  read  aod  praised.  He  enjojcd  likewise  anotlier  saCbfactioa  wkidi  it  appesn 
be  thought  not  oanecessMy  to  the  repvtatioa  of  a  great  writer.  He  was  atta^ed 
on  all  sides  for  his  contempt  of  Milton's  politics,  and  the  sparing  praise,  or  direct 
censure  he  had  bestowed  on  the  poetry  of  Prior,  Hammond,  Collins,  Gnj  and  a 
few  others.  Theerroors,  indeed,  which  on  any  other  subject  mi^t  hare  passed 
for  errours  of  jadgment,were  bj  the  irasdble  tempers  of  his  adrersarirt  n^g^Hif^  |o^ 
high  trealon  against  the  majesty  of  poetic  genius.  During  his  life,  these  »**^^ 
were  not  feW|  nor  very  respectful  to  a  Teteran  whom  common  consent  had  placed 
at  the  head  oi  the  literature  of  his  country;  but  the  courage  of  hte  ndrersaries  w« 
obserred  to  rise  very  considerably  after  his  death,  and  the  name  which  public 
opinion  had  consecrated,  was  reviled  with  the  utmost  malignity.  Eren  some 
who  during  his  life  were  glad  to  conceal  their  hostility,  now  took  an  oppdHaoity 
to  retract  the  admiration  in  which  they  had  joined  with  apparent  cordiality:  and 
to  discoter  faults  in  a  body  of  criticism  which,  after  all  reasonable  exceptions  an 
admitted,  was  never  equalled,  and  perhaps  never  will  be  equalled  (or  justice, 
acuteness  and  elegance.  Where  can  we  hope  to  find  discussions  that  can  be  cob* 
pared  with  those  introduced  In  the  lives  of  Cowley,  Milton,  Drjdon  and  Pope) 
His  abhorrence  indeed  of  Milton's  political  conduct  led  him  to  details  and  ohier- 
vatioos  which  can  never  be  acceptable  to  a  certain  class  of  politicians,  but  when 
he  comes  to  analyse  his  poetry,  and  to  fix  his  reputation  on  its  proper  basis,  it 
must  surely  be  confessed  that  no  man,  since  the  first  appearance  of  Paradise  Lost, 
has  ever  bestowed  praise  with  a  more  munificent  hand.  He  appears  to  have  col. 
lected  his  whole  energy  to  Immortalise  the  geaius  of  Blilton,  nor  has  any  advocate 
for  Milton's  democracy  appeared  who  has  not  been  gUd  to  surrender  the  guardiui* 
riiip  of  bb  poetical  fame  to  Johnson. 

In  1783,  the  public  demand  rendered  it  necessary  to  print  an  edition  of  the  Lives 
in  four  .octavo  volumes ;  and  in  1781,  nnother  edition  of  the  same  number,  hot 
considerably  enlarged,  altered  and  corrected  by  the  author.  I  cannot  here  sap* 
press  a  circumstance  communicated  by  my  worthy  friend,  Mr.  Nichols,  which 
may  check  the  murmurs  of  the  public  respecting  Improved  editions.  Although 
the  corrections  and  alterations  of  the  edition  of  1783  were  printed  sepnratdy  asi 
offered  §praiis  to  the  purchasers  of  the  former,  not  ten  copies  were  called  for! 

With  this  work  the  public  labours  of  Johnson  ended,  and  when  we  consider 
his  adfanced  time  of  life,  and  the  almost  unabated  vigour  of  his  mind,  itmaybe 
surely  added,  that  his  sun  set  with  unrivalled,  splendour.  But  the  infirmities  of 
age  were  now  undermining  a  constitution  that  had  kept  perpetual  war  with  hen* 
ditary  disease,  and  his  most  valued  friends  were  dropping  Into  the  grave  befon 
him.  He  lost  Mr.  Thrale  and^Mrs.  Williams :  hb  home  became  cheerless,  asd 
much  visiting  was  no  longer  convenient.  Hb  health  began  to  decline  note  visi- 
biy  from  the  month  of  June  1783,  when  he  had  %  paralytic  stroke,  and  although 
he  recovered  so  far  as  to  be  able  to  take  another  journey  to  Litchfield  and  dfbrd 
towards  the  close  of  the  year,  symptoms  of  a  <kop»y  indiciated  the  probability  of 
his  dissolution  at  no  dbtaat  Ipcdod.  Some  relief,  however,  having  been  wM, 
nbtered,  he  rejoined  Ae  society  of  hb  friends,  and  with  a  mind  still  curious, 
soteUigent,  aod  active,  renewed  hb  attention  U>  the  eoacerns  of  Hlentid^  die* 
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fatiog.ialbnnatiOD  HrhereTer  it  was  wanted,  aod  trying  his  faculties  hj  Latin 
translatbiis  from  the  Greek  poets.  Nothing  was  so  much  the  subject  of  alana 
vith  him,  as  the  decaj  of  memory  and  judgment,  of  which,  howerer,  to  the  last; 
he  neter  betrayed  the  least  symptom*   ^ 

In  Mtdsummcr  17B4»  he  acquired  sufficient  strength  to  go  for  the  last  time  Into 
Derbyshire.  During,  his  absence,  his  friends,  who  were  anxious  for  the  preser. 
Tatlon  of  so  Yahiable  a  life,  endearoured  to  procure  some  addition  to  his  pension, 
that  he  might  be  enabled  to  try  the^cacy  of  a  tour  to  the  southern  part  of  the 
continent.  Application  was  accordingly  made  to  the  lord  chancellor Thnrlow,  who 
aecQDded  it  in  the  proper  quarter,  but  without  success.  He  e? inced,  however,  hia 
bigh  respect  for  Johnson,  by  offerbg  to  adrance.the  sum  of  five  hundred  pounds, 
and  Johnsof ,  when  the  drcumstance  was  communicated,  thanked  his  lordship  in 
a  letter,  derated  beyond  the  common  expressions  of  gratitude,  by  a  dignity  of  sen* 
timent  congenial  to  the  feelings  of  his  noble  and  liberal  correspondent.  Dr.  Brock, 
lesby  also  made  a  similar  offer,  although  of  a  lessor  sum ;  aod  such  indeed  was  the 
estimation:  In  which  Johnson  was  held,  that  nothing  would  hare  been  wanting 
which  money  or  affection  could  procure,  either  to  protract  his  days,  or  to  make 
them  comfortable. 

But  these  offers  were  not  accepted.  The  scheme  of  a  continental  tour,  which 
1»  once  thought  necessary,  was  never  n^uch  encouraged  by  his  physicians,  and  had 
k  promised  greater  effects,  wasf  now  beyond  his  strength.  The  dropsy  and  asthma 
were  making  hasty  approaches,  and  although  he  longed  for  life,  and  was  anxiously 
desirous  tbateyery  means  might  be.used  to  gain  another  day,  he  soon  became  con- 
vinced that.no  hopes  were  left.  During  this  period,  he  was  alternately  resigned 
to  die,  and  tenacious  of  life,  tranquil  in  the  views  of  eternity,  and  disturbed  by 
gloomy  apprehensions,  btkt  at  last  his  mind  was  soothed  with  the  consolatory  hopes 
of  religion,  and  although  the  lore  of  life  occasionally  recurred,  he  adjusted  hia 
worklly  concerns  with  composure  and  exactness,  as  one  who  was  conscious  that 
be  was  soon  to  give  an  account.  On  Monday  the  13th  of  December,  he  tried  to 
obtain  a  temporary  relief  by  puncturing  his  leg^,  as  had  been  before  performed  by 
the  surgcson,  but  no  discharge  followed  the  operation,  and  about  seven  o*clock  in 
the  evening  he  breathed  his  last,  so  gently,  that  some  time  elapsed  before  his  death 
wu  perceived.  ^ 

On  the  SOth,  hia  body  was  interred  with  great  solemnity  in  Westminster  Abbey, 
dose  to  the  grave  of  hb  friend  Garrick.  Of  the  other  honours  paid  to  his  me« 
mory,  it  may  suffice  to  say  that  they  were  more  in  number  and  quality  than  wera 
ever  paid  to  any  man  of  literature.  It  was  his  singular  fate  that  the  age,  which 
be  contributed  to  improre,  repaid  him  by  a  veneration  of  which  we  have  no  ex. 
ample  in  the  annals  of  literature;  and  that  when  his  failings  as  wellas  his  virtues 
were  exhibited  without  disguise  and  without  partiality,  he  continued  to  be  revered 
by  the  majority  of  the  nation,  and  Is  now,  after  scrutiny  and  censure  have  done 
their  worst,  enrolled  among  the  greatest  names  in  the  hbtory  H>f  English  genius. 

Buttodelhieate  the  character  of  Johnson  is  a  task  which  the  present  writer 
vtishes  to  deciine.  Five  large  editions  of  Mr.  BoswelKs  Life  have  familiarized 
Johnson  to  the  knowledge  of  the  public  so  iatiinately,  that  it  would  be  impossible 
to  advance  any  thing  with  which  tfery  tender  is  not  already  acquainted.    The 
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gafragel  of  flie  itttfoii  have  been  ddcea,  ttd  the  qMtfoQ  li  txMf  imti&L  Om 
mitare  conddet^ttoii,  there  appears  ao  reason  to  depart  fhim  tke  gesirall^  ie« 
ceh ed  opinions  as  to  the  rank  JofaMoo  holds  aiiOBg  mum  of  fenioa  atfi  ttotM,  • 
rank  which  those  who  jet  capricionsly  dwell  on  his  fidUngs,  wfll  §ai  it  difaait  t» 
distarb.  Bfs  erronrs  hare  been  broight  forward  wMi  no  spariag  hand  boOi  bj 
his  frieads  and  hit  enemies,  jet  when  ererj  Mr  dednetion  is  nuido  froM  the  lO^ 
puted  eicellence  oi  his  charaeter  as  a  man  and  a  writer,  enongh,  ia  ttj  opinion, 
wiil  remain  to  gratifj  the  partialitj  of  his  adtairers^  and  to  perpetnato  tibe  pnbfie 
enictm. 

It  is  an  pleasant,  howerer,  io  qnlta  subject  which  tile  more  it  is  refoind,  lervni' 
to  gladden  the  mind  with  pleasing  recoUccfioas.  There  are  sarelj  cfaronniteaoeB 
in  the  bisforj  of  Johnson  which  compel  adairafion  in  deflmea  of  profndioe  of 
enr  J,  That  a  man  of  obscure  birth,  of  manners  bj  no  means  preposseaiing,  wboao 
person  was  forbidding,  whose  Yotce  was  rough,  inlumnonioni  and  tetfifyiny, 
whose  temper  wad  freqnentlj  harsh  and  o? erbeaifng ;  that  sndl  a  van  ihn«ld 
hare  /breed  his  waj  into  the  sodetj  of  a  greaM  avmber  of  cmineat  ohnractevn 
fhan  perhaps  erer  gathered  round  an  indiridnal ;  HM  ho  slMMdd  not  mdj  hnm 
gained  but  increased  their  respect  to  a  d^ree  of  enthnsiasm,  and  prasarred  it  n- 
abated  for  so  long  a  series  of  jears;  tiiat  men  of  all  ranlu  in  Hfe,  and  of  thn  Upbeat 
degrees  of  mfental  excellence,  sftouM  }m¥e  tloaght  it  a  datj,  and  fonnd  it  n  plen- 
surc,  not  onlj  to  tolerate  his  occasional  ronghnassj  Iwt  to  stndj  hia  hninonr^  nn4 
stabmit  to  hb  controul,  to  Hstea  to  him  with  tb«  salaiinina  of  a  sehehu',  and  oon* 
snit  him  with  the  hopes  of  a  client ;  all  this  snrelj  aflbfds  the  stroi^eirt  pmnnnpw 
tion  that  such  a  man  iras  remarksAle  bejond  the  usual  standard  of  hnann  aabei* 
leuce.  Nor  is  this  hifercnee  inconsbfeot  wfth  the  IMtb,  for  it  appears  Oat  whu* 
e? er  teerft  maj  be  attributed  to  his  works,  be  was  perMkps  jst  moit  to  be  entM 
lit  conrersatiott,  where  hie  exMbfted  an  ineidteilBtAle  farfiUtj  of  tisagiaatto^  an 
elegance  andacuteness  of  argument,  and  a  tMiy  Wit,  suell  as  naver  appear  In 
hare  been  combined  hi  one  nlah.  And  it  is  not  too  mneh  to  say,  Hint  wlMterai^ 
opidfon  was  entertainipd  by  those  who  kuew  ihn  only  in  his  wtiiinga.  It  never 
^^ould  hare  risen  to  that  pRch  of  admlr aMn  whieh  has  beea  exdtod  by  tlm  hiboms 
of  his  lodastrieus  biographer. 

His  death  lormed  a  itry  remarkable  era  in  the  literary  world.  For  n  ooaaUasw 
able  time,  the  periodical  journals,  as  well  m  general  eiontertaHon,  Wom  on;ialj 
occtipted  on  ah  erent  which  was  the  subject  cf  aniversal  regi^t ;  andovwy  men 
fiastened  with  strch  contributions  nM  nieMory  snppHod,  toiUustitta  ackataoterhi 
which  all  took  a  lively  intek-est  Mutaeroas  a^ecdates  w«ra  pntdtebed,  iome  nu* 
thentic  and  some  imaginary,  and  the  general  wM  to  kaow  aioro  of  ^ 
for  some  years  lAsatiable. 

At  length  the  propriefoirs  of  hh  printed  woiiis  met  to  eonrfdar  of  a  < 
untform  edition ;  but  as  11  was  feared  Ant  the  cvrlMity  WMA  iMoWs  dtpaitod  gnniaft 
might  soon  abate,  soaiO  doubt  Was  eaterlaiaed  of  the  policy  4fi  a  c^llbMbn  of 
pieces,  the  best  of  which  weVe  afreHdy  in  thohaadi  of  Ufa  f  olilicin  varlnua  Amfes; 
but  this  was  fortunately  oter^mled,  and  in  thtt  ooaHa  of  the  Um  yem  (1«6) 
these  cottccted  Works  were  printed  for  the  fontHi  tfavo,  and  wM  pmlaWjr  |pt  loag 
coosidered  ta  a  irtaadard  book  in  erery  library,    htm  fMfaMnly^  llowiKWi>  sir 
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John  Bawkiaty  who  wm  ond  of  JobBtoa'i  etecuton,  and  professed  to  be  io  pos- 
Mnion  of  iaaterufcto  for  hb  Ufe^  was  enga^  to  write  that  life,  as  well  as  to  col- 
lect his  work*.  TAfey  aecofdio(|ljr  appeared  in  1787,  ia  etereo  Tolumes  Sf o.  Of 
tba  Life  it  it  mniecessafy  to  add  my  thiag  to  the  censure  so  generallj  passed.  Sir 
Joho  spoke  hb  miad*,  perhaps  lieoestly,  bat  his  jadfment  must  hare  been  as  defec 
life  ai  his  mess^rjy  when  he  decided  with  so'  much  prejudice  and  so  little  taste  or 
caadonr,  on  the  nerks  of  hb  author^  and  of  other  emioeat  persons,  whom,  as  s 
critk  hnmoronsty  said  ^<  he  bronght  to  bis  tried  at  the  Middlesei  quarter  ses» 
siens.**  la  coliectiag  the  works,  he  inserted  some  which  no  man  could  suspett  to 
be  Johnsoa*s,  while  he  omitted  other  pieces  thai  had  been  acknowledged.  A  moiw 
'  carreet  arrangeaent^  howefer,  has  been  since  adopted. 

Two  jears  before  this  edition  appeared,  Mr.  BofweH  puhlbhed  hb  Tour  to  the 
■ebrfdes,  and  exhibitei  snch  a  sample  of  Dr.  Johnson's  conversatlon-talents  aa 
raised  fery  high  eapoctations  from  the  life  which  he  then  announced  to  be  in  s 
stnta  of  preparation*  Mr.  Boswell's  aequatntanea  with  Dr«  Johnson  coainienced 
in  the  year  17§a,  and  from  that  time  he  appears  Io  hate  meditated  what  he  at 
liagUi  executed,  the  most  complete  and  striking  portrait  tvw  exhibited  of  anj 
bMian  being.  Hb  Tonr  haring  shown  the  manner  in  which  he  was  to  proceed, 
Johnson's  friends  wiHkigly  contributed  etery  document  they  could  collect  front 
memory  or  writing,  and  Mr.  Boswell,  who  meditated  one  rolume  only,  was  sooa 
oUigsd  to  extead  hb  work  to  two  buthy  quartos.  These  were  pnbKshed  in 
ItOl,  and  bought  up  with  at  aridity,  which  their  wonderful  rariety  of  entertain* 
ment,  ? Irndty,  anecdoto  add  sentiment,  amply  justtied.  Four  Yery  large  editfens 
bare  since  appeared,  and  it  seems  to  be  one  of  those  rcry  fortunate  and  fascinatkig 
books  of  Whtefa  the  public  b  not  likely  to  tore. 

Mr*  Boswett,  indeed,  has  prored,  contrary  to  the  common  opinion,  and  by- 
meaas  which  wMl  net  soon  be  repeated,  that  the  life  of  a  mere  scholar  may  bo 
rendered  ihore  instructire,  more  entertaining,  and  more  interesting,  6ma  that  of 
any  other  human  being.  And  although  the  ^<  confidence  of  prirate  conrersa. 
Hon'^  has  been  thought  to  be  sometimes  tiolated  in  thb  work,  for  which  no  apo. 
logy  b  here  intendedy  yet  the  world  seems  agreed  to  forgire  this  failing  in  conside- 
ration  of  the  pleasure  it  has  afforded ;  that  wonderful  rariety  of  subjects,  of  wit, 
.  sentiment,  and  anecdote,  with  which  it  abounds ;  and  above  all  the  raluable  in- 
struction it  presents  on  many  of  the  most  important  duties  of  life.  It  must  be 
allowed  that  it  created  some  enemies  to  Dr.  Johnson  among  those  who  were  not 
enemies  before  thb  dbclosure  of  his  sentiments.  Vanity  has  been  sometimes  hurt, 
and  ranity  has  taken  its  usual  revenge.  It  b  generally  agreed,  howerer,  that 
Mr.  BoswelPs  account  of  his  illustrious  friend  b  impartial :  he  conceals  no  faiU 
ing  that  re? enge  or  animosity  has  since  been  able  te  discover ;  all  his  foibles  of 
manner  and  conversation  are  faithfully  recorded,  and  recorded  so  frequently  that  it 
b  easier  to  form  a  just  estimate  of  doctor  Johnson  than  of  any  eminent  character 
in  the  whole  range  of  biography  s. 

One  singular  effect  was  produced  by  thb  extraordinary  book.  When  it  was 
determined  to  dbcard  sir  John  Hawkins's  Life  of  Johnson,  application  was  made  to 
Mr.  Murphy  to  furnbh  another  to  be  prefixed  to  the  second  edition  of  the  works 

»  British  Esiayiit^  Prefiottoihe  Rambler,  vol.  ihu  C 
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published  io  lt03.  Thu  Mn  Morphj  executed  under  the  title  (whiiA  Be  had 
vsed  in  the  case  of  Fielding)  df  An  Essaj'on  the  Life  and  Genius  of  Dr.  John* 
son  ;  but  he  had  conceifed  a  prejudice  of  jealonsj  of  Mr»  BoiwetTs  fune,  and 
Botwithstanding  the  latter  bad  strengthened  hb  narratiTe  bj  ewery  posnble  proo<^ 
Murphy  persisted  in  taking  his  facts  from  the  tery  inaoearate  ittrratire  of  sir  John 
Hawlcins^  and  the  more  flippant  anecdotes  published  by  Mrs*  PioszL  In  his 
Essay,  therefore,  it  is  not  wonderful  that  many  circumstances  aregrossly,  and  con* 
siderin^  that  proofs  were  within  his  reacfc,  we  may  add^  wilfully  nusrepresented^ 
As  Dr.  Johnson  has  been  introduced  in  the  present  coQectioa  as  an  Ekiglish 
poet,  it  may  be  necessary  to  take  some  notice  of  the  poems  now  presented  to  tiie 
reader.  They  are  what  hare  been  published  In  hb  works,  and  na  donbts,  as  hx- 
as  the  present  writer  knows^  hare  e? er  been  entertained  of  their  anthentkitf. 
What  he  might  hare  produced,  if  he  had  deroted  himself  to  the  Mutes,  It  b  not 
easy  to  determine.  That  he  had  not  the  essentiab  of  a  poet  of  the  hi^er  order 
must,  I  think,  be  allowed;  but  as  a  moral  poet,  hb  acknowledged  pieces  stand  ii 
a  rery  high  rank.  Like  Pope,  he  preferred  reason  to  fancy,  and  hb  two  imitations 
of  Jurenal  are  not  only  equal  to  any  thing  that  writer  has  produced,  in  the  happy 
delineation  of  liring  manners,  and  in  elegance  of  Tersification,  but  are  perhaps  su- 
perior ta  any  compositions  of  the  kind  in  our  language.  Hb  Irene  b  reasarkabb 
for  splendour  of  language,  richness  of  sentiment,  and  harmony  of  numbers,  but  ts 
a  tragedy  it  b  radically  defectire :  it  excites  neither  Interest  or  passiom  Of  his 
lesser  pieces,  the  Prologue  on  Opening  the  Theatre  in  1747,  and  that  fbrthebencit 
of  Milton's  grand.4aughter,  are  perfect  models  of  elegant  and  mmlj  address. 
Jiii  odes  are-defectire  in  imagination  and  description ;  he  always  under Tulued  this 
species  of  poetry,  and  certainly  has  not  improred  it  A  few  of  hb  tranalations.arei 
more  happily  executed,  particularly  the  Dove  of  Anacreoo.  The  poem  on  the 
death  of  his  humble  friend  Leret  Is  one  of  those  pathetic  aj^ieab  to  the  heart  wUch^ 
are  irresbtible* 

*  The  principal  of  tbete  tare  oorrected  in  notes  appended  to  the  last  edition  of  JohnionVt  vuts. 
Muqihy's  narratiTe  was  in  trudi  little  more  than  what  was  compiled  in  1787,  from  sir  John  nwkiw, 
hy  the  Monthly  Reviewers,  whose  style  tad  reflectbns  he  has  in  genend  oifkd  TCfhstaBt  without  a 
word  of  acknowledgment.    C. 
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LONDON  i 
A  POEM: 

m  nilTATWM  Of  THE  THIIO  SATIWt  OP  JUTINAI^ 
WfttniM  IN   1738. 

— Quis  inepto 
Tain  iMticDB  uibU,  Urn  ferreus  at  teneat  se  ?  jut* 

^  Tho*  grief  and  foodnen  in  my  breast  rebeli 
When  iai^d  Tkales  *  bids  the  towo  ferewell, 

Ju?.  Sat  Ili. 

V  ^oamvit  digressa  Teteris  confiistM  amici ; 
Laodo,  tamen,  vacuii  quod  sedem  figcre  Cumis 
Peitinet,  atque  unum  ciTem  donare  Sibylla. 

»  Sir  John  Hawkins  says,  that  by  Thales  we 
Itrehere  to  understand  Savage.  Mr.  Boswell  as- 
serts that  this  is  entirely  groundless,  and  adds/'  I 
have  been  assured  that  Dr«  Jolinson  said,  he  was 
not  so  much  as  acquainted  with  Savage  when  he 
wrote  his  London***  This,  added  to  the  circum- 
stance of  the  date  (for  Savage  did  not  set  out  for 
Wales  tin  July  1739)  might  be  dedsive,  if,  un- 
fortunately ibr  Mr.  Boswell,  he  had  not  a  few 
pages  after,  given  ns  some  highly  complimenta- 
ry  lines  which  **  he  was  assured  were  written  by 
Dr.  Johnson,"  Ad  Rjcardum  Savage,  in  April 
1738,  about  a  month  before  London  was  publish- 
ed. Thi»  surdy  implies  previous  acquaintance* 
with  Savage,  for  Dr.  Johnson  would  not  have 
praised  a  stranger  in  such  terms,  and  gives  a 
yenr  strong  probability  to  sir  John  Hawkins's 
conjecture.  That  Savage  did  not  set  out  for 
Wales  until  the  folbwing  year,  is  a  matter  of 
little  consequence,  as  the  intention  of  such  a 
journey  would  justify  the  lines  alluding  to  it. 
See  BoswelPs  Life  of  Johnson^  vol.  !•  p.  IQQ,  and 
p.  139.  8va  edit.  1804.  C. 


Yet  sun  my  calmer  thoughts  bis  choice  t&m* 

mend, 
I  praise  the  hermit,  but  regret  the  friend, 
Resolv'd  at  length  from  vice  and  Londoe  far 
To  breathe  in^  distant  fields  a  purer  air. 
And  fix'd  on  Cambria's  solitary  shore. 
Give  to  St.  David  one  true  Briton  more. 

s  For  who  would  leave,  uobrib'd,  Hibemia's 
land. 
Or  change  the  rocks  of  Scotland  for  the  Strand  ? 
There  none  are  swept  by  sudden  fate  away. 
But  all,  whom  hanger  spares,  with  age  decay : 
Here  malice,  rapine,  accident,  conspire. 
And  now  a  ral)ble  rages,  now  a  fire  ; 
Their  ambush  here  relentless  ruffians  lay. 
And  here  the  |ell  attorney  prowls  for  prey  | 
Here  foiling  booses  thunder  on  your  head. 
And  here  a  fomale  atheist  talks  you  dead.  * 

4  While  Thales  waiu  the  wherry  that  con- 


Of  dissipated  wealth  the  small  remains. 
On  Thames's  banks,  in  silent  thought  we  stood 
Where  Greenwich  smiles  upon  the  silver  flood  ; 
Struck  with  tbe  seat  that  gave  Eliza  »  birth. 
We  kneel,  and  kiss  the  consecrated  earth ; 
In  pleasing  dreams  Uie  blissful  age  renew. 
And  call  Britannia^s  glories  back  to  view ; 
Behold  her  cross  triumphant  on  the  main, 
Tiie  guard  of  commerce,  and  the  dread  of  Spain, 
Ere  masquerades  debauch'd,  excise  oppressed. 
Or  English  honour  grew  ajtanding  jest. 

4 — ^Ego  vel  Prochytam  prsepono  Subnrrsi, 
Nam  quid  tarn  miserum,  tarn  lolum  vidimus,  ut 

non 
Deterius  credas  horrere  incendia,  lapsus 
Teotorum  assiduos,  &  mille  pericula  sasva 
Urbis,  k  Augusto  recttantes  mense  poetas  ? 

^  Sedydumtotodomusrhed&componlturunA, 
Substitit  ad  veteres  arctis. — 

*  Queen  Elizabeth,  bom  at  Greenvfkh* 
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A  tranrieiit  calm  th€  happy  scenes  bestow, 
jlnd  for  a  moment  hill  the  seme  of  woe. 
At  length  airaking,  with  oontemptoous  frown. 
Indignant  Thales  eyes  the  neighboring  town. 
^  Since  worth,  be  cries,  in  these  degenerate 
dayt 
Wants  et^  Use  cheap  reward  af  empty  praise  ; 
In  those  curs*d  walls,  derote  to  Tioe  and  gain, 
Snice  unrewarded  science  toils  in  vain ; 
Since  hope  but  sooths  to  double  my  distress, 
Andtwtry  moment  leaves  piy  little  less; 
While  yet  my  steady  steps  no  ?  sta^snstrina^ 
Ind  life  still  ▼ig'rous  rerels  in  my  ▼«(■#; 
Grant  me,  kind  Heaven,  to  find  some  hi^ipier 

place. 
Where  honesty  and  sense  are  no  difgi^aoe ; 
Some  pleasing  bank  where  verdant  osiers  play. 
Some  peaceful  vale  with  Nature's  paintings  gay; 
Where  once  the  harass'd  Briton  found  repose, 
Aiid  safe  in  poverty  defy'd  his  ibes  ; 
Some  secret  cell,  ye  pow*rs,  indulgent  give, 
•  Let  — —  live  here,  for  —  has  leam'd  to  live. 
Here  let  those  reign,  whom  penMOnscan  incite 
To  vote  a  patriot  black,  a  courtier  whitof 
Eiplain  thdr  country's  dear-bought  rights  away, 
ilod  plead  for  Sptrates  in  the  face  of  day; 
With  slavish  tenets  taint  our  poison'd  youth 
iind  lend  a  lie  the  confidence  of  truth. 

>•  Letsneh  raiia  palieae,  Md  maaors  biy. 
Collect  a  tax,  or  farm  a  lottery  ; 
WithwaiWingeiMrocbs  HII  our  >•  sdencM  stage. 
And  loli  to  servitude  a  thougMasB  age. 
Heroes,  proceed  !   what  bonada  yom-  prid^ 
shall  hold  ^  [gold? 

What  check  restrain  your  tlifrft  of  pow'r  and 
Behold  rebellious  virtiie  faite  o^ertbrown, 
ISebold  our  £sme,  our  wealth,  out  lives  your 
own. 
To  such,  th^phiader  of  a  kaid  is  giv^. 
When  public  crimes  iaftame  the  wimtfc  of  Ueafvqu. 
tt  Bui  what,  my  friend,  what  Iio]^  teoMlM  ftif 

me. 
Who  start  at  theft,  aiid  Mmib  at  peijary  ^ 
Who  scarce  Ibibear,  thuf  liHyu'scowK  ha  shy, 

*  Hie  tunc  Umbffthifl:  quandb  artibo^  iaqaH, 


KuUua  in  urbe  locus,  nulla  emolomeofa  labonnn, 
Beahodie  minor  est,  here  quamfuit,  ac  eadem 

eras 
Deteret  esiguis  afSquid :  proponlmus  ffloe 
Ire,  fiftigatas  ubi  Dsdalusexuit  alas; 
Dum  nova  canities.—- 

7 ^etpedftusme 

Porto  meis,  nullo  dextram  subeuntebaciBo. 
*  Cedamui  pstrrk :  vivant  Artorius  istfc  . 
St  CatuUut :  maneant  qui  nigra  in  Candida  v«r- 
tnot.' 
t  The  invatioasof  iheSpatticrdtwefe  deftmd- 
ed  in  the  houses  of  parliament. 
^  Qoeis  facUe  est  edem  ooodocere,  Upmina, 
portns, 
Siccandam  eluviem,  portandom  ad  busta  ctdft* 

vcr. 

Munem  nunc  edunt 

11  The  licensingact  was  then  lateW  made.    . 
*•  Quid  RomK  fSKiam  >   mentiri  nesoin:  M« 
brum, 
S  mains  est,  nequeo  landare  k  poicerc."— 


To  pluck  a  titled  poet^s  borrow^  winy  | 
A  stotesman^  logic  unoonvinc'd  can  htmr. 
And  dare  to  dumber  o'er  the  Gazetteer^; 
Despise  a  fool  in  half  hb  pension  dren*d. 
And  strive  in  vain  to  laugh  at  Oodb's  jest. 

*«  Others  with  softer  smiles,  and  subtle  nt, 
Gan  sap  the  principles,  or  taint  the  heart ; 
With  more  address  a  lover's  note  ccnrey. 
Or  bribe  a  virgin's  innocence  away : 
Well  may  they  rise,  while  I,  whose  rustic  tonyne 
Ne'er  knew  to  poxzle  right,  or  varnuh  wrooy, 
S^nMasab^gar,dreiidcNl  as  a  spf. 
Life  «ttreyarded,  unbuaented  die. 
>*  For  what  but  social  guilt  the  friend    m* 
dears? 
Whoshares  Orgilio's  Crimea,  hislbrtuneshftreaL 
*s  But  thou,  should  tempting  villany  preseofc 
All  Marlb*rough  hoarded,  or  all  Villien  spent. 
Torn  from  the  glitteriny  bribe  thy  scornful  eye, 
l^  sell  for  Mid,  what  gold  could  never  boj. 
The  peacefm  slumber,  self-approving  day. 
Unsullied  fame,  and  conscience  ever  gay. 

"  The  cheated  nation's  happy  fav'ntes,  see ! 
Ifarii  wham  the  great  caress,  who  frown  on  me ! 
Ixmdon!  the  ne^y  villain's  gen'ral  bome. 
The  common-sewer  of  Paris  and  of  Rome; 
With  eager  thirst,  by  folly  or  by  £ite. 
Sucks  in  the  dregs  of  each  coiiiipted  state. 
Forgive  my  transports  on  a  theoM  tike  this^ 
"  I  cannot  bear  a  ftmA  ■M6DpoKa. 
.*•  lUustrioiM  Edward  1   from  the  reahv  of 
day. 
The  Ind  of  heiosa  and  of  saiolt  sufvey  } 
Nor  hope  the  British  lineaments  to  trace. 
The  rustic  grandeur,  or  the  sorfy  grace; 
But,  lost  iwtlMBgMassease  and  empty  show 
Behold  Mk  wmikw  dahMBad  to  m  bemr; 
Sense,  freedom,  piety,  refin'd  aiwayt 
Of  Fkrance  (he  mimie,  and  of  %iain  the  prey. 
Afl  that  at  home  no  more  can  bey  orsteaf. 
Or  like  a  gibbet  better  than  a  wheel: 
Hjss'd  from  the  stage,  or  hooted  from  the  court, 
Theit  air,  Iheir  drMS,  thaii  poUtioB,  impov^ 
'^Obsecpiious,  arUWl,  voluU^  and  gay. 
On  Britain's  fimd  credulity  tb^  prey. 

^  Hie  ppar  whidi  at  that  time  cnnfaiofd 
apok)yies  for  the  court. 

i^  — —  Ferre  ad  nuptam  qae  mittit  adnlter» 
Quse  mandat  norint  alu ;  me  nemo  ministro 
For  erit,  atque  ideo  nulfi  eomes  eaeo. 

'*  Quis  nunc  diligitur nisi  eonseSus?—-* 
Cams  erit  Veu,  qui  Tercem  tempore,  qpo  Tuft, 
Aceusare  potest— -— 

'*  —  Taati  tibi  non  sit  opaci 
Omnis  arena  TagI,  quodqne  in  mare  volvitor 

aurum, 
Ut  somoo  caress. 

lb-  Qy0  Qum;  divitibos  gens  acceptissima  aostris, 
£t  qiias  pracipun  fugiam,  Drapembo  fisteri. 

"  ■■  Non  possum  leire,  Quirites, 

Orecam  urbeta.   ' 

*8  Rusticus  iila  tuus  sumit  trsahedipna,  Qai- 
rine^ 
£t  ceroraatioo  feri  nioeleria  coOo. 

^  Ingenium  vi:1ob,  audaoia  perdita,  senao 
Promptus. 
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No  gaiofttl  tfa4B  liMir  Mtttlrr  OM  *fetpt, 
^Thtfvag,  tbeydMoe,  d6«idiOM,areare« 

All  idenoet  a  faftinf  Mouieitr  koovt, 
Ad4« Md liin fo to  Hell» Co  Helllit go«8. 

»  Aht  wbataviiliit,tlMt,froin»iav>r]r«ur, 
1 4»ev41ie  bictttk  of  life  «  EiiglMh  air  $ 
Was  early  taught  a  Briton^s  right  lo  frize, 
Aa4  liip  ibe  t^  of  Henry's  Tiatarios  ; 
If  the  gtiir^  coMqueror  reoeivits  the  ohaia. 
And  llaltCery  pfef«ils  whaaavms  ace  nMB  ? 

^  StodioiMtoplease,  and  ready  to  mbniti 
The  sopple  Gaol  was  bora  a  parasite : 
Still  lo  his  iat'reit  tvoe,  wherever  he  goes. 
Wit,  brav'ry,  worth,  his  lavish  taogae  bestows ; 
lo  ev^ry  Ihce  a  dMMMaad  graces  fhiae, 
fwm  Of 'ry  tongue  iaws  harnooy  divine. 
^  These  arts  in  vain  our  nigged  4M4ives  try. 
Strain  oat  with  faalt*ringdifldcnce  a  Ue, 
And  get  a  kiek  fimr  awkward  lattery. 

Besides,  withjostice,  this  disoeraiag  age 
Admires  their  wond*rotts  talents  tat  the  stage : 
*  **  Well  may  they  venture  on  the  mimic's  ait. 
Who  play  ftnm  morn  to  night  a  boffow'd  past  j 
Praotis^  their  master's  ootiont  to  embraoe, 
R^ieat%is  maiims,  and  reAeot  his  fttoe  5 
With  •v'ry  w9td  aheufdity  comply, 
And  Fieweath  ohjeet  with  another's  eye ; 
To  shake  with  langbter  ere  the  jest  they  hear, 
To  pour  at  will  the  counterfeited  tear  ; 
And,  a&  thair  patron  biaU  the  cold  or  beat. 
To  shake  in  dog-days,  in  December  sweat 
.  »  Jto#y  ^Hktm  oumpetitors  like  these  cnutend, 
Can  surly  virtue  hope  to  fix  a  frieud ; 
Slaves  that  with  serious  impudence  beguile. 
And  lie  without  a  btufh,  without  a  smile  : 
Exalt  each  trifle,  ev'ry  vice  adore. 
Your  taste  in  snuf^  your  judgment  in  a  whore; 
Can  Balbo'8ek)qoence  applaud,  and  swear 
He  gropes  his  breeches  with  a  monarch's  air. 

For  arts  like  these  preferred,  admir'd,  caressed, 
Jhey  first  invade  your  table,  then  your  breast ; 
S6  Explore  your  seerets  with  insidious  art. 
Watch  the  weak  hour,  and  ransack  all  the  heart; 
Then  soon  your  ill-plac'd  confidence  repay* 
Commence  your  lords,  and  govern  or  betray* 

'^  Augur,  schconobates,  m6dicu3>  magus:  om- 
nia novit, 
Gnecultts  esurieiis,  in  coslum^insseris,  ibtt 
*'  Usque  adeo  nihil  est,  quod  nostra  infanUa 
ceelum 
Haosit  Aventtni } 
^  Quid }  qnod  adulandi  gens  pmdentissima, 
laudat 
Sermonein  indocti  facinn  deformts  amif i  ? 

**  Hacc  eadem  licet  8c  nobis  laudare  :  sed  IHis 
Credftnr. 

•  *»  Mitio  comoeda  est    Rides  ?    mcjore  ca- 

chinno 
Conctttitur,  fcc. 

•  ^  Non  smnus  ergo  pares  t  meKor,  qai  sem- 

per'Sc  omni 
Kocte  dieque  potest  alienum  aumere  vuHum, 
A  laeie  jactare  manus :  landare  paratus. 
Si  bene  ructavit,  si  rectum  minxit  amicus.— 
»>  Scire  volunt  aecreta  domns,  atque  tode 

-timeri* 


AM  crimes  aat  astfh  hut  hated  poverty. 

This,  only  this,  the  rigid  law  pnrsnes. 

This,  only  ^his,  prvvokas  the  snarling  Muse. 

Tha  sober  trader  at  a  tatter'd  cloidc 

Wakes  Aram  his  dream,  andlahuurs  for  a  jake  | 

With  brisker  air  the  silken  ceyrtiers  gaae. 

And  tmn  the  varied  taimt  a  thousand  ways. 

2«  Of  aH  the  grkft  that  harass  the  distress'^ 

Sure  the  most -bitter  is  a  scornful  jest ; 

Fate  oarer  wwinda  moie  deep  the  gen'rons 

hMMt, 

Than  when  a  blockhead's  insnlt  points  the  datt 

^  Has  Heaven  reaervM,  in  pky  tothepoor. 
No  pathless  waste,  or  nndisoo^wred  shore  ? 
No  secret  island  in  the  honadless  main  ? 
No  peaceful  desert  yet  nnclakn'dso  by  Spahi.? 
Quick  let  us  rise,  the  happy  seats  explore. 
And  bear  oppression's  insolence  no  more. 
This  mournful  truth  is  every  where  confess^d^ 
^*  Slow  rises  worth  -by  poverty  depressed : 
fiat  here  more  slow,  «4iere  aU  are  slaves  to  gold. 
Where  looks  are  merohandiee;and  smiles  aresold: 
Where  won  by  bribes,  by  flatteries  implor^. 
The  groom  retails  tha  firfonrs  of  his  lard. 
But  bask !  4k>  aiArightad  crowd's  tomuttuooi 


'By 


■  wee. 


tiara  I^Nift  Anaeorcaoamm 


Boll  throngh  the  streets,  and  thunder  to  the  akies: 
Raie'd  from  some  pleasing  drosai  of  wealth  and 

pow'r. 
Some  pompolM  palace  or  aome  blissful  bower. 
Aghast  you  start,  and  scarce  with  aohmg  sight 
Sustain  th' approaching  fire's tromendous  light; 
Swiftirem  pwrsuing  horrouffs  take  your  way. 
And  leave  3Fonr  little  sN  to  flames  a  prey ; 
^  Then  thro*  the  wodd  a  wretched  vagrant  roan^ 
For  where  can  starvmg  merit  find  a  home  ? 
In  vain  yanr  moumfiii  narrative  di8ck>se. 
While  all  neglect,  and  most  insult  your  woes. 
^Should  Heaven's  just  bolts  Orgilio's  wealth 

coi^und. 
And  spread  his  flaming  psiaoe  on  the  ground, 
S«rifi  o^er  the  land  the  dismal  rumonr  flies. 
And  public  mournings  pacify  the  skies; 

S7  — —  Materiim  pmSbd  causasque  j(^ 
corom 
Omnibus  tic  idem  }  si  foeda  &  scissa  lacuna,  &Ci 

^  Nil  habet  infelbc  pauperta^  durius  in  se, 
Quam  quod  ridicules  homines  fhcit 

**  I     Agtnine  facto, 

Debuerant  olim  tenues  migrasse  Quirites. 

^  The  Spaniards  at  this  time  were  said  to 
make  claim  to  some  of  our  American  provinces. 

>'  Hand  facile  cmerguiit,  quotum  vjrtutibus 
obstat 
Res  angnsta  domi,  sed  Romse  durior  illis 
Conatus.  ■ 


» Omnia  Romas 


Com  pretio.  '■• 

Cogimur,  &  cultis  augerepeculia  servis. 

^^ •  (Jlttmus  autem 

/Enumue  cumulus,  quod  nudum  &  frustra  ro- 

gantem 
Nemo  cibo,  nemo  hofpitio,  tectoque juvahit 
^  Si  magna  A^turtci  cecidit  domus^  hoirida 
mater, 
PullatI  proceres*   ■ 
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The  laoveat  trite  in  Yenal  went  rdate. 
How  ▼irtoe  wars  wiCh  persecuting  fiite ;      [band 
3«With    well-fefgn'd  gratitude   the    pennoo'd 
Refund  the  plunder  of  the  beggarM  land. 
See!  while  be  buildt,  the  gaudy  Taiials  oome. 
And  erowd  with  luddcn  wealth  the  rising  dome; 
The  price  of  borought  and  of  ioqU  rest4>re ; 
And  raise  bis  treasures  higher  than  before: 
Kow  bles8*d  with  all  the  baubles  of  the  great, 
The  polished  oiaible  and  the  shining  pUte, 
'•^^  Orgilio  sees  the  golden  pile  aspire, 
And  hopes  from  angry  Heav'n  another  6re. 
^  Could 'st  thou  resign  the  park  and  play 

content. 
For  the  h\r  banks  of  Severn  or  of  IVent ; 
There  migbt'st  thou  find  some  elegant  retreat, 
Some  hireling  senatoi's  deserted  seat ; 
And  stretch  thy  prospects  o*er  the  smiling  land, 
For  less  than  rent  the  dungeons  of  the  Strand ; 
I'here  prune  thy  walks,  support  thy  drooping 

flowers. 
Direct  thy  rivulets,  and  twine  thy  bowers ; 
And,  while  thy  grounds  a  cheap  repast  afford. 
Despise  the  dainties  of  a  venal  lord : 
There  ev'ry  bush  with  Nature's  music  rings. 
There  ev'ry  breeze  bears  health  upon  its  wings  -, 
On  all  thy  houn»  security  shall  smile. 
And  bless  thine  evening  walk  and  oooming  toil. 
27  Prepare  for  death  if  here  at  night  you  roam. 
And  sign  your  will  before  you  sup  from  home, 
>*  Some  fiery  fop,  with  new  commission  vain. 
Who  bleeps  on  brambles  till  he  kills  his  man  i 
Some  frolic  drunkard,  reeliuj^  from  a  feast. 
Provokes  a  broil,  and  stabs  you  for  a  jest. 
*»  Yetev'n  these  heroes,  mischievously  gay  ; 
l^ordsof  the  street  and  terix>ursof  the  way; 
Flushed  as  they  are  with  folly,  youth,  and  wine, 
Tlieir  prudent  insults  to  ^he  |>oor  conOne ; 
Afar  tl)ey  mark  the  Aanibeau'v  bright  approach. 
And  shuu  the  shining  train,  and  golden  coach. 

^^'  In  vain,  these  dangers  past,  your  doors  you 
And  hope  the  l>almy  blessings  of  repose ;  [close. 
Cruel  with  guilt,  and  daring  with  despair, 
The  midnight  murd'rer  bums  the  faithless  bar; 

^ Jam  accurrit,  qui  marmora  donet, 

Conferat  impensas :  hic,&c. 
Hie  medium  argenti. 

^"^ Meliora,  ac  plura  reponit 

Persicus  orborum  lautissinms. 

^  Si  potes  avelli  Circcnsibus,  optima  Sorae, 
Aut  Fabraterise  domus,  aut  Fusinune  paratnr, 
Quanti  nunc  tenebras  unum  conducis  in  annum* 

Hortulus  hie 

Vivebidentis  amans  et  cnlti  villicus  horti, 
Vnde  qnilum  possis  centum  dare  Pythagorseis. 

rj Possis  ignavis  habeii. 

Ft  subiti  casus  improvidus,  ad  coenam  st 


Invades  the  sacred  hour  of  silent  fert. 
And  leaves,  unseen,  a  dagger  in  your  breast. 
4*  Scarce  can  our  fields,  sudi  crowds  at  Tj- 
bom  die. 
With  heB«p  the  gallows  and  the  fleet  supply. 
Propose  your  sdiemes,  ye  aeoatoriaa  baad, 
Whoae  ways  and  meaos  4^  support  the  iiidui^ 


Tiestropea  be  wanting  in  the  iempCiag  qMriog, 
To  rig  another  convoy  for  the  king  4*. 

^  A  single  jail,  in  ALFaiD*t  golden  reign. 
Could  half  the  nation's  criminaU  cootaiB  ; 
Fair  Justice,  then,  without  constimint  ador'd. 
Held  high  the  steady  scale,  but  dieath'd  tbt 

sword; 
No  spies  were  paid,  no  special  juries  known. 
Blest  age!  but  ah  I  howdiff*reotfhimoarown! 

«s  Much  could  I  add,-^it  see  the  boat  at 
The  tide  retiring  caHs  me  fipom  the  land :  piand, 
^  Farewell !— When  youth,  and  heahb,  and  for- 

tune  spent. 
Thou  fly'st  for  refuge  to  the  wilds  of  Kent ; 
And,  tir'd  like  me  with  follies  and  with  crimes. 
In  angry  numbers  wamst  succeeding  times; 
Then  shall  thy  friend,  nor  thou  refuse  his  aid. 
Still  foe  to  vice,  forsake  bis  Cambrian  shade  i 
In  virtue's  cause  once  more  exert  bis  csige. 
Thy  satire  point,  and  animate  iky  page. 


THE  rjNITrOF  BUM  Ay  fFISHBS^ 

IM  IMITATION   OF  TBB  TSISTH  SATimS  OPJUViaAU 

]Let  •  observation  with  extensive  view. 
Survey  mankind  from  China  to  Peru  ^ 
Remark  each  nnxious  toil,  each  eager  strifo^ 
And  watch  the  busy  scenes  of  crowded  life; 
Then  say  bow  hope  aud  fear,  desire  aod  bate, 
O'erspread  with  snares  the  clouded  mazeof  £tts^ 
Where  wav*riug  man,  betray  *d  by  vent'rous  piide 
To  chase  the  dreary  paths  without  a  guide. 
As  treach'rous  phantoms  in  the  mist  delude. 
Shuns  foncied  ills,  or  chases  airy  good  ; 
How  rarely  reason  guides  the  stubborn  choice. 
Rules  the  bold  hand,  or  prompts  the  sopp&aat 

voice ; 
How  nations  smk  1^  darling  sdiemes  oppre8S*d» 
When  vengeance  listens  to  the  fool's  reqoesL 
Fate  wings  with  ev»rT  wish  th»  afflictive  dart. 
Each  gift  of  nature  and  each  grace  of  art ; 

**  Maximus  in  vinclisferri  modus ;  ut  thneas,  oc 
Vomer  deficiat,  ne  macrs  ^  sarcoladesiac. 

*^  A  cant  word  in  the  house  of  commoos  &r 
methods  of  raising  money. 

^The  nation  was  discontented  at  the  visits 
made  by  the  king  to  Hanover. 

^  Felices  proavorum  atavos,  felicia  dicas 
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WithfiiUl  bMt  impeliious  coongegkiiriy 
With  fatal  tweetneat  ekxnition  flows, 
Impeachment  sto|M  the  speaker*! pow*rful  breath, 
Am  resttess  fire  precipitates  od  deadi. 

s  Bat,  scarce  observed,  the  knowing  and  the 
Fall  in  the  general  massacre  of  gold;  [bold 

Wide  warttnjr  yrt,  J  that  rages  ancoofin'd» 
Ahi  croVSi  with  crimes  the  reoords  of  mankind ; 
For  gold  bis  sword  the  hireling  ruffian  draws. 
For  gold  the  hireling  jodge  di^orts  the  laws  ; 
Wealth  heaped  on  wealth,  nor  troth  nor  -saftty 
The  dangers  gather  as  the  treasures  rise,  [buys, 

Let  hisfry  tell  where  rival  kings  command. 
And  dubious  title  shakes  the  madded  land. 
When  statutes  glean  the  refuse  of  the  sword. 
How  much. more  safe  the  Tassal  than  the  k>rd ; 
'  Low  sculks  the  hind  beneath  the  rage  of  power. 
And  leaves  the  wealthy  traitor  hi  the  Tower, 
Untouched  his  cottage,  and  his  slumbers  sound, 
Tbo*  confiscation's  Tulturet  hover  rounds 

Tbe  needy  traveller  serene  and  gay. 
Walks  the  wild  heath  and  sings  bis  toil  away. 
Does  envy  seiee  thee  ?  crush  th'  upbraiding  joy, 
Increase  his  riches,  and  his  peace  destroy, 
Kowfears  in  dire  vicissitude  imneuie. 
The  rustling  brake  alarms,  and  quiv'ring  shade. 
Nor  light  nor  darkness^bring  his  pain  relief 
One  shows  the  plunder,  and  one  hides  the  thiel 

Yet  ^  still  one  general  cry  the  skies  assails. 
And  gain  and  grandeur  knd  the  tainted  gales ; 
Few  know  the  toilmg  state  sman*s  fear  or  care, 
Th'  insidious  rival  and  the  gaping  heir. 
Once  *  utore,  Democritus  arise  on  £arch, 
With  cbeerftil  wisdom  and  instructive  mirth. 
See  motley  life  in  modem  trappings  dress'd. 
And  feed  with  varied  fools  th'  eternal  jest : 
Thou  who  could'st  laugh,  where  want  enchain'd 

•ckprice, 
ToU  crusVd  conceit,  and  man  was  of  a  piece ; 
Where  wealth  unlov'd  without  a  mourner  dy'd ; 
And  scarce  a  sycophant  was  fed  by  pride ; 
Where  ne'er  was  known  the  form  of  mock  debate. 
Or  seen  a  new-made  mayor's  unwieldy  state ; 
Where  change  of  fisv'rites  made  no  change  of  laws, 
-And  senates  heard  before  they  judg'd  a  cause ; 
How  would'st  thou  shake  at  Briton's  modish  tribe. 
Dart  thequicktannt, and  edge  tbe  piercing  gibe  ? 
Attentive  truth  and  nature  to  descry, 
And  pierce  each  scene  with  philosophic  eye, 
To  thee  were  solemn  toys,  or  empty  show, 
Tbe  robes  of  pleasure,  and  the  veils  of  woe : 
All  aid  the  fiirce,  and  all  thy  mirth  maintain. 
Whose  joys  are  causeless,  or  whose  griefs  are  vain. 

Such  was  the  scorn  that  fill'd  the  sage's  mind, 
Renewed  at  ev'ry  glance  on  human  kind  ; 
How  jitst  that  scorn  ere  }'et  thy  voice  declare. 
Search  ev*ry  state,  and  cauvass  ev'ry  pray'r. 

.'  tnnumber'd  suppliants  crowd  Preferment's 
gate, 
Athirst  for   wealth,  and  burning  to  lie  great. 
Delusive  Fortune  bears  th*  inc^sant  call. 
They  mount,  tb^y  shine,  evaporate  and  falL 
CtasM^rw  stace  the  foes  of  peace  attend. 


For  growing  names  the  wed^ly  soribbler  lie% 
To  growing  wealth  the  dedicator  flies  ; 
From  ev'ry  room  descends  the  painted  face. 
That  hung  tbe  bright  palladium  of  the  place; 
And,  vmok'd  in  kitchens,  t>r  in  auctions  soM, 
To  better  features  yields  the  firame  of  gold  i 
For  vow  no  more  we  trace  in  ev'ry  line 
Heroic  worth,  benevolence  divine: 
The  form  distorted  justifies  tbe  fall. 
And  detestation  rids  th'  uidignant  walL 

But  will  not  Britain  bear  the  4ast  appeal, 
Sign  her  foes'  doom,  or  guard  her  fiiv*rites'  xeal  ? 
Thnf  Freedom's  sons  no  more  remonstraaoe 

rings, 
Degredmg  nobles  and  controluig  kings ; 
Our  supple  tribes  repress  their  patriot  throats. 
And  ask  no  questions  but  the  price  of  votes  ; 
With  weekly  libeb  and  septennial  ole. 
Their  wbb  is  full  to  riot  and  to  rail. 

In  full-flown  dignity,  see  Wolaeyets^, 
Law  in  his  voice,  and  fortune  in  bM  l^uad  s 
To  him  the  chorch,  the  realm,  their  pom*ft 

consign. 
Through  hhn  the  rays  of  regal  bounty  shine, 
Tuni*d  by  his  nod  the  itroam  of  honour  flows. 
His  smile  akme  security  bestowsi 
Still  to  new  heights  his  restless  wishes  tow'r. 
Claim  leads  to  clAim,  »nd  pow'r  advances  pow'r  ; 
Till  conquest  nnresistfd  ceas'd  to  please. 
And  rights  submitted  left  him  none  to  seize: 
At  length  bissov'reign  frowns — ^the  train  of  state 
Hark  the  keen  glance,  and  watch  tbesign  to  hate. 
Wbere-e'er  he  tnrns,  he  meets  a  stranger*s  eye. 
His  suppliants  scorn  him,  and  bisfollowen  fly; 
Now  drops  at  once  the  pride  of  awful  state. 
The  golden  canopy,  the  glitt'riog  plate. 
The  rega)  palace,  the  luxurious  boisrd. 
The  liv'rieo  army,  and  the  menial  lord* 
With  age,  with  cares,  with  maladies  oppress^ 
He  seeks  the  refuge  of  monastic  rest 
Grief  akis  disease,  remembered  folly  stings. 
And  his  last  sighs  reproach  the  faith  of  kings. 

Speak  thou  whose  thoughts  at  humble  peace 
repine,  [thine  ? 

Shall  Wolsey's  wealth  with  Wolsey's  end    be 
Or  liv'st  thou  now,  with  safer  pride  content. 
The  wisest  justice  on  the  banks  of  Trent } 
For,  why  did  Wolsey,  near  the  steeps  of  fate. 
On  weak  foundations  raise  th'  enormous  weight  ? 
Why  but  to  sink  beneath  misfortune's  blow. 
With  louder  ruin  to  tbe  gulpbs  below  ? 

*  W  bat  gave  great  Villiers  to  th'  assassin'sknife, 
And  fix'd  disease  on  Harley*8  closing  life  ? 
What  murder'd  Wentworth,  and  what  eidi'd 

Hyde, 
By  kings  pn>tected,  and  to  Lings  ally'd  ? 
What  but  their  wish  iadulg*d  in  courts  to  shine, 
And  pow'r  too  great  to  keep,  or  to  resign  ? 

7  When  first  the  college  rolls  receive  bis  uaore. 
The  young  enthusiast  quits  his  ea^e  for  fame  ; 
Resistless  burns  the  fever  of  renown. 
Caught  from  tbe  strong  contagion  of  the  gown: 
O'er  Bodiey's  dome  bis  future  labours  spread. 
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Tfli  tbo«U  tliy  uml  inAilge  tlM  gOT'ioof  Mit 
Till  captivft  Seieaoe  yiddt  htr  lati  letrait ; 
SlioBldrcaMmgind«tlMewttl&  htrbngfaUttray, 
Ani  pourMinistydmftbiretlitkn  ^f; 
Should  MO  fiUte  kindMU  lore  to  ktm  dtUslit, 
Kor  praiM  vel««  nordiftcolty  frigbt ; 
Should  tempting  Novelty  thy  oeH  ninim, 
Aad  Sloth  effiite  her  opiate  fiinei  Ibtsio  ; 
Shoold  Betoty  UuDt  op  fops  b«r  fiul  dait, 
^or  claim  ibetrionphof  a  lettei'd  hotrt ; 
Should  no  diMMo  thy  torpid  veioi  ioTade, 
Ifor  Melancholy's  phantoms  haunt  thy  shade; 
Yet  hope  not  life  from  grief  or  danger  free, 
Kor  think  the  doom  of  man  rerers^  for  thee : 
Deign  00  the  paintig  world  to  tarn  thioe  eyes. 
And  pause  svhile  friMO  letters  to  he  wise ; 
There  mark  what  ills  the  scholar^  life  aMul, 
Toil,  envy,  want,  the  patron,  and  the  jaiL 
See  nations,  slowly  wise  and  meanly  just, 
Tn  buried  merit  raise  the  tard^  bust. 
If  dreams  yet  Setter,  once  again  attend, 
■ear  LydiatS  Hfe,  and  GalUeu's  end  9 .    [stows. 

Nor  deem,  when  Learning  her  last  prize  he- 
Tbe  glittering  emiaeace  eaempt  from  toes  ; 
See,  when  the  rulgar  'scapes,  dei^s'd  or  awV, 
Rebellion's  rengeful  talons seiii^  on  Laud. 
From  meaner  minds,  though  smaller  fines  content 
Theplunder'd  palace,  or  sequesterNl  rent : 
If  ailc'd  owt  by  dang'rmis  parts,  he  meeUtbesbock, 
And  frrtal  Leammg  leads  him  to  the  block: 
Arontid  his  tomb  let  Art  ami  Genius  weep. 
But  hear  his  death,  ye  blockheads,  hearaad  sleep. 

**'rhe  festal  Uaze*,  the  triumphal  show. 
The  lavished  standard,  and  the  capttre  fse, 
The  senate's  thanks,  the  G«3etle*s  pompons  tale. 
With  force  resistless  o'er  the  brave  prarail. 
Such  bribes  the  rapid  Orec-k  o'er  Asia  whirl'd. 
Fur  such  the  sleady  Roman  shook  the  world  ; 
For  sucl]  in  distant  lands  ibe  Britons  shine. 
And  Ft  a  in  aitb  bkxxl  the  Danube  or  the  Rhine  ; 
lliispow'r  has  praise,  that  virtue  scarce  can 

warm 
Till  fiime  suppFies  the  universal   charm. 
Yet  reason  frownb  ou  war's  unequal  game. 
Where  wasted  nations  raise  a  single  name^rgi^ 
And  RiortgagM  Btat4V  their  grandsism'  wraatbsre- 
From  age  to  ape  in  everlasting  debt ;     "       [vey 
Wreaths  vUich  at  last  the  dear-bought  right  oon- 
To  rust  on  medals,  or  on  stones  decay. 

11  On  what  foundation  stands  the  wanrior*s 
pride. 
How  just  his  hopes,  let  Swedish  Charles  decide; 
A  frame  of  adamant,  a  soul  of  Ikw, 
Ko  dangers  fright  him,  aud  no  labours  tire; 
O'er  love,  o'er  fear,  extends  his  wide  domain, 
Vnconquer'd  lord  of  pleasure  and  of  pain; 
No  joys  to  him.pacific  sceptres  yield. 
War  sounds  the  trump,  he  rushes  to  the  field ; 
Behold  surroundmg  kings  their  pow*rs  combine, 
And  one  capitulate,  and  one  resign  ;     [in  vain ; 
Peace  courts  his  hand,  but  spreads  her  channs 
*«  Think  noihing  gua'd/'  he  cries, "  till  nought 
remah). 

Bacon,  built  on  ai*  arch  over  the  bridge,  will 
fall  when  a  man  greater  than  Bacon  shall  pass 
under  it.  To  prevent  so  sbockiog  an  accident 
it  mas  palled  down  manyyenn  aiuce. 
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On  ]iiMeov*B  watts  lia  Gothic  atwdaris  iy^ 
And  all  be  mine  beneath  tke  fidartkf.'* 
The  OMBCh  begins  in  asilitaiy  itale. 
And  natioosoahsseyesuspwDdedwait; 
Stem  Faaioe  guards  the  aolitaiy  oeaft» 
And  Wmterhanicadeethe  reahM  of  Frosft; 
He  comes,  nor  want  Mr  oaM  his  ooune  delsf  ^-v* 
Hide,  btashing  Gtory,  hide  Poliowa's  day : 
The  vaoquish'd  hero  leaves  his  hnkmi  bm^iw 
And  shows hia mtm\m  m  distant  leads; 
CoademsiVI  aaeedy  snppUoaat  to  wait» 
While  ladies  iataspum,  mid  slaves  dikaifi 
But  did  not  Chanoe  at  length  her  eooar  sml  ? 
Did  nofubvestedempirtmaikhisead? 
Did  rival  monaichi  give«fae€Md  wowid  ? 
Or  hoetile  millions  paam  him  to  the  gswMid  ^ 
Hiafidl  wasdeitin*dtoahanBnstsaad, 
A  petty  fertrea,  aadadnfaioashand; 
He  left  the  name,  at  which  the  wurld  grsw  {mie. 
To  point  amoral,  or  adoca  a  tale. 

1' All  tioMstheirioaMsof  pompous  woes aAvil. 
From  Persia 'stjnmit  to  Bavaria's  kcd. 
In  g«y  hostility  and  baib'xous  pride. 
With  half  mankind  embaltkxl  at  hia  «de. 
Great  Xerxes  comm  to  seise  the  ocrtaia  prey* 
And  starres  exhausted  ssgioiis  in  his  way  ; 
Attendant  Flatfry  counts  his  myriads  e^^ 
Till  counted  mynadsmeth  his  ptide  on  mure  $ 
Fresh  praise  is  try'd  till  madnsw  fiies  his  mind. 
The  waves  he  leabes,  and  enchains  the  wind. 
New  powers  are  daim'd,  new  pow'm  ana  slitt 

bestow*d. 
Till  rude  resistance  lops  the  spreading  god  ; 
The  daring  Grseks  deride  the  aunlial  show. 
And  heap  thekr  valleys  with  the  gaud^lbei 
Th*  insuktedsea  with  humbler  thought  he  9ajM» 
A  single  skiff  to  speed  his  Sight  mamins  ; 
Th*  encumbered  oer  scarce  leaves  the  dreaded 


Thsough  pwple  bBlows  and  a  ioating  hosL 

The  bold  Bavariaa,  in  a  lucklem  hour, 
Tritt  the  dread  summits  of  Gesaman  posrV, 
With  uaexpeetod  legwns  hmsts  away. 
And  sem  defeacelem  realms  leosivie  his  sway : 
Short  sway  !  fsir  Austria  spreads  her  mooanfal 

charms, 
The^neen,  the  beauty,  sets  the  world  inaaas; 
From  hill  to  hill  the  beacon's  masing  h&ae 
Spmads  wide  the  hope  of  plunder  and  of  pmias; 
llie  Ssroe  Croatian,  and  the  wild  Huasar, 
With  all  the  sons  of  )a«age  csowd  the  war; 
The  bafitod  prince,  in  honour's  fiatt*ring  htoom 
Of  hasty  greatness,  finds  the  &tal  doom; 
His  foes  derision,  and  his  sat^ects  blame, 
Aud  steals  to  death   from   anguish  and  from 

sbtfme. 
'^  **  Enlarge  my  life  with  multitwle  of  days  I** 
In  health,  in  sickness,  thus  the  suppliant  prays: 
Hides  from  himself  its  slate,  and  shuns  to  know. 
That  life  protracted  is  protracted  woe. 
Time  hovers  o*er,  impatient  to  destroy. 
And  ahoU  up  all  the  passages  of  joy : 
In  vain  their  gifts  the  bounteous  seasoas  poor. 
The  fruit  autumnal,  and  the  vernal  flow'r; 
With  listless  eyes  the  dotard  views  the  store. 
He   views,  and   woodem  that  they  please  an 

more; 
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Now  pall  the  tastetesi  meats,  and  joyless  wines. 
And  Lazury  with  sighs  her  slave  resigns, 
Approach,  ye  minstrels,  try  the  soothing  strain, 
Diffuse  the  tmieful  lenitires  of  pain : 
No  sounds,  alas!  would  touch  th'  impenrious 
ear,  [near; 

Though  dancing  mountains  witness'd  Orpheus 
Nor  lute  nor  lyre  his  feeble  pow*rs  attend^ 
Nor  sweeter  music  of  a  Tirtuous  friend ; 
But  everlasting  dictates  crowd  his  tonfue. 
Perversely  grave,  or  positively  wrong. 
The  still  returning  tale,  and  ling'ring  jest, 
Prrplex  the  fawning  niece  and  pamper'd  guest. 
While  growing  hopes  scarce  awe  the  gath'ring 

sneer, 
And  scarce  a  legacy  can  bribe  to  hear; 
The  watchful  guests  still  hint  the  last  offence ; 
The  daughter's  petulance,  the  son's  Expense, 
Improve  his  heady  rage  with  treacherous  skill, 
4od  mould  his  passions  till  they  make  his  will. 

Unnumbered  maladies  his  joints  invade, 
•  Lay  siege  to  life,  and  pre-s  the  dire  blockade; 
Bi;t  uneztinguish'd  avarice  still  remains. 
And  dreaded  losses  aggravate  his  pains; 
He  turns,  with  amdous  heart  and  crippled  hands. 
His  bonds  of  debt,  and  mortgages  of  lands  ; 
Or  views  bis  coffers  wiih  stispiciotts  eyes. 
Unlocks  his  guld,  and  counts  it  till  he  dies. 

But  grant,  the  virtues  of  a  temperate  prime 
Bless  with  an  age  exemj^t  from  scorn  or  crime ; 
4Ui  age  that  melts  with  unperceiv'd  decay. 
And  glides  in  modest  innocence  away  ; 
Whose  peaceful  day  benevolence  endears. 
Whose  nigbt  congratulating  conscience  cheers; 
Tbe  general  fav'rite  as  the  general  friend : 
Such  age  there  is,  and  who  shall  wish  its  end  ? 
Yet  ev*n  on  thb  her  load  Misfortune  flings. 
To  press  the  weary  minutes'  flagging  wings ; 
New  sorrow  rises  as  the  day  returns, 
A  sister  sickens,  or  a  daughter  motirns. 
Nuw  kindred  Merit  fills  the  sable  bier. 
Now  lacerated  Friendship  claims  a  tear; 
Year  chases  year,  decay  pursues  decay. 
Still  drops  some  joy  from  with'ring  life  away ; 
New  forms  arise,  and  different  views  engage. 
Superfluous  lags  the  vet'ran  on  the  stage, 
Tdl  pitying  Nature  signs  the  last  release. 
And  bids  alBicted  worth  retire  to  peace. 

But  few  there  are  whom  hours  like  these  await. 
Who  set  unclouded  in  the  gulphs  of  Fate. 
From  Lydia's  monarch  should  the  search  de- 
By  Solon  caution'd  to  regard  his  end,       [scend. 
In  life's  last  scene  what  prodigies  surprize. 
Fears  of  the  brave,  and  follies  of  the  wise! 
From  Marlberough's  eyes  the  streams  of  dotage 

flow. 
And  Swifc  expired  a  driv'ler  and  a  show. 

W  The  teeming  mother,  anxiuus  for  her  race. 
Bags  for  each  birth  the  fortune  of  a  foce ; 
Yet  Van«  could  tell  what  ills  from  beauty  springy 
And  Sedley  curs'd  the  form  that  pleas'd  a  king. 
Ye  nymphs  of  rosy  lips  and  radiant  eyes, 
WbooA  pleasure  keeps  too  busy  to  be  wise ; 
Whom  joys  with  sofi  varieties  invite. 
By  day  the  frailic,  and  the  dance  by  night ; 
Who  frowu  with  vanity,  who  smile  with  art, 
And  ask  the  latest  fashion  of  the  heart; 
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What  care,  what  rules,   your  heedless  charms 
shall  save,  [slave } 

Each  nymph  your  rival,  and  each  youth  your 
Against  ]rour  ferae  with  fondness  haio  combines, 
Tbe  rival  batters,  and  the  lover  mines. 
With  distant  voice  neglected  Virtue  calls, 
Less  heard  and  less,  the  faint  remonstrance  &l]s  ; 
Tir'd  with  contempt,  she  quits  the  slippery  reigu. 
And  Pride  and  Prudence  take  her  seat  in  vain. 
In  crowd  at  once,  where  none  tbe  pan  defend. 
The  harmless  freedom,  and  the  private  friend. 
The  guardians  yield,  by  force  superior  ply 'd : 
To  lot'rest.  Prudence ;  and  to  Flatt'ry,  Pride. 
Here  Beauty  falls  hetray'd,  despis'd,  distress'd. 
And  hissing  Infamy  proclaims  the  rest. 

^  Where  then  shall  Hope  and  Pear  their  ob- 
jectsftnd? 
Must  dull  suspence  corrupt  the  stagnant  mind  ? 
Must  helpless  man,  in  ignorance  sedate. 
Roll  darkling  down  theutorrent  of  his  fate  ? 
Must  no  dislike  alarm,  no  wishes  rise. 
No  cries  invoke  the  mercies  of  the  skies  ? 
Inquirer,  cease ;   petitions  yet  remain 
Which  Heav'n  may  hear,  nor  deeui  religion  vain. 
Still  raise  for  good  the  supplicating  voice. 
But  leave  to  Heav'n  the  measure  and  the  choice. 
Safe  in  his  pow'r,  whose  eyes  discern  afiir 
The  secret  ambush  of  a  specious  pray'r; 
Implore  his  aid,  in  his  decisions  rest. 
Secure,  whateeer  he  gives,  he  gives  the  best 
Yet,  when  the  sense  of  sacred  presence  flres. 
And  strong  devotion  to  tbe  skies  aspires. 
Four  forth  thy  fervours  for  a  healthful  mind,  _ 
Obedient  passionsi  and  s  will  resign>d ; 
For  love,  which  scarce  collective  man  can  All ; 
For  patience,  sovereign  o'er  transmuted  ill ; 
For  foith,  that,  panting  for  a  happier  seat. 
Counts  death  kind  Nature's  signal  of  retreat : 
These  goods  for  man  the  laws  of  Heav'n  ordain. 
These  goods  he  grants,  who  grants  the  pow*r  to 

gain; 
With  these  celestial  Wisdom  talms  the  mind. 
And  makes  the  happiness  she  does  not  find. 


PROLOGUE, 

SPOKEN  Br  MR.  OAERICKy 

AT  THB  OPSNIMO  OP  THE  THEATRE  KOYAL,  DtVtT 
LAMB,  1747. 

When  Learning's  triumph  o'er  her  barb'rous 
foes  [rosej 

First  rear*d  the  stage,    immortal    Shakspeare 
Each  change  of  miMay-KX>lour'd  life  he  drew, 
Exhausted  worids,  and  then  imagin'd  new : 
Existence  saw  him  spurn  her  bounded  reign. 
And  panting  Time  toil'd  after  him  in  vwin. 
His  pow'rful  strokes  presiding  Tnith  hnpress'd. 
And  unresisted  Passion  storm'd  the  breast 
Then    Jonson   came,    instructed  finom    Um 
school, 
To  please  in  method,  and  invent  by  rule  ; 
His  studious  patience  and  laborious  art, 
^y  regular  approach  assail'd  the  heart; 
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Cc4d  Apprabaiioo  gvr%  the  liog'rtiig  \mft, 

For  thoie,  who  dunt  not  censure,  icarce  could 

praite. 
A  mortmlborn,  be  mat  the  gen'nd  doon. 
But  left,  like  li^gypt't  kiagfl,  a  lasting  tomb. 

Tbe  wits  of  Charles  foood  easier  ways  to  fame. 
Nor  wish'd  for  iouson's  art^   or  Sbakspeare's 


Themsalves  they  studied,  as  tbey  felt  tbey  writ ; 
Intrigue  was  piot,  obsceuity  was  wit. 
Vice  always  found  a  sympfttbetic  frieod ; 
Tbey  pleas*d  their  age,  and  did  ooi  aim  to  laeBd. 
Yet  bards  like  these  a^r'd  to  lasting  praise. 
And  proudly  bop'd  to  pimp  in  future  days. 
Their  cause  was  gea'ral,  their  supports  were 
strong,  [long : 

Their  slaTes  were  wilting,  and  their  reign  was 
Till  Shame  regain'd  the  pott  that  Sense  betrayed 
And  Virtue  caird  Oblivion  to  her  aid. 

Then,  cnish'd  by  rules,  and  weaken^  as  le* 
fin*d. 
For  years  tbe  pow»r  of  Tragedy  decUii'd ; 
From  bard  to  bard  the  frigid  caution  crept. 
Till  Declamation  roar'd  whilst  Passioo  slept ; 
Yet  still  did  Virtue  deign  the  stage  to  tread. 
Philosophy  remaio*d,  though  Nature  fled. 
But  fbrc'd,  at  length,  her  antieat  reign  to  quit, 
She  saw  great  Faustus  lay  tbe  ghost  of  Wit ; 
Exulting  Folly  hail'd  the  joyful  day. 
And  Pantomime  and  8ong  oooflon*d  her  sway* 

But  who  the  coming  changes  can  presage. 
And  mark  the  future  periods  of  the  stage  ? 
Perhaps,  if  skill  could  distant  tines  expk>rr, 
New  Behns,  n«;w  Durfeys,  yet  remain  in  store ; 
Perhaps  whi:re  Lear  has  rav'd,  wd  Uamletdy'd, 
On  tlymg  cars  new  sor<;eTCTsm«y  ride : 
Perhaps  (for  whooan  guess  th'eftcts  of  chance?) 
Here  Hunt  may  box,  or  Mahomet  ^  may  dance. 

Hard  is  bik  lot  that,  here  by  Fortune  plac'd, 
Hust  watch  the  wild  viciss'itwles  of  taste; 
With  ev'ry  meteor  of  caprice  most  play, 
And  chase  the  new-Uown  bubbles  of  the  day. 
Ah !  let  not  Censure  term  our  fate  our  choke, 
The  stage  but  echoes  back  the  public  Toice ; 
The  drama's  laws,  tbe  drama's  patrons  give. 
For  we  that  live  to  please,  most  please  to  live. 

Then  prompt  no  more  the  follies  you  decry. 
As  tyranu  doom  their  tools  of  guilt  to  die ; 
'Tis  yours,  this  night,  to  bid  tbe  reign  com- 
mence 
Of  rescued  Nature  and  reviving  Sense ; 
Tu  chase  tbe  charms  of  sound,  the  pomp  of  show, 
For  useful  roirlh  and  salutary  woe; 
Bid  scenic  Virtue  form  the  rising  age. 
And  Truth  diffuse  her  radiance  from  the  stage. 
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Yb  glitt 'ring  train,  whom  lace  and  velvet  bless. 
Suspend  the  soft  solicitudes  of  dress  1 

*  Hunt,  a  fomons  boxer  on  tbe  stage ;  Malio- 
met,  a  rope-dancer,  who  had  exhibited  at  Co- 
vent-Gardea  tbe»U«  the  winter  before,  said  to 
bo  a  Turk, 


From  grov'ling  bosinen  and  soperflnooa  eaic^ 
Ye  sons  of  Avarice,  a  niomeut  spare!  ^ 

Vofries  of  Fame,  and  worshippers  of  Power, 
Dismiss  t  he  pleasiog  phantoms  for  an  hoar ! 
Our  daring  bard,  with  spirit  vnconin*d. 
Spreads  wide  the  mighty  moral  for  menkimi. 
Learn  here  bow  Hotv'n  supports  tbe  vittnouf 
mind,  [a^ira. 

Daring,  though  calm;  and  vig'rsos,  theogfa  r»- 
Leara  ber^what  anguish  rai^tbe  guilty  braast. 
In  pow'r  dependent,  in  sneoess  deprert. 
Learn  here  that  peace  from  ionooenoe  1 
All  else  b  empty  tonnd  and  klle  sbow. 

If  truths  like  /these  with  pleasinf ' 
join: 

Ennobled,  yet  nncliang'd,  if  Nature  shine  ; 
If  no  wild  draught  depart  from  leaeoe's  rvles^ 
Nor  gods  his  heroes,  nor  hb  foven  foela : 
Intriguing  wits !  his  artless  pfot  forgive ; 
And  spare  hhn,  beauties  1  though  his  lovers  Cve. 

Be  this  at  l«ist  his  praise,  be  this  his  pride; 
To  force  applause  no  modem  arts  are  try^. 
Should  paurtial  cat-calls  all  his  hopes  confo—d. 
He  bids  no  trumpet  qoeU  tbe  fotal  sound. 
Should  welcome  sleep  relieve  the  weary  wit. 
He  rolls  ne  thunders  o'er  the  drowsy  pit. 
No  snares  to  captivate  the  judgment  spreads. 
Nor  bribes  your  ejres  to  pr«judice  your  beads. 
UnmoVd  though  witlings  sneer  and  rivwh  mil ; 
StiidioQs  to  plMse,  yet  not  tfham'il  to  faiL 
He  acorns  tbe  meek  addreiv,  ttiesnpplinntstma. 
With  merit  needless,  and  without  it  vnin. 
In  reason,  nature,  truth,  he  dares  te  tmsl : 
Ye  fo^  be  silent:  and  ye  wits,  be  just ! 


PBRSOWS   or  TB 
MEN. 


MAROMtr, 

Cali  bass  a, 
MusrAvuA, 

ASDALLA, 

Hasan,  ; 
Caraza,  I 
DsMrraiuSf  j 
Laoirrius,     J 

MUSZA, 


emperorof theTtaiks,  Mr.  Barry, 
first  visier,  Mr.  Berry. 

a  Turkish  aga, 
an  officer. 


Turkish  captains, 

Greek  noblemen, 
an  eunuch. 


Mr*  Sowdiau 
Mr.  Bawd. 
Mr.  CAer. 
Mr.  Bvton. 
Bfr.GeiTidi. 
Mr.  Blak^ 
Mr.  Kiag» 


Astasia, 
bums. 


WOBfllV. 

j  Mrs.  Cibbcr. 
{  Mrs.Piitchaid. 

Attendants  on  Irene. 


I  Greek  ladies. 


JCT'I. 
SCENE  L 
DBMETsios  AND  uOMTius,  ittTurkish 

LBONTnrS. 

Akd  is  it  thus  Demetrius  meets  his  friend. 
Hid  in  the  mean  disguise  of  Toikisb  robes. 
With  servile  secrecy  to  lurk  in  shades. 
And  vent  our  sufferings  in  dandeetane  greena  ? 

DBMBTUUS, 

Till  breathless  fury  rested  firom  destmctioo. 
These  groans  were  fsfeiA,  these  disguises  vain  ; 
But  now  our  Turkish  conquerors  lureqqeach^d 


Digitized  by 


Google 


IRENE;    A  TRAGEDY. 


Their  rage,  and  paTl'd  their  appetite  of  murder ; 
No  more  the  glutted  sabre  thirstg  for  bloody 
AaA  weary  ciueltj  remits  her  tortuies. 


Yet  Greece  eojoys  no  gleam  of  transient  hope. 
No  soothiDi?  interval  of  peaceful  sorrow ; 
The  lust  of  gold  succeeds  the  rage  of  couquett. 
The  lost  of  gold,  unfeeling  and  remorseless. 
The  last  corruption  of  degenerate  man  ! 
Urg'dby  th'  imperious  soldier's  fieree^cornmand. 
The  groaning  Greeks  break  up  their  gol<ien  ca- 
verns [envy. 
Pregnant  with  stores  that  India's  mines  might 
Th'  aceuouilated  wealth  of  toiling  ages. 

IIBVfiTmUS. 

That  wealth,  too  sacred  for  their  country's  use  I 
That  wealth,  too  pleasing  to  be  lost  for  freedom  ^ 
That  wealth,  which,  granted  to  their  weeping 

prince. 
Had  rang'd  embattled  nations  at  our  gates ! 
But,  thus  reserved  to  lure  the  wolves  of  Turkey, 
^dds  shame  to  grief,  and  infamy  to  ruin. 
Lamenting  avVice  now  too  late  discovers, 
Her  own  neglected  in  the  public  safety. 

LEO^niUSb. 

1tq)roach  not  misery.— The  sons  of  Greece, 

IlUfirted  ntce  f  so  oft  besi^d  hi  vain. 

With  false  security  beheld  invasion. 

Why  should  they  fear  ?— That  pow'r  that  kindly 

spreads 
The  clouds,  a  signal  of  impcndmgshowVs 
To  warn  the  wand'ring  linnet  to  the  shade. 
Beheld  without  fconcem  exphnng  Greece, 
And  not  one  prodigy  ibretoM  oar  fiite. 

DEySTRIUS. 

A  thousand  horrid  prodigies  foretold  it. 
A  feeble  government,  eluded  laws, 
A  factious  populace,  htxiirious  nobles. 
And  ail  the  maladieB  of  sinking  flates. 
When  public  villany,  too  strong  for  justice^ 
Shows  his  bold  front,  the  harbinger  of  ruin. 
Can  brave  Leontius  call  for  airy  wonders. 
Which  cheats  interpret,  and  which  fools  regard? 
When  some  neglected  fabric  nods  beneath 
The  weight  of  years,  and  totters  to  the  tempest. 
Must  Heav'n  dispatch  the  messengers  of  lights 
Or  wake  the  dead,  to  warn  os  of  i^  fall  ? 


Wen  might  the  weakness  of  our  empire  sink 
Before  buch  foes  of  more  than  human  force ; 
Some  pow'r  invisible;  from  Heav'n  or  Hell, 
Conducts  their  armies,  and  asserts  thenr  cause. 

DBMETtinS. 

Aod  yet,  my  friend,  what  miracles  were  wrought 
Beyond  the  pow'r  of  constancy  and  courage  ? 
I>id  unresisted  lightning  aid  their  cannon  ? 
I>id   roaring  whirlwinds  sweep  us  from  the  ram- 
parte  ?  [Leontius, 

'Twas  Tice  that  shook  our  nerves,  'twas  vice, 
That  froze  our  veins,  and  withered  all  our  pow'rs. 

LBONTftTS. 

Whate'cr  our  crimen,  ourwoea  demand  com- 
passion. 


879 

Each  night,  protected  by  the  friendly  darknesa, 
Quitting  my  eteae  retreat,  I  range  the  city. 
And,  weeping,  kiss  the  venerable  ruins : 
With  silent  pangs  I  view  the  tow'ring  domes. 
Sacred  to  pray'rj    and   wander   through    the 

'^  streets. 
Where  commerce  bivisfa'd  anexbausted  plenty. 
And  jollity  maiatainM  eternal  rcvelat— 

BBMsraius. 

—How  changed,  alas !— Now  ghastly desertatiai 
In  triumph  ^ts  upon  our  shattered  spires ; 
Now  superstition,  ignorance,  anderrour. 
Usurp  oo*  tempter,  and  pro&ne  our  altars. 

LEONTIUfl. 

Fro«  ev'ry  palaoa  bursta  a  miagbd  damoar. 
The  dreadf a1  dhnananCeof  hmVpooa  tnumph^ 
Shrieks  oi  affright  and  wailtngs  of  distaasi* 
Oft  when  the  cries  of  violated  beauty 
Aroseto  Heav'n,  aad  picrcM  my  biffing  breast, 
I  felt  thy  fmm,  and  trembled  for  Aitpatta. 

MMEtHTUS. 

Aqmsia !  spare  that  k>v'd,  that  mournful  name' : 
Dear  hapless  maid — tempestuous  grief  o'erbears 
My  reasoning  pow'ra— Dear,  hapless,  lost  As- 
pasia  I 

LioirriiTS. 
9tispend  the  thought. 


All  tbeaght  on  her  is  madness  ; 
Yet  let  me  tbiak^l  see  the  helpless  maid. 
Behold  the  monslert  gate  wMi  savage  raptniie. 
Behold  tKMT  last  and  rapine  struggle  round  her ! 

LBOSTIUS. 

Awake,  Demetrius,  from  this  dismal  dream. 
Sink  aot  benaath  imaginary  soriows; 
Call  to  your  aid  your  courage  aad  your  wisdom  ; 
Think  on  the  sadden  cha«»ge  of  hiunao  scenes  ; 
Tbiok  oa  the  various  accidenta  of  war ; 
Think  on  the  mighty  power  of  awful  virtue ; 
Think  on  that  Providence  that  guanls  the  good.. 

DCMETBIUS. 

O  Providence !  extend  thy  care  to  me. 
For  courage  droops  unequal  to  the  combat,. 
And  weak  phirosophy  denies  her  succours. 
Sure  some  kind  sabre  in  the  heat  of  battle. 
Ere  yet  the  foe  found  leisure  to  be  cruel, 
Dismiss'd  her  to  the  sky. 


Some  virgin-martyr. 
Perhaps,  enamoarM  of  resembling  virtue. 
With  gentle  hamt  restrained  thestreamaof  life. 
And  snatch'd  her*  timely  from  her  country's  fate. 


From  those  bright  regions  of  etenud  day. 
Where  now  thou  8hta*£t  among  thy  fetlow-saintB, 
Array'd  in  purer  light,  look  down  on  me  .* 
In  pleasing  visioDS  and  assnasive  dreams, 
O!  sooth  my  soal,  and  teach  me  lu>w  to  lose 
thee. 

LBOKTIUS. 

Enough  of  mrnraithig  tears,  Demetrius  t 
I  came  obedient  to  thy  friendly  summons. 
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And  bopM  to  share  thy  ootmselstiiot  tby  fonovf : 
While  thus  we  moarn  the  fortaae  of  Aipaiia» 
To  what  are  we  reserv'd  ? 

psMmius. 

TowhatlkiKHTDOt: 
But  hope,  yet  hope,  tohappinett  and  honour; 
If  happineis  can  be  without  Aspaaa. 

Lsoimui. 
But  whence  this  new-fprung  hope  ? 
niMmiut. 

From  Call  Bassa, 
The  chief,  whose  wiidom  guides  the  Turkuh 

coumelt. 
He,  tir*d  of  slavery,  though  the  highest  slare. 
Projects  at  once  our  freedom  and  his  own; 
And  bids  us  thus  disguis'd  await  him  here. 


Cvi  he  restore  the  state  he  could  not  save  ? 
In  rain,  when  Turkey's  troops  assail'door  walls. 
His  kind  intelligence  betray'd  their  measures ; 
Their  arms  prevailed,  though  Cali  was  our  firiend. 

DEMBTBIUS. 

When  the  tenth  sun  had  set  upon  our  sorrows. 
At  midnight's  private  hour,  a  voice  unknown 
Sounds  in  my  sleepibgjear,  "Awake,  Demetrius, 
Awake,  and  fblkyw  me  to  better  fortunes." 
Surpriz'd  I  start,  and  bless  the  happy  dream ; 
Then,  rousing,  know  the  fiery  chief  AbdaUa, 
Whose  quick  impatience  seiz'd  my  doubtful  hand. 
And  led  me  to  the  shore  where  Cali  stood. 
Pensive  and  listening  to  the  beating  surge. 
There,  in  soft  bints  and  in  ambiguous  phrase. 
With  all  the  diffidence  of  long  en»erience. 
That  oft'  had  practis'd  fraud,  and  oft'  detected. 
The  vefran  couitier  half  reveal'd  his  project. 
By  his  conunand,  equipped  for  speedy  flight, 
Peep  in  a  winding  creek  a  galley  lies, 
Mann'd  with  the  bravest  of  our  feltow-captiveSy 
Selected  by  my  care,  a  hardy  band. 
That  long  to  hail  thee  chief. 

LBOMTIUS. 

But  what  avails 
So  small  a  force  ?   or  why  should  Cali  fly  ? 
Or  how  can  Cali'ft  flight  restore  our  country  ? 

DBMBTRIUS. 

Reserve  these  questions  for  a  safer  boor ; 
Or  hear  himself,  fof  see  the'  Bassa  comes. 

3CENE  U. 

DEMITKIVS,   LEONTIUS,    CALI   BASSA. 
CALI. 

Now  summon  all  thy  soul,  illustrious  Christian ! 
,  Awake  each  fiacultT  that  sleens  within  thee. 


nBifBTmiirs« 
Obaeire  him  ck)sely  with  a  statesman's  eye. 
Thou  that  hast  kog  perus'd  the  drangfats  cfKt- 

ture, 
Aod'know'st  the  characters  of  vice  and  virtue, 
Left  by  the  hand  of  Heav'n  on  human  day. 

CA^I* 

His  mien  is  kity,  his  demeanour  gireat| 
Nor  sprightly  folly  wantons  in  his  air. 
Nor  dull  serenity  becalms  his  eyes. 
Such  had  I  trusted  once  as  soon  mm  aeeo, 
But  cautious  age  suspecU  the  flatfring  fonOi 
And  only  crediu  what  experience  tells. 
Has  silence  press'd  her  seal  upoo  his  tips} 
Does  adamantine  £uth  invest  his  heait  ^ 
Will  he  not  bend  beneath  a  tyraat'6  fnm^l 
Will  he  not  melt  before  ambidcn'a  fire  ? 
Will  be  not  soften  in  a  friend's  embrace  I 
Or  flow  dissolving  in  a  woman's  tears  ? 

niMBTBIUS. 

Sooner  the  trembling  leaves  shall  find  a  votes. 
And  tell  the  secrets  of  their  conscioos  walks; 
Sooner  the  breeze  shall  catch  the  flying  womk^ 
And  shock  the  tyrant  with  a  tale  of  treason. 
Your  slaughtered  mnltitndes,  that  swell  the  shore 
With  iponttoients  of  death,  proclaim  his  ooa- 
Vinue'and  liberty  ^ngroi|s  his  apoi  [^Sfe ; 

And  leave  no  place  fbr  perfidy  or  fear. 

LBONTIOS. 

I  scorn  a  trust  nowillingly  repoa'd  ; 
Demet|ius  will  not  lead  rpe  to  disboDpor; 
Consult  '\a  private,  call  me  wheQ  your  achi. 
Is  ripe  for  actkm,  and  demands  the  twotd. 

[Gsitf. 


Leontios,  itay. 


DEMEraiUS. 


CAtr. 


Forgive  an  old  man*s  weakness, 
And  share  the  deepest  secreU  of  my  soul. 
My  wrongs,  my  fears,  my  motives,  my  desigas.— 
When  unsucctfsful  wars,  and  civil  fiactioos, 
Embroird  the  Turkish  state,  our  sukan^s  ftlher, 
Great  Amuraih,  at  my  request,  forsock 
The  cloister's  ease,  reeum'd  the  tolt'ring  throse, 
And  snatrh'd  the  reins  of  abdicated  pow'r 
Prom  giddy  Mahomef  s  unskilful  hand. 
This  fir'd  the  youthful  king's  ambitious  breast: 
He  murmurs  vengeance  at  the  name  df  Cal^ 
And  dooms  my  rash  fidelity  to  ruin. 

DEMITSIPS. 

Unhappy  lot  of  all  that  shine  in  courts. 
For  forc'd  compliance,  or  for  zealom  virtue^ 
Still  odious  to  the  monarch  or  the  people. 
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Sure,  not  unoontcions  of  the  mighty  bleMhig» 
Her  gratefbl  sons  shine  bright  with  every  ▼irtue; 
Untainted  with  the  lost  of  inoovatioo, 
Sure,  all  unite  to  hold  her  league  of  rule 
Unbroken  as  the  sacred  chain  of  Nature, 
That  links  the  jarriog  elements  in  peace. 

LEONTIUS. 

But  say,  great  bassa,  why  the  sultan's  anger, 
Burning  in  vain^  delays  the  stroke  of  death  ? 


Young,  and  unsettled  in  his  fiilher's  kingdoms^ 
Fierce  as  he  was,  he  dreaded  to  destroy. 
The  empire's  dar)iog  and  the  soldier's  boast; 
But  DOW  confirm'd,  and  swelling  with  his*  con- 
quests. 
Secure  he  tramples  my  declining  fame. 
Frowns  unrestrained,  and  dooms  me  with  his 
eyes.- 

DBMSTHIUS. 

What  can  rerecBC  thy  doom  ? 

CALL 

.    The  tyrant's  death. 

BBMETIIUS. 

But  Greece  is  still  forgot 


.,  On  Asia's  coast. 

Which  lately  bless'd  my  gentle  government^ 
Soon  as  the  sultan's  unexpected  fiiite 
Fills  all  th'  astonisb'd  empire  with  confusion. 
My  policy  shall  raise  an  easy  throne ; 
The  Turkish  pow'rs  from  Europe  shall  retreat. 
And  harass  Greece  no  more  with  wasteful  war. 
A  galley  mann'd  with  Greeks,  thy  charge,  Leon- 

tius. 
Attends  to  waft  us  to  repose  and  safety* 

DEMBTaiUS. 

That  vessel,  if  obsenr'd,  alarms  the  court. 
And  gives  a  thousand  fatal  questions  birth : 
Why  stor'd  for  flight  ?   and  why  prepar'd  by 
Call? 


This  hpur  I'll  beg,  with  unsuspecting  face, 
peaVe  to  perform  mypilgrimage  to  Mecca  ; 
Which  granted,    hides  my  purpose   from  the 

world. 
And,  though  refos'd^  ooaceals  it  from  the  soitan. 

LBOMTIOS* 

How  can  a  single  hand  attempt  a  life 
Which  armies  guard,  and  citadels  enckie  } 

c^r. 

Forgetful  of  command,  with  captive  beautiea, 
Far  from  his  troops,  he  toys  his  heurs  away* 
A  roving  soldier  seiz'd  in  Sophia's  temple 
A  virg'm  shining  with  distinguish'd  charms, 
And  brought  his  beauteous  pltuider  to  the  sultan. 

blMBTRlOS. 

Is  Sopiiia's  teoiple  !~What  Alarm !— 'l^roceed. 


CAtf. 


The  sultan  gaz'd,  he  wonder'd,  aild  he  lov'd  i 
In  passion  lost,  he  bade  the  conquering-fair 
Renounce  her  feith,  and  be  the  qqeen  of  Turkey^ 
The  pious  maid,  with  modest  indignatkto. 
Threw  back  the  glittering  bribe. 


Celestial  goodness ! 
It  must,  it  must  be  she ;  her  name  ? 


Aspasn. 

DliCBTftlVS. 

What  hopes,  whatterrours,  rush  ufioii  my  ion\ ! 
O  lead  me  quickly  to  the  scene  of  fate ; 
Break  through  the  politician's  tedious  ibrms: 
Aspasia  calls  mej  let  me  fly  to  save  heri 

LEOMTIUSa 

Did  Mahomet  reproach  or  praiie  her  virtde? 


His  offers  oft  repeated,  still  rftfus'd. 

At  length  rekimlled  his  accustomed  ftiryi 

And  chang'd  the  endearing  smile  and  am'ron^ 

whisper 
To  threats  of  tortaie,4leath,  and  violation. 


These  tedious  narratives  of  frozen  a^e 
Distract  my  soul ;  dispatch  thy  lingering  tala  ; 
Say,  did  a  voice  from  Heav'n  restrain  the  ty-^ 

rant? 
Did  interposing  angels  guacd  her  from  him  if 


Just  in  the  momeht  of  impending  fate, 
Another  plund'rer,  brought  the  bright  IreDa  t 
Of  equal  beauty,  but  of  softer  roien^ 
Fear  in  herVye,  submissioa  on  her  tongue* 
Her  mournful  charms  attracted  his  regards, 
pisarm'd  his  rage,  and  in  repeated  vitittf 
Gain'd  all  his  heart !   at  length  his  eager  love 
To  her  transferr'd  the  ofi'er  of  a  crown. 

tBONTldl 

Nor  found  again  the  bright  temptation  fail ! 


Trembling  to  grant,  nor  daring  to  refUie, 
While  Heav'n  and  Mahomet  divide  her  fears. 
With  ooy  caresies  and  with  pleasing  wiles 
She  feeds  his  hopes,  and  sooths  him  to  delay* 
For  her,  repose  is  banisb'd  from  the  night. 
And  business  from  the  day.    In  her  apartmefits 
He  lives         n 

iBOMTIUS. 

And  there  must  falK 


Is  hazardous* 


CALL 

But  yet  th' attempt 
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Forbear  to  tpeak  of  baarda ; 
What  bas  tbe  wretch  that  has  surrir'd  his  coun- 
try, 
His  frieodi,  bit  liberty,  to  hazard  ? 


life. 


BBMITtnit. 


Th*  inestimable  pHvilege  of  breathing ! 
Important  hazard  1  What's  that  airy  babble, 
When  weighed  with  Greece,  with  virtue,  with 

Aspasia  ? 
A  floating  atom,  dust  that  laUi  nnheeded 
Into  the  adverse  scale,  nor  ihakes  the  balance. 


At  least  this  day  be  caln— If  we  succeed, 
Aspasia's  thine,  and  all  Ihy  life  is  rapture.— 
See !   Musupha,  the  tyrant's  minion,  comes  : 
Invest  Leontius  with  his  new  comnaud ; 
And  wait  Abdalla's  unsuspected  visits : 
Kemember,  freedom,  glory,  Greece,  and  love. 

{Exeunt  X>ematrius  and  Leontius. 

SCENE  III. 

CALI,    MOSTAnUU 
MOSTAPSA. 

By  what  enchantment  does  this  lovdy  Greek 
Hold  in  her  ebains  the  captirated  soltaa  > 
He  tiMS  his  fisv'rites  with  Irtat's  praise, 
And  seeks  the  shades  to  muse  upon  Ireae  ; 
Irene  steals  nnheeded  from  his  tongoa. 
And  mingles  unperoetv'd  in  «v>y  thought. 

^CAIL 

Why  rtMold  the  iuHan  shnn  the  joys  of  beauty. 
Or  arm  his  breast  againrt  the  fosce  of  kive? 
Love,  thai  with  sweet  vicissitude  relieves 
The  warrioff^  labours  and  the  monarch's  cares. 
But  will  she  yet  receive  ^e  ihith  of  Mecca  ? 


Those  pow'rful  tyrant^  of  the  female  breast, 
Pear  apd  ambition,  urge  her  to  compliance ; 
Dress'd  in  each  charm  of  gay  magniftoence. 
Alluring  grandeur  courts  her  to  his  arms. 
Religion  calls  her  from  the  wish'd  embrace, 
Paints  future  joys,  and  poinu  to  distant  glories. 

CAIL 

Soon  will  th'  unequal  contest  he  deeiiled. 
P«n«ni»nt«.  nh<tf»ur*d  bv  distance,  felntiv  strike : 


ICUSTAnU. 

Heav'n  will  eonteam  tte  nmceoafy  fervour. 
Which  love  of  greatness,  notof  tnith,  i 


Cease,  cease  thy  cenenres ;  lor  tbe  sn!tan 
Alone,' with  am'rous  haste  to  seek  his  love. 

SCENE  IV. 

MAHOMET,  CALI   SASSA,  MUSTArBA* 
CALL 

Hail  I  terrour  of  the  monarchs  of  the  world. 
Unshaken  be  thy  throne  as  Earth's  firm  base. 
Live  till  tbe  Sun  forgets  to  dart  his  l>eams. 
And  weary  planets  loiter  in  their  oooiies! 


But,  Cali,  let  Irene  share  thy  prayers  ; 
For  what  is  length  of  days  without  Irene? 
I  come  from  empty  noise,  and  tasteless  pomp. 
From  crowds  that  hide  a  monarch  fn>in  himself. 
To  prove  the  sweets  of  privacy  and  friendship. 
And  dwell  upon  the  beauties  of  Irene. 


O  may  her  beauties  last  unchanged  by  time. 
As  those  that  Uess  tbe  mansions  of  the  good! 


Each  realm  where  beauty  turns  tbe  gracefol 

shape, 
Swdls  the  Ihir  breast  or  animates  tlM  gtooe, 
Adorns  my  palace  with  its  brightest  vir^giws  ; 
Yet,  onaoquainted  with  these  soft  emotions, 
I  walk*d  superior  through  the  Irfaze  of  chantf, 
Praird  without  rapture,  left  without  regict. 
Why  rove  I  now,  when  absent  froni^  my  finr. 
Prom  solitude  to  crowds.  Iron  crow^  In  aoGtade, 
Still  restless,  till  I  clasp  the  tovely  BMid, 
And  ease  my  k>aded  soul  npoo  her  boaooi  ? 


Forgive,  great  sultan,  that  intrusive  duty 
Inquires  the  final  doom  of  Menodorwss 
Hm  Grecian  coonseBor. 

MAHOMET. 

Go,  see  him  die; 
His  martial  rhet*ric  taught  tbe  Greeks  resistance ; 
Had  they  preavU'd,  I  ne'er  bad  known  Irene. 

[JEjTtt  Mnstapba. 

SCENE  V. 

MABOMKT,  CAU. 
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Long  h«vie  I  ^ish'dt  beibr^  onr  prophet*t  tomb 
1\»  poor  my  pny'rt  for  thy  tucceskul  reigo. 
To  quit  the  tumults  of  the  uoity  camp, 
And  sink  iuto  the  silent  grave  in  peafee. 

MAUOMCr. 

What !  think  of  peace  while  haughty  Scander^ 

beg. 
Elate  with  ouoqatst,  m  his  oative  niooiitaias» 
Prowls  o'er  the  wealthy  spoils  of  bleedingTurkey ! 
While  fair  Hnngaria's  aoexbaOsled  ? alleys 
Pour  forth  their  legions,  and  the  roaring  Danube 
Rolb  half  his  floods  unheard  through  shouting 

camps! 
Nor  oouId*st  thou  more  support  a  life  of  sloth 
TbanAmurath^ 


Still  full  of  Amurath! 
I 


lAsUe. 


Than  Amnrath,  accustom'd  to  command, 
Gould  bear  his  son  upon  the  Turkish  throne. 

CALt. 

This  pilgrimage  our  lawgiver  ordain'd— 


For  those  whocould  not  please  by  nobler  service.— 
Our  %variike  prophet  loves  an  active  faith. 
The  holy  flame  of  enterprizing  virtue. 
Mocks  the  dull  vows  of  solitude  and  penance^ 
And  scorns  the  lazy  hermit's  cheap  devotion. 
Shine  thou,  distinguished  by  superior  merit,    - 
With  wonted  zeal  pursue  the  task  of  war^ 
Tin  ev'ry  nation  reverence  the  Koran, 
A^id  ev'ry  suppliant  lift  his  eyes  to  Mecca. 


This  regal  confidence,  this  pious  ardour. 
Let  prudence  moderate,  though  not  suppress. 
Is  not  each  realm  that  smiles  with  kinder  suns. 
Or  boasts  a  happier  soil,  already  thine  ? 
Extended  empire,  like  eipanded  rold. 
Exchanges  solid  strength  for  foeble  splendour. 


Preach  thy  dull  politics  to  vulgar  kings. 

Thou  know'st  not  yet  thy  master's  future  gtetLt- 

ness. 
His  vast  designs,  his  plans  of  boundless  powV, 
When  ev'ry  storm  in  my  domain  shall  roar. 
When  ev'ry  wave  shall  liat  a  Turkish  shore; 
Then,  Cali,  shall  the  toils  of  battle  cease. 
Then  dream  of  prayer,  and  pilgrimage,  and 
peace,  {Jixeunt, 

ACT  It. 

SCENE  I. 

ASPASIA,    UtBIU. 


The  fi^ittering  vanities  of  empty  greatness. 
The  hopes  and  fears,  the  joys  an  J  pains  of  life. 
EMssolve  ib  air,  and  vaniiib  into  noibingi 

ASPASrA. 

Let  nobler  hopes  and  jiister  fears  succeed^ 
And  bar  the  passes  of  Irene's  mind 
Against  returning  guilt. 


When  thou  art  absent^ 
Death  rises  to  my  view  with  afl  its  terrours  ; 
Tben  visions  horrid  as  a  murd'rcr's  dreams. 
Chill  my  resolves,  and  blast  my  blooming  virtue: 
Stem  torture  shakes  his  bloody  8Coui:ge  before 

m^, 
And  anguish  gnashes  on  the  fatal  wheel. 


Since  fear  predaminates  in  ev'ry  thought. 
And  sways  thy  breast  with  absolute  domiaioo. 
Think  oo  th'  insulting  scorn,  the  consciows  pai]g% 
The  future  mis*ries  ^t  await  th'  apostate  ; 
So  shall  timidity  assist  thy  reason, 
And  wisdom  iuto  virtue  turn  thy  fraiUy. 

ISENB, 

Win  sot  that  power  that  fortn'd  the  heart  of  wo- 

man. 
And  wove  the  fe^!e  tektni^  of  her  nerves. 
Forgive  those  fears  that  sbake  the  lender  franc  ) 


The  weafcMesa  we  lament,  ourwives  create  ; 
Instructed  fiom  our  infont  years  tocoart. 
With  oouirterMted  fears,  the  aid  of  man. 
We  leam  to  shudder  at  the  nutUng  bre<«e» 
Start  at  the  light,  and  tremble  in  the  dark  ; 
Till,  affeotatioM  ripeaiog  to  bdief, 
And  folly  frighted  at  her  own  chimeras. 
Habitual  cowardice  tlsurps  the  soul. 


Not  all  like  thee  oan  brave  the  shooks  offele. 
Thy  soul,  by  nature  great,  enlarged  by  know- 

ledg6« 
Soars  unencumber'd  with  our  idle  carQs» 
And  all  Aspasia,  but  her  beauty 's  man. 

ASPASfA. 

Each  generous  sentiment  Is  thhte,  Demetrius, 
Whose  soul,  perhaps,  yet  mindfol  of  Aspasia* 
Now  ho\'ers  o'er  this  melancholy  shade, 
WeUpleas'd  to  find  thy  precepts  not  forgotten. 
O !  could  the  grave  restore  the  pious  hero. 
Soon  would  hb  art  or  valour  set  us  free. 
And  bear  us  for  from  servitude  and  crimes. 


He  may  yet  live. 


ASPASfA. 
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«    dCENB  IL 

AfPAlIAy   UllMB,   OAU,  ABDALLA. 

Cali  to  AiDALtA,  at  they  advanoe. 

Bdiold  oar  fiitiire  lultaneM,  AbdalU  ;— 
Let  mrtfiil  flattery  now,  to  loll  tuspidon, 
Glide  through  Irene  to  the  sultan's  ear* 
Wouldsttbmi  tubdoe  th*  obdurate  canoibal 
To  tender  frienddup,  praise  him  to  his  mistress. 

.[ToIbemb.] 
Well  may  those  eyes  that  view  these  heav'nly 

charms 
Bcject  the  dangfaiers  of  oonteoding  kings : 
Tor  what  are  pompous  titles,  proud  alliance. 
Empire  or  wMlth,  to  eicellence  like  thine  ? 


Receive  th*  impatient  sultan  to  thy  arms  ; 
And  may  a  kng  posterity  of  monarchs. 
The  pride  and  terrour  of  succeeding  days, 
Rise  from  the  happy  bed ;  and  future  queens 
DiHuse  Irene's  beauty  through  the  world  ! 


Can  Mahomet's  imperial  hand  descend 
To  clasp  a  slave  ?  or  can  a  soul  like  mine, 
Tniw'd  to  pow*r,  and  form'd  for  humbler  scenes, 
l^ppoi  t  the  splendid  miseries  of  greatness  ? 


No  regal  pageant  deck'd  with  casual  h'mours, 
Scom*d  by  his  subjects,  trampled  by  his  foa^ 
No  feeble  tyrant  of  a  petty  sute. 
Courts  thee  to  shake  on  a  dependant  throne ; 
Bom  to  command,  as  thou  to  charm  mankhMl, 
The  snitan  from  himself  derives  his  greatness. 
Observe,  bright  maid,  as  his  resistless  voice 
Drivason  the  tempest  of  destructive  war, 
How  nation  after  nation  falls  before  him. 


At  his  dread  name  the  distaht  mountains  shake 
Their  cloudy  summits,  and  the  aims  of  fierceness. 
That  range  nnciviliz'd  from  rock  to  rock. 
Distrust  th*  eternal  fortresses  of  Nature, 
And  wish  their  gloomy  caverns  more  obbcure. 


Forbear  this  lavish  pomp  of  dreadfiil  praise : 
Tlie  horrid  images  of  war  and  slaughter 
Renew  our  sorrows,  and  awake  our  fears. 

ABPALI.A. 

Cali,  methinks  yon  waving  trees  afford 
A  doubtful  glimpse  of  our  approaching  friends : 
Just  as  I  mark'd  them  they  fbrsook  the  shore. 
And  tom'd  their  hasty  steps  towards  the  garden. 

CALt. 

Conduct  these  queens,  Abdalla,  to  the  palace: 
Such  heav'niy  beauty,  form'd  fbr  stdoratlon, 
The  pride  of^monarchs,  the  reward  of  conquest ! 
Such  beauty  must  not  shine  to  vulgar  eyei. 

SCENE  HI. 
CAU,  sokis. 
How  Heaf'n,  in  scorn  of  human  arrogance, 
Commits  to  trivial  chance  the  fate  of  nationi ! 


While  with  ineessant  thought  l^iorioas  Biaii 
Extends  his  mighty  schemes  of  wealth  and  pqpr'ri 
And  towers  and  triumphs  in  ideal  grealneflaj 
Some  accidental  gust  of  oppdsitioQ 
Blastsall  the  beauties  of  his  new  creatko* 
0>eitums  the  fiibric  of  presomptnoas  renaon. 
And  whelms  the  swelling  ardiitect  beneath  It. 
Had  not  tha  breeze  untwih'd  the  meeting  boughs. 
And  through   the  parted  shade  diachia'd  the 

Greeks, 
Th'  inportanthoor  had  paas'd  unheeded  by. 
In  aUthe  sweet  oblivion  of  delight. 
In  all  the  fopperies  of  meeting  k>vers  ; 
In  sighs  and  tears,  in  transports  and  embraces. 
In  soft  complaints,  and  idle  protesUtkma. 

SCENE  nr. 

CALI,  DEMBTBIUS,  LBOimVS. 
CALL 

CooM  omens  fright  the  resolute  and  wise. 
Well  might  «e  fear  impending  disappointments. 


Your  artful  suit,  your  monarch's  fierce  denial. 
The  cruel  doom  of  hapless  Menodonis — 

DBMcraius. 

And  your  new  diarge,  that  dear,  that  heav^ 
n^d-* 

*  LBOimvs. 

Afl  this  we  know  already  from  Abdalla. 


Such  slight  defeats  but  animate  the  brave 
To  stronger  efibrts  and  maturer  oonnsela. 


My  doom  coofirm'd  establisbes  my  parpose. 
Calmly  be  beard  till  Amnrath*8  resumption 
Rose  to  his  thought,  and  set  his  soul  on  fire : 
When  from  his  lips  the  fittal  name  burst  out, 
A  sodden  pause  th'  imperfiBCt  sense  suspended. 
Like  the  dread  stillness  of  condensing  storms. 

DBMBTBIUS. 

The  k>udest  cries  of  Nature  urge  OS  ferwsrd; 
Despotic  rage  pursues  the  life  of  Cali ; 
His  groannig  caimtry  claims  Looirtias^  aid; 
And  yet  another  voice,  forgive  me,  Greece, 
The  powerful  voice  of  love  inflames  Demetrius, 
Each  ling'ring  hour  alarms  me  for  Aqiasia. 

CALL 

What  passions  reign  among  thy  crew,  teontias } 
Does  cheerless  difiMence  oppress  their  hearts  ? 
Or  sprightly  hope  eiaSt  their  kindlii^  spirits? 
Do  they  with  pain  repress  the  struggling  about, 
And  listen  eager  to  the  risiog  wind  } 

LBOMTIUS. 

AH  there  is  hope,  and  gaiety,  and  coorage. 
No  obiidy  doubts,  or  langunhing  delays  ; 
Ere  I  ooidd  range  them  on  the  crowded  dedp. 
At  once  an  hundred  voices  thnnder*d  round  me. 
And  ev'ry  voice  was  « libei^  and  Gieeoe^** 
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DIMETRMJS. 

Sirift  let  QS  rash  upon  the  careless  tyrant. 
Nor  give  him  leisure  for  another  crime. 

LBOHTirS. 

Then  let  us  now  resolve,  nor  Mly  waste 
Another  hour  in  dull  delihcration. 

CALL 

But  see,  where,  destin'd  to  protract  enr  counsels, 
Comes  Mustapha. — Your  Turkish  robes  conceal 

3rou.  , 

Retire  with  speed,  while  I  prepare  to  meet  him 
With  artificial  smiles,  and  seeming  friendship. 

SCENE  V. 

CALI,    MUSTAPBA. 
CALL 

I  see  the  gloom  that  low'rs  upon  thy  brow ; 
These  days  of  love  and  pleasure  charm  not  thee ! 
Too  slow  these  gentle  constellations  roll ; 
Thou  long'st  for  stars  that  frown  on  human  kind. 
And  scatter  discoid  from  their  baleful  beams. 


How  blest  art  thou,  still  jocund  and  serene, 
Beneath  the  load  of  business,  and  of  years ! 


Sure,  by  some  wond'rons  sympathy  of  souls, 
My  heart  still  beats  responsive  to  the  titan's; 
I  share,  by  secret  instmct  all  his  joys. 
And  feel  no  sorrow  while  my  sov'reign  snules. 


The  sultan  comes,  impatient  for  his  love  j 
Conduct  her  hither ;  let  no  rude  intrusion 
Molest  these  private  walks,  or  care  invade 
These  hours  assigned  to  pleasure  and  Irene. 

SCENE  VI. 

MAHOMET,   MUSTAPHA. 
MAHOMET. 

Now,'  Mustapha,  pursue  thy  tile  of  horrour. 
Has  treason^s  dire  infection  reached  my  palace  ? 
Can  Cali  dare  the  stroke  of  heavenly  justice 
In  the  dark  precincts  of  the  gaping  grave. 
And  load  with  peijuries^is  parting  soul  ? 
Was  it  for  this,  that,  sick'ning  in  Epirus, 
My  father  calPd  me  to  his  couch  of  death, 
Joiu'd  Call's  hand  to  mine,  and  falt'ring  cry*d, 
**  Restrain  the  fervour  of  i^npetuous  youth 
With  vemnrable  Cali's  faithful  counsels  ?" 
Are  these  the  counsels,  this  the  faith  of  Cali  ? 
Wtnre  all  our  favours  lavish'd  on  a  viilaiu  ? 
Confest  ? 


Confost  by  dying  Menodorus. 
In  hi?  last  agonies  the  ga&ping  coward. 
Amidst  the  tortures  of  the  burning  steel, 
Still  fond  of  life,  groan'd  but  the  dreadful  secret, 
Held  forth  this  fatal  scroll,  theu  sunk  to  nothing. 


MABOMBT,  examining  the  paper. 

His  oorrespondence  t^ith  our  foes  of  Greece : 
His  hand  I  his  seal  1  The  secrets  of  tnjr  soul 
Conceal'd  from  ail  but  him  !    All,  all  conspire 
To  banish  doubt,  and  brand  him  foi*  a  villain ! 
Our  sdiemes  for  ever  eross'd,  our  mines  disco- 

ver-d, 
BetrayM  some  traitor  lurking  near  my  bosom. 
O^  have  I  rag'd,  when  their  wide^wastln^  cannon 
Lay  pointed  at  our  batteries  yet  unfomi'd. 
And  brokethe  meditated  lines  of  war. 
Detested  Cali  too,  with  artful  wonder. 
Would  shake  his  wily  bead,  and  closely  whisper, 
Beware  of  Mustapha,  beware  of  treason, 

MunrAPHAf 

The  foith  of  Mustapha  dhklaina  suspicion ; 
But  yet,  great  emperor;  beware  of  treason ; 
Tb*  insidious  Bassa,  fir'd  by  disappointment-* 


Shall  feel  the  vengeance  of  an  injui'd  king. 
Go,    seize  him,  load    him    with    reproachful 

chains ; 
Before  th*  assembled  troops  proclaim  his  crimes  ; 
Then  leave  bun  stretch'd  upon  the  lingering  rack. 
Amidst  the  camp  to  howl  his  life  away. 

MUSTAPHA. 

Should  we  before  the  troops  proclaim  his  crimes, 
I  dread  bis  arts  of  seeming  innocence. 
His  bland  address,  and  sorcery  of  tongue ; 
And,  should  he  foil  unheard  by  sudden  justice, 
Th'  adoring  soldiers  would  revenge  their  idol. 

MAHOMET. 

Cali,  this  day,  with  hypocritic  zeal, 
Implor'd  my  leave  to  visit  Mecca's  temple ; 
Struck  with  the  wonder  of  a  sUteAnan's  good- 
ness, 
I  rais'd  his  thoughts  to  moK^  sublime  devotion. 
Now  let  him  go,  pursuM  by  silent  wrath. 
Meet  unexpected  daggers  in^his  way. 
And  in  some  distant  land  obscurely  die. 


There  will  bis  boundless  wealth,    the  spoil  of 

Asia, 
Heaped  by  your  father's  ill-plac'd  bounties  on  him. 
Disperse  rebellion  through  the  Eastern  world ; 
Bribe  to  his  cause,  and  list  beneath  his  banners, 
Arabia's  roving  troops,  the  sons -of  swiftness. 
And  arm  the  Persian  heretic  against  thee ; 
There  shall  he  waste  thy  frontiers,  check  thy 

conquests. 
And,  though  at  length  subdu'd,  elude  thy  ven- 
geance. 

MAHOMBT. 

Elude   my  vengeance ! ,  No— My  troops  shall 

range 
Th'  eternal  snows  that  freeze  beyond  Mssotis, 
And  Afric's  torrid  sands,  in  search  of.CaK. 
Should  the  fierce  North  upon  his  frozen  w'lwgs 
Bear  him  almost  above  the  wond'ring  clouds. 
And  seat  him  in  the  Pleiads'  golden  chariots. 
Thence  shall  my  fury  drag  him  down  to  tortoresT 
Wherever  guilt  can  fly,  revenge  can  foUow. 
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MVfTAPIU. 


Wilt  t^  dismiss  ibe  savage  from  the  toils. 
Only  to  hunt  him  round  the  ravaged  world  ? 


MAaOMKT. 

SnnMnd  bis  sentence— empire  and  Irene 
Claim  my  divided  soul.    This  wretch,  unworthy 
To  mix  with  nobler  cares,  I'D  throw  aside 
for  idle  hours,  and  crush  him  at  my  leisure, 

MUITAPBA. 

I^et  not  th'  unbounded  greatness  of  bis  mind 
Betray  my  king  to  negligence  of  danger. 
Perhaps  the  clouds  of  dark  conspiracy 
Kow  roll  full  fraught  with  thuodero'er  your  head. 
Twice  mate  the  morning  rose  I  saw  the  bassa. 
Like  a  fell  adder  swelling  in  a  brakes 
Beneath  the  oovert  of  this  verdant  arch 
In  private  conference ;  beside  him  stood 
Two  men  unknown,  the  partners  of  his  bosom  ; 
I  roark'd  them  well,  and  traced  in  either  face 
The  gloomy  resolution,  horrid  greatness. 
And  stem  composure,  of  despairing  heroes ; 
And,  |o  confirm  my  thoughts,  at  sight  of  me. 
An  bla.<*ted  by  my  presence,  they  withdrew 
With  all  the  speed  of  terrour  aikd  of  guilL 


The  strong  emotions  of  my  troubled  soul 
Allow  no  pause  for  art  or  for  contrivance  { 
And  dark  perplexity  distracts  my  counsels* 
Do  thou  resolve :  for  see  Irene  comes !    • 
At  her  approach  each  ruder  gust  of  thought 
Sinks  like  the  liigbing  of  a  tempest  spent. 
And  gales  of  softer  passion  fan  my  bosom. 
£Cali  enicn  with  Irene,  and  exit  with  Mustapba. 

SCENE  vir. 

MABOMBT,  IRENE. 
MABOMRT. 

Ullttbou  descend,  fairdaughter  of  perfection. 
To  hear  my  vows,  and  give  mankind  a  queen? 
Ah !   cease,  Irene,  cease  those  flowing  sorrows, 
That  melt  a  heart  impregnable  till  now, 
'  And  turn  [thy  thuughts  henceforth  to  love  and 

empire. 
How  will  the  matchless  beauties  of  Irene, 
Thus  bright  in  tears,  thus  amiable  in  ruin, 
With  all  the  graceful  pride  of  greatness  height- 
Amidst  the  blaze  of  jewels  and  of  gold,        [en*d. 
Adorn  a  throne^  and  dignify  dominion ! 


Why  all  this  glare  of  splendid  eloquence. 
To  paint  the  pageantries  of  guilty  state  ? 
Must  I  for  these  renounce  the  hope  of  Heav'n, 
Inunortal  crowns,  and  fulness  of  enjoyment  ? 


Records  each  act,  e^tk  tfaovgkt  of  sovVogD  muk. 
Surveys  your  plays  with  inattentive  glaiioe» 
And  leaves  the  bvely  triiler  nnregankd. 

IRBVE. 

Why  then  has  Natnre's  vain  mnnificence 
Profusely  pourVl  her  boanties  npoo  wosmui  } 
Whence    then   those   charms  thy  txngae  hat 

deign'd  to  flatter. 
That  air  resistless,  and  eodiantiag  blush. 
Unless  the  beauteous  fiibric  was  desigiiM 
A  habitation  for  a  fairer  sonl } 


Too  high  bright  maid,  thon  rat^  exterior  gxace: 
Not  always  do  the  €urest  flow'rs  diiFuae 
The  richest  odours,  nor  the  speckled  shelb 
Conceal  the  gem:  let  female  arrogance 
Observe  the  feather'd  wanderers  of  the  sky  ; 
With  purple  varied  and  bedropp'd  with  gold. 
They  prune  the  whig,    and  spread  the  glooy 

p'umes, 
Ordain'd,  like  jrou,  to  flutter  and  to  shine. 
And  cheer  the  weary  passenger  with  music. 

ntxiTB. 

Mean  as  we  are,  this  tyrant  of  the  world 
Implores  our  smiles,  and  tremMes  at  our  feet. 
Whence  flow  the  hopes  and  fears,  de^air  and 

rapture. 
Whence  all  the  bliss  and  agonies  of  love  ? 

MABOMET. 

Why,  when  the  balm  of  sleep  desocads  on  mi% 
Do  gay  delusions,  wancl'ring  o'er  the  braSB, 
Sooth  the  delighted  soul  with  empty  bliss? 
To  want  give  aflloence  i  and  to  slavery  freedom  ? 
Such  are  love's  joys,  the  lenitives  of  Ide, 
A  fancy'd  treasure  and  a  waking  dreamu 

tRBWB. 

Then  let  me  once,  in  honour  of  our  sex. 
Assume  the  boastful  arrogance  of  man. 
Th'  attractive  softness,  and  tfa'  endearing  smile. 
And  powerful  glance,  'tis  granted  are  oar  own; 
Nor  has  impartial  Nature^s  frugal  hand 
Exhausted  all  her  noUer  gifts  on  you. 
Do  not  we  share  the  comprdiensive  thought, 
Th'  enlivening  wit,  the  penetrating  reason  ? 
Beats  not  the  female  breast  with  genVoos  pas- 
sions. 
The  thirst  of  empire^  and  the  bve  of  glory  ? 

VAHOMBT. 

Illustrious  maid,  new  wonders  fix  me  thine;. 
Thy  soul  completes  thatrinmphs  of  thy  &oe. 
I  thought  (forgive,  my  fair,)  the  noblest  aua. 
The  strongest  effort  of  a  female  soul, 
Was  but  to  chuse  the  graces  of  the  day. 
To  tune  the  tongue,  to  teach  the  eye  to  roD, 
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mcNc. 

Chann'd  wUh  the  thought  of  blessuig  humaa 

kind, 
Toocahn  I  listen  to  the  flattering  sounds, 

MAHOMBT. 

O  seize  the  power  to  Wess— Irene's  nod 
ShiU  break  the  fetters  of  the  groaning  Christian; 
Greece,  in  her  lovely  patroness  secure. 
Shall  mourn  no  more  her  plundered  palaces. 

IRENE. 

Forbear— O  do  not  urge  me  to  my  ruin ! 

MA90MET* 

To  state  and  powV  I  court  thee,  not  to  ruin : 
Smile  on  my  wishes,  and  command  the  globe. 
Security  shall  spread  her  saicid  before  thee. 
And  love  infold  thee  with  his  downy  wings. 

If  greatness  please  thee,  mount  th'  imperial 

seat; 
If  pleasure  charm  thee,  view  this  soft  retreat; 
Here  ev'ry  warbler  of  the  sky  shall  sing ; 
Here  ev*ry  fragrance  breathe  of  ev*ry  spring : 
To  deck  these  bow*rs  each  region  shall  com- 
bine. 
And  e'en  our  Prophet's  gardens  envy  thine : 
Empire  and  love  shall  share  the  blissful  day, 
And  varied  life  steal  unperceiv'd  away. 

ACT  IlL 

SCENE  I. 

CAUy   ABDALLA. 

[Caii  enters  with  a  discontented  air ;  to  him 
enter  abdalla,] 

CALL 

Is  this  the  fierce  conspirator  Abdalla  ? 
Is  this  the  resistless  diligence  of  treason  ? 
Where  hast  thou  ^nger'd  while  th'  encumber  d 

hours 
Fly  laVrinK  with  the  fate  of  future  nations. 
And  hungry  slaughter  scents  imperial  blood? 

ABDALLA. 

Importent  cares  detam'd  me  from  your  counsels. 

OAU. 

Some  petty  passion !  some  domestic  trifle  I 
Some  v4in  amusemeot  of  a  vacant  soul  I 
A  weeping  wife,  perhaps,  or  dying  friend, 
Hung  on  your  neck,  and  himler'd  your  departure. 
U  this  a  time  for  softness  or  for  sorrow  > 
Unprofitable,  peaceful,  female  virtues  ? 
"When  eager  vengeance  sho*s  a  naked  foe, 
And  kind  ambition  points  the  way  to  greatness. 

ABDALLA. 

Must  then  ambition's  rotarics  infringe 
The  laws  of  kindness,  break  the  bonds  of  nature, 
And  quit  the  naxmes  of  brother,  friend,  and  la- 
ther? 

CALL 

This  80v»rcign  passion,  scornful  of  restraint, 
£'en  fix>in  the  birth  afoU  supreme  gwodmbA^ 


Swells  in  the  breast,  and  with  resistless  force 
O'erbears  each  gentler  motion  of  the  mind. 
As  when  a  deluge  overspreads  the  plains, 
The  wand'ring  rivulet  and  silver  lake 
Mix  uodistinguish'd  in  the  general  n»ar. 


ABDALLA. 


Yet  can  ambition  in  Abdalla's  breast. 
Claim  but  the  second  place :  there  mighty  love 
Has  fix^d  his  hopesi  inquietudes,  and  fears. 
His  glowing  wishes,  and  his  jealous  pangs. 


CAU. 

Love  is  indeed  the  privilege  of  youth ; 
Yet  on  a  day  like  this,  when  expectation 
Pants  for  the  dread  eventr— But  let  us  reason — 

ABDALLA. 

Hast  thou  grown  old  amidst  the  crowd  of  coiurtSy 

And  tum'd  th'  instructive  page  of  human  life. 

To  cant,  at  last,  of  reason  to  a  lover  ? 

Such  ill-tim'd  gravity,  such  serious  folly. 

Might  well  befit  the  soliury  student, 

Th'  unpractis'd  dervise,  or  sequestered  foquir. 

Know'st  thou  not  yet,  when   love  invades  the 

souh 
That  an  her  faculties  receive  his  chains? 
That  reason  gives  her  sceptre  to  his  hand. 
Or  only  struggles  to  be  more  enslav'd  ? 
Aspasia,  who  can  look  upon  thy  beauties  ? 
Who  hear  thee  speak,  and  not  abandon  reason  ) 
Reason  1  the  hoary  dotard's  dull  directress. 
That  loses  all  because  she  hazards  nothing ! 
Reason !  the  tim'rous  pilot,  tliat,  to  shun 
The  rocks  of  life,  for  ever  flies  the  port ! 

CALL 

But  why  this  sudden  warmth  ? 

ABDALLA. 

Because  I  love ; 
Because  my  slighted  passion  bums  in  vain ! 
Why  roars  the  lioness  distress'd  by  hunger? 
Why  foams  the  swelling  wave  when  tempests  rise? 
Why  shakes  the  ground  when  subterraneous  fires 
Fieroe  through  the  bursting  caverns  rend  their 
way? 

CALT. 

Not  till  this  day  thou  sawst  this  fatal  fair ; 
Did  ever  passion  make  so  swift  a  progress  ? 
Once  more  reflect,  suppress  this  infant  folly. 

ABDALLA. 

Gross  fires,  enkindled  by  a  mortal  hand. 
Spread  by  degrees,  and  dread    th*  oppretsia|[ 

stream; 
The  subtler  flames  emitted  firom  the  sky 
Flash  out  at  once,  with  strength  above  resistance. 

CALL 

How  did  Afpasia  welcome  j^our  addiesi  ? 
Did  you  proclaim  this  unexpected  conquest  ? 
Or  pay  with  speaking  eyes  a  lover's  homage  ? 

^ABDALLA. 

ConfouDdedy  awM,  sad  lost  in  admn*ation, 
1  gaz'd*  I  trembled  j   but  I  could  not  speak; 
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When  een  m  love  wai  brewing  off  from  wonder, 

.And  tender  acceots  quiTer'd  od  my  lips. 

She  marked  my  tiMurfcliotp   eyci,    and  beavbg 

breast; 
And  smiling,  ooMcioosoT  her  cbarmt,  withdrew. 
[Enter  Demetrius  and  Leootios. 


Kofw  be  some  moments  master  of  thyself; 
Kor  let  Demetrias  know  thee  for  a  riTal. 
Henoe!  or  be  calm^Jo  disagree  is  rain.  . 

SC£N£  II. 

CAU»  DBMETinTt,  LSOlTTIUt^  ABDALLA. 
BBVBraiVf. 

When  will  ocmsion  smile  upon  onr  wishes. 
And  grive  the  tortOTCS  of  suspense  a  period? 
fltilf  roust  we  linger  in  uncertain  hope  ?       [dom, 
Still  languish  iu  our  chains,  and  drram  of  firee- 
Like  thirsty  sailors  gazing  on  the  clouds, 
TUl  burning  death  shooU  through  their  withered 
limbi? 

CALr. 

DeliTerance  is  at  hand ;  for  Turkey's  tyrant. 
Sunk  in  his  pleasures,  confident  and  gay, 
Wiih  air  the  heroV  dull  security, 
Trustn  to  my  cane  his  miittress  and  his  life, 
And  laughs  and  wantons  in  the  jaws  of  death. 

LBOllTIVi* 

So  weak  is  man  when  destin'd  to  destruction  !— 
The  watthful  alumber,  and  the  crafty  uusL 

CAU. 

At  my  command  yon  iron  gates  unfold  ; 

At  my  command  the  sentinels  retire  ; 

With  all  the  license  of  authority, 

Through  bowing  slares,  grange  the  private  rooms, 

And  of  to  morrow's  action  fix  the  K^ne. 

DEMCTRIVI. 

To  morrow's  action  f  Can  that  hoary  wisdom, 
Borne  down  with  years,still  doat  upon  to  morrow! 
That  fatal  mistress  of  the  young,  the  lazy. 
The  coward,  and  the  fool,  condemn'd  to  lose 
An  useless  life  in  waiting  for  to  morrow, 
To  gaze  with  longing  eyes  upon  to  morrow. 
Till  interposmg  death  destroys  the  prospect! 
Strange  !  that  Uiis  general  fraud  from  day  to  day 
Should  fill  the  worid  with  wretches  undetected. 
The  soldier,  laboring  through  a  wioter^s  march. 
Still  sees  to  morrow  drest  iu  robes  of  triumph; 
Still  to  the  fover's  long..evp6cting  arms 
To  morrow  brings  the  visionary  bride. 
But  thoQ,  too  old  to  bear  another  cheat. 
Learn,  that  the  present  hour  akMie  is  man's. 

LBONTIUS. 

The  present  honr  with  open  arms  invites; 
Seise  the  kind  foir,  and  press  her  to  thy  bosom, 

DBMETRrUS. 

Who  knows,  ere  this  imporUnt  morrow  rise. 
But  fear  or  mutiny  may  uint  the  Oreeky? 
Who  knows,  if  Mahomet's  awaking  anger 
May  i^ate  tba&tal  bow-string  till  to  monow? 


abdallA. 


Had  our  Orit  Asian  foes  bat  known  ^'s  aidoof. 
We  still  had  wmnder'don  Tntarian  hills. 
Roust, CaTi;  thaUthesoosofeonqner^d  Oraece 
Lead  us  to  danger,  and  abash  their  victoiB  ? 
This  night  with  all  her  contcions  stars  be  w 
Who  merits  moit,  Demetriusor  Abdalbu 


DBMBTmnrt* 
Who  merits  oiott ! — ^I  knew  not  we 

CAU. 


were  rivals* 


Young  man,  forbear— the  beat  of  yoath,    no 

more^ 
Well,  't»  decreed— this  night  shall  fix  our  late. 
.Soon  as  the  veil  of  evening cloads  the  sky,. 
With  cautious  secrecy,  Leontius,  steer 
Th>  appointed  vessel  to  yon  shaded  bay, 
Form'd  by  this  garden  jutting  on  the  deep; 
There,  with  your  soldiers  arm'd,  and  safls  es- 
Await  our  ooroing.-eqoally  prepared       /puded. 
For  tj^eody  flight,  or  obstinate  defence. 

[ZntLavL 

SCENE  in. 

CAU,  ABDALLA,   DBMBTBIVB. 
DBMBTBICt. 

Now  pause,  great  bassa,  from  the  thooglits  of 

blood, 
And  kindly  grant  an  ear  to  gentler  somids. 
If  e'er  thy  youth  has  known  the  pangs  of  absence 
Or  felt  th'  impatience  of  obstructed  love. 
Give  me,  before  th'  approachmg  hoar  of  fote. 
l)nce  to  behold  the  charms  of  hnght  Aspasia, 
And  draw  ngw  virtue  from  herheav'nly  toogim. 

'  CAU. 

Ut  prudence,  ere  the  snit  be  farther  nig-d. 
Impartial  weigh  the  pleasure  with  tbedangec 
AUtilek»ger,  and  she's  thine  for  ever. 

DBMBTBIVS. 

Prudence  and  love  conspire  in  this  request. 
Lest,  unacquainted  with  our  bold  attempt. 
Surprise  o'erwhehn  her,  and  retard  our  flight 

CAU. 

>^'hat  I  can  grant,  you  cannot  ask  in  vali^— 

DBMBTUCCS. 

I  go  to  wait  thy  call;  this  kind  consent 
Completes  the  gift  of  freedom  and  of  life. 

lEtit  Dtek 

SCENE  IV. 

CAU,   ABDAUUI. 
ABDAUA. 

And  this  is  my  reward— to  "bum,  to  languish. 
To  rave  unheeded ;  while  the  happy  Greek, 
The  refuse  pf  our  swords,  the  dross  of  dm- 

Throws  h»  fond  arms  about  Aspasn's  neck. 
Dwells  on  her  lips,  and  sighs  upon  her  breast 
l8»t  not  enough  he  lives  1^  our  mdulgence. 
But  he  most  live  to  BBBke  hit  masters  wretthed  ? 
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CAU. 

What  claiiii  hast  thou  to  plead  ? 

AftDALLA.      * 

The  claim  of  pow'r, 
Th'  unqnestion'd  claim  of  conquerors  and  kings  1 

CALL 

Yet  in  the  use  of  pow'r  rememher  justice. 

ABDALLA. 

Can  then  th'  assassiu  lift  bis  treacb'roos  hand 
Agahtfthis  king,  and  cry,  remember  justice } 
Justice  demands  the  tbifeit  life  of  Cali ; 
Justice  demands  that  I  reveal  your  crimes ; 
Justice  demands — ^butsee  th*  approacbiog  sul- 
tan 1 
Oppose  my  wishes,  and— remember  justice. 

CALIv 

IXforder  sits  upon  thy  face-rnretire. ' 

{Exit  Abdalla,  enUr  Mahomet. 

SCENE    V. 

CALIi   MAHOMBT. 
CAU, 

Ijong  be  the  sultan  bless'd  with  happyloTe  ! 
My  zesl  marks  gladuess  dawning  on  thy  cheek, 
With  raptures  sueh'as  fire  the  Pagan  crowds, 
When,  pale  and  anxious  for  their  years  to  come, 
They  see  the  Sun  surmount  the -dark  eclipse. 
And  hail  unanimous  their  oooqu*ring  god. 

VAHOMBT. 

My  TOWS,  'tis4rue,  she  hears  with  le<k  aversion  -, 
She  sighs,  she  blushes,  but  she  still  denies. 


With  wanner  courtship  press  the  yielding  fair: 
Call  to  your  aid,  with  boundless  promises. 
Each  rebel  wish,  each  traitor  inclination. 
That  raises  tumults  ia  the  female  breast 
The  love  of  pow'r,  of  pleasure,  and  of  show. 

MAHOMBT. 

These  arts  I  try'^  and,  to  inflame  her  more, 
By  hateful  business  hurried  from  her  sight, 
1  bade  a  hundred  virgins  wait  around  her. 
Sooth  her  with  all  the  pleasures  of  command, 
Applaud  her  charms,  and  court  her  to  be  great 
[Exit  Mahomet. 

SCENE  VI. 

CAU,   folos. 

Hc*8  gone — Here  rest,  my  soul,  thy  fainting  wing, 
Here  recollect  thy  dissipated  pow'rs.— — 
Our  distant  interests,  nnd  our  different  passions, 
Now'baste  to  mingle  in  one  commou  centre. 
And  fate  lies  crowded  in  a  narrow  space. 


When  Cali  mounts  the  throne,  Abdalla  dies. 
Too  fierce,  too  faithless,  for  neglect  or  trust. 

lEuter  Irene  with  AttendanlM^ 

SCENE  VII. 

CAU,   IRBNB,   ASPASIA,  &C. 


Amidst  the  splendour  of  encircling  beauty, 
Superior  migesty  proclaims  thee  queen. 
And  nature  justifies  our  monarch's  choioe. 


Reserve  t^is  homage  for  some  other  fair; 
Urge  me  not  on  to  glitt'ring  guilt,  nor  pour 
In  my  weak  ear  th'  intuxicating  sounds. 


Make  haste,  bright  maid,  to  rule  the  willmg 

world; 
Aw*d  by  the  rigour  of  the  sultan^  justice. 
We  court  thy  geatleness. 

ASPASIA. 

Can  Cali*8  voice 
Concur  to  press  a  hapless  captive^s  ruin? 

*  CAU. 

Long  would  my  zeal  for  Mahomet  and  thee 
Detain  me  here.     But  nations  call  upon  me. 
And  duty  bids  me  ch'use  a  distant  walk. 
Nor  taint  with  care  the  privacies  of  love. 

SCENE    VIII. 
IRENE,  ASPASIA,  Attendants. 


If  yet  this  shining  pomp,  these  sudden  hopomiB, 
Swell  not  thyself  beyond  advice  or  frieodidiip. 
Nor  yet  inspire  th^  follies  of  a  queen, 
Or  tune  thine  ear  to  soothing  adulation. 
Suspend  awhile  the  privilege  of  powV 
To  bear  the  voice  of  tnith ;  dismiss  thy  train,    ' 
Shake  off  th*  encumbrances  of  state  a  moment. 
And  lay  tlietow*riug  sultaoess  aside, 

[Irene  signs  to  her  allendauU  to  retire 
While  I  ibretel  thy  fate ;  thai  office  done, — 
No  more  I  boast  th'  aniUtious  name  of  friend. 
But  sink  among  thy  slaves  without  a  murmuc 

IRBKB. 

Did  regal  diadems  invest  my  brow. 

Yet  should  my  soul,  siUl  taithfol  to  her  choice. 

Esteem  Aspasia'a  breast  the  noblest  kingdom. 

AIPASIA. 

The  aool,  once  tainted  with  so  foul  a  c«^«^«^^ 
No  more  sh^l    glov  w\lh  WcudsYup's  halVcw'^ 

ank>«r  -         .  .        ^ 

Those  holy  beio^*   ''**^  *"^^^^  ?'^.*oe. 

^..:j-_        -y."*^     ^^ ♦-Utr^iUoi^lhiinf  Virtue, 
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But  shouM  I  sin  beyond  the  hope  of  ftiercy. 

If,  when  religion  prompts  me  to  refvse, 

llie  ireadof  uMtant  deatb  restrains  my  tongue } 

ASP.%SIA. 

Reflect  that  life  and  death,  affecting  sounds  1 
Are  only  Taried  modes  of  endless  being ; 
Reflect  that  life,  like  ev'ry  other  blessing. 
Derives  its  value  from  its  use  alone; 
Not  for  itself,  but  for  a  nobler  end, 
Th'  £temal  gave  it,  and  that  end  is  virtue. 
When  inoonststeot  with  a  greater  good. 
Reason  commands  to  cast  the  less  away  ; 
TiiQs  life,  with  loss  of  wealth  is  well  preserved. 
And  virtue  cheaply  sav'd  with  loss  of  life. 

IRSNI. 

If  built  on  settled  thought,  this  constancy 

Kot  idly  flutti^rs  on  a  boastful  tongue. 

Why,  whcu  destruction  rag'd  around  our  walls, 

t;\'hy  fled  this  haughty  heroine  from  the  battle? 

Why  tiien  did  not  this  warlike  Amazon 

Mix  in  Uie  war,  and  shine  among  the  heroes  } 

ASPASIA. 

lU^v'n,  when  its  hand  pour*d  softness  on  our 

limbs, 
I'nfit  for  toil,  and  polishM  into  weakness. 
Made  passive  fortitude  the  praise  of  woman : 
Our  only  arms  are  innocence  and  meekness. 
Not  then  with  raving  cries  I  filPd  the  city;  ' 
But,  while  Demetrius,  dear  lamented  name  ! 
Pour'd  storms  of  fire  upon  our  fierce  invaders, 
Implor'd  th'  Eternal  Pow»r  to  shield  my  country, 
With  silent  sorrows,  and  with  cahn  devotion. 


O !  did  Irene  shine  the  queen  of  Turkey, 
No  more  should  Greece  kunyit  those  pray*rs  re- 
jected; 
Again  should  go<don  splendour  grace  her  cities. 
Again  her  prostrate  palaces  should  rise, 
Again  her  temples  sound  with  holy  music : 
No  more  should  danger  fright,  or  want  distress 
The  smiling  widows,  and  protected  orphans. 

ASPASIA. 

Be  virtuous  ends  pnrsu'd  by  virtuous  means. 
Nor  think  th'  intention  sanctifies  the  deed: 
That  maxim,  publifh'd  in  an  impious  agv?, 
Would  loose  the  wild  enthusiast  to  destroy. 
And  fix  the  fierce  usurper's  bloody  title  j 
Then  bigotry  might  send  her  slaves  to  war. 
And  bid  success  become  the  test  of  truth : 
Unpitying  massacre  might  waste  the  world. 
And  persecntioii  boast  the  call  9f  Heaven. 


Shall  I  not  wish  to  cheer  aflHicted  kings. 
And  plan  the  happiness  of  mourning  millioiw  ? 


When  soft  security  shall  prompt  the  ni!Ui», 
Freed  from  the  ttimulu  of  uneUled  conooest. 
To  fix  his  court,  and  regulate  his  pleasures, 
Soon  shall  the  dire  seraglio's  horrid  gates 
Close  like  th'  eternal  bars  of  death  upoo  thee. 
iDunur'd,  and  buried  io  perpetoal  aloth. 
That  gloomy  slumber  of  the  stagnant  sool. 
There  shah  tbon  view  from  &r  the  quiet  cottage. 
And  sigh  for  cheerful  poverty  in  vain  j 
There  wear  the  tedious  hours  of  life  away. 
Beneath  each  curse  of  unrelenting  Hcav'n, 
Despsiraod  slav'ry,  soUtude  and  gtiilL 

IRENE. 

There  shall  wt  fipd  the  yet  nntastol  Usss 
Of  grandeur  and  tranquillity  combra'd. 

ASPASIA. 

Tranquillity  and  guilt,  disjoin'd  by  Heaven, 
Still  stretch  is  vain  their  lotigiog  arsis  afcr  - 
Nor  dare  to  pass  th'insupeFaUe  bound.  * 

Ah  !  let  me  rather  seek  the  convenes  cell  - 
There  when  my  thoughts,  at  interval  of  pny'r. 
Descend  to  range  these  mansion^  of  misfortoBe. 
Oft'  shall  I  dwell  on  our  disastroos  friendah^T^ 
And  shed  the  pitying  tear  for  loat  Irene, 

lEEHE. 

Go,  languish  on  in  dull  obscurity  ; 
Thy  dazzled  soul,  with  ail  its  boaated  grrnlMiM. 
Shrinks   at  th'  o'etpow'riug  gkuua  of  lo^ 
sUte,  ^^ 

Stoops  from  the  blaze  like  a  degeoerate  eajde. 
And  flies  for  shelter  to  the  shades  of  life.^^ 

ASFASIA. 

On  me  should  Providence,  without  a  crime. 

The  weighty  charge  of  royalty  confer  : 

CaU  me  to  civilize  the  Russian  wilds. 

Or  bid  soft  science  polish  Britain's  heroes  r 

Soon  should'st  thou  see,  how  fidae  tliy  'wea*. 

reproach. 
My  bosom  fettls^  enkindled  from  the  shy. 
The  lambent  flames  of  mild  beDevolence* 
Untouch'd  by  fierce  amMonrg  raging  fires. 

IRBWE. 

Ambition  is  the  stamp  imprets'd  by  Heaveo 
To  mark  the  noblest  minds  ;  with  active  beat 
Inform'd,  they  mount  the  precipice  of  pow'r. 
Grasp   at  command,    and   tow'r  in  quest  of 

empire ; 
While  vulgar  souls  cempusiowite  their  cares. 
Gaze  at  their  height,  and  tremWe  at  their  dan. 
Thus  meaner  spirits  with  amaxement  xnark  Feer  * 
The  varying  seasons,  and  revolving  skies. 
And  ask,  what  guilty  pow'r's  rebellious  hand 
Rol|s  with  eternal  toll  the  pond'ions  orbs: 
While  some  archangel,  nearer  to  nerfenW 
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And  set  the  glitt'ruif  hBmcf  to  ▼iew. 
Kotpow*r  i  blame,  but  pow'r  obUiu'd  by  crime  ; 
ADgelic  greatness  is  aogelic  virtue. 
Amidst  the  glare  of  courts,  the  shout  of  armies. 
Will  not  th>  apostate  leel  the  pangs  of  guilt» 
And  wish,  too  late,  for  innocence  and  peace. 
Curst  as  the  tyrant  of  th'  infernal  reahns, 
With  f  l9omy  state  and  agonizing  pomp  ? 

SCENE  IX. 

laSME,  ASPASIA,  M Am^ 
MAID. 

A  Tmrkisb  strangei-,  of  mi^estic  mien. 
Asks  at  the  gate  admission  to  Aspasia, 
Commissioned,  as  he  says,  by  Cali  Bassa. 


Whoe*er  tbou  art»  or  whataQa*er  thy  message, 

{aside. 
Thanks  for  this  kind  relief— With  speed  admit 
himi 

ASrAHA* 

He  comes,  perhaps,  to  separate  us  for  ever ; 
When  I  am  gone,  remember,  O  1  remember. 
That  none  are  great,  or  happy,  but  the  virtuous, 
[Exit  Irene ;  enter  Demetrius . 

SCENE  X; 

ASPASIA,  DBMmiUS. 
DBMmilUS. 

Tn sb»— <ny  bupt,  my  happtaew,  my  ktm! 
AlpMia  1  do  I  once  again  bebold  thee  ? 
StilU  fltiU  tba  sam»— uaokwded  by  misiMrtiine ) 
Let  my  Meet  eyei  for  erer  gsge    i 

AltASIA. 

•  Demetrios } 


Why  does  the  blood  forsake  thy  lovely  cheeks  ? 
Why  shoots  this  chilness  through  thy  shaking 

nerves? 
Why  does   thy  soul  retire  into  herself? 
Recline  upon  my  breast  thy  sinking  beauties  : 
Revive — Revive  to  freedom  and  to  love. 


What  weU-knowB  voice  prononne'd  the  gratefbl 

Boonds 
Freedom  and  love  ?  Alas  !  Pm  aH  confusion, 
A  sudden  mist  o'ercasts  my  darkened  soul ; 
The  present,  past,  and  future  swim  before  me, 
.  Lost  in  a  wild  perplexity  of  joy. 

DFMETRIUS. 

Such  extacy  of  love,  such '  pure  atifectioa,     * 
What  worth  can  merit  ?  or  what  &ith  rewanl  ? 


A  thousand  thoughts,  impeHectand  distracted. 
Demand  a  voice,  and  struggle  into  birth ; 
A  thousand  questions  press  upon  my  tongue, 
But  all  give  way  to  rapture  and  Demetrius. 

nEMCTRIUS. 

O  say,  bright  being,  in  this  age  of  absence, 
What  fears,  what  griefs,  what  dangers,  hast  thoo 
known  ? 


Say,  how  the  tyrant  threatened,  flatter'd,  sighM  ! 
Say,  how  he  threateQ*d,  flattered,  sigb*ditt  vain  ! 
Say,  bow  the  hand  of  violence  was  raia'4  \ 
Say,  how  thou  calPdst  in  tears  upon  DemetriosI 


Inform  me  rather  how  thy  happy  courage 
Stemmed  in  the  breach  the  deluge  of  destrnction. 
And  passed  uninjur'd  through  the  walks  of  death. 
Did  savage  anger  and  licentious  conquest 
Behold  the  hero  with  Aspasia*s  eyes  ? 
And,  thus  protected  in  the  geo'ral  ruin, 

0  say,  what  guardian  pow'r  convey*<^thee  hither* 

DBMETtlUS. 

Sttdi  strenge  events,  such  unexpected  chaaces^ 
Beyond  my  wannest  hope,  or  wildest  wishes, 
Coneurr'd  to  give  me  to  Aspasia's  arms, 

1  stand  amaz'd,  and  ask,  if  yet  I  clasp  thee. 


Sure  Heaven  (for  wonders  are  not  wrought  im 

vain!) 
That  joins  us  thus,  will  never  part  us  more. 

SCENE  XI. 
nunriftios^  aspasiaj  aboalla. 


(t  parts  yon  now—The  hasty  sultan  signM 
The  laws  unread,  and  flies  to  his  Irene. 

DEMETRIUS. 

Fii'd  and  intent  on  his  Irene's  charms 
He  envies  none  the  convene  of  Aspasia, 

ABDAtLA. 

Aspasia's  absence  wiU  inflame  suq;ucion  ; 
She  cannot,  must  not,  shall  not,  linger  here ; 
Prudence  and  friendship  bid  me  force  her  fro« 
you. 

niMrnuus. 
Force  her  !  profane  her  with  a  touch,  and  die ! 


Tis  Greece,  'tis  fireedom,  calls  As pasia  hisoca  ; 
Your  caieless  love  betrays  your  cuuntcy's  caosor 


If  we  must  part- 


If  we  must  part  - 


No  *  let  us  die  together. 


DBMCntlUS. 


Dispatch ;  tb*  increasing  dai^er 
Will  not  admit  a .  lover's  long  fa»  ou ell. 
The  long-drawn  intercourse  of  sigh:»  and  ] 


DEMrrRIVS. 

Then — O  my  fair,  I  cannot  bad  thee  go. 
Receive  her,  and  protect  her,  gracious  *Hea?'D ! 
Vet  let  me  watch  her  dear  departing  stejps^ 
If  fote  pnreues  me^  let  it  find  me  hei«. 
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HeproMh  not,  Greece,  a  1orer*s  fond  dela jt. 
Nor  think  thy  caqw  neglected  while  1  gaze ; 
Newibroe»  new /^coorage,  from  e^h  glance  1 
gain, 
And  find  ourpammsnot  infiii'd  in  Tab.  lEseunU 


ACT  IF, 

SC£NEL 
MncETAiTB,  AIPA8IA,  eoCer  at  talking, 


Ekovch — ^resiiitlea  reason  calms  my  totil— 
Approving  justice  smiles  upon  yoor  cause. 
And  Nature's  rigfots  entreat  th*  asserting  sword 
Yet,  when  your  hand  is  lifted  to  destroy. 
Think,  butexcuse  a  woman's  needless  cauttoo,*- 
Purge  well  thy  mind  from  er'ry  ptivate  passion, 
Drire  interest,  lore,  and  Tengeance,  from  thy 

tboQgfats,    ' 
Fill  all  thy  ardent  hreast  with  Greece  and  virtue. 
Then  strike  secure,  and  Heaven  assist  the  bk>w ! 


Thou  kind  assistant  of  my  better  angel. 
Propitious  guide  of  my  bewilder'd  soul» 
Calm  of  my  cares,  and  guardian  of  my  virtue ! 


My  soul,  first  kindled  by  thy  bright  example 
To  noble  thought  and  gen'rous  emulation, 
Now  but  reflects  thoee  beams  that  flow'd  from 
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nniBTanrt. 

With  native  lustre  and  unborrow'd  greatness. 
Thou  sbio'st,  bright  maid,  superior  to  distress  ; 
Unlike  the  trifling  race  of  vulgar  beauties. 
Those  glitt*ring  dew-drops  ofa  vernal  mom, 
That  spread  their  colours  to  the  genial  beam, 
And  sparkling  quiver  to  the  breath  of  May  ^^ 
£ut,  when  the  tempest  with  sonorotis  wing 
Sweeps  o'er  the  grove,  forsake  the  lab' ring  bough, 
Dispeis'd  in  air,  or  mingled  with  the  dust. 


^  Foihear  this  triumph — still  new  conflicts  wait  us, 
Foes  unforeseen,  and  dangers  unsu5pected. 
Oft'  when  the  fierce  besiegers'  eager  host 
Beholds  the  fainting  garrison  retire. 
And  rushes  joyful  to  the  naked  wall, 
Destruction  flashes  from  th*  insidious  mine. 
And  sweeps  th'  exulting  conqueror  away. 
Perhaps  in  vain  the  sultan's  anger  spar'd  me. 
To  find  a  meaner  fote  from  treacher'rous  friend- 
ship— 
AbdaUa! 


Can  Abdalla  then  dinsemble ! 
That  fiery  chief,  renown'd  for  gen'rous  freedom. 
For  seal  unguarded,  undissembled  bate, 
For  daring  truth,  and  turbulence  of  honour !  ' 


This  open  friend,  this  undetigning  hero, 

With  noisy  falsehoods  forc'd  me  from  your  arms. 

To  shock  my  virtue  with  a  tale  of  love. 


nBUTllUS. 

Did  not  the  cause  of  Greece  restimm  my  awosd. 
Aspasia  should  not  fear  a  second  insult, 

ASTASIA.. 

His  pride  and  kive  by  turns  inspir'd  his  tongue* 
And  intennix'd  my  praises  with  his  own  ; 
His  wealth,  his  rank,  his  honours,  he  recoonted^ 
Till,  in  the  midst  of  arrogance  and  fondness, 
Th'    appYoaching  sultan  fbro'd  ane  firom    the 

|»la<:ei 
Then,  while  begaz'd  upon  his  yielding  mistreu^ 
I  stole  unheeded  from  their  ravish 'd  eyes. 
And  sought  this  ha|q»y  grovem  quest  of  tisee. 

DBMenius. 
Soon  may  the  final  stroke  decide  our  fisfe^ 
Lest  baleiful  discord  crush  our  in£uit  scheme^ 
And  itmgled  firaedom  pedah  m  the  birth ! 


My  boson,  haraasM  with  alternate  pasaioos 


Now  hopes,  now  fear^^ 


\ 


«  oiMrraics. 

Th'  anxieties  of  lor?. 

ASPASIA. 

Think  how  the  Sov'reign  Arbiter  of  kingdoms 
Detests  thy  false  associates'  black  dengns, 
And  fimwus  on  perjury,  revenge,  and  nracder. 
Embarkkl  with  treason  on  the  seas  of  firte. 
When  Heaven  shall  bid  the  swelliog  billows  rage, 
Andpoint  vindictive  Kght'nings  at  ralMlliQo^ 
Will  not  the  patriot  share  tbetiailor^  &aser} 
Oh  eoald  thy  hand  unaided  free  thy 
Nor  mingled  gntM  poUote  the  sacied  ( 

MMirmnrs. 
Permitted  oft,  though  not  inspied  by  Heaven  * 
Successful  treasons  punish  impious  kings. 

ASPASIA. 

Nor  end  my  terrours  with  thesultai^s  death  i 
Far  as  futurity's  uptravell'd  waste 
Lies  open  to  conjecture's  dubious  ken. 
On  ev'ry  side,  confusion,  rage,  and  death. 
Perhaps  the  phantoms  of  a  woman's  fear, 
Bieset  the  treacherous  way  with  fatal  ambodi; 
Each  Turkish  bosom  burns  for  thy  destroctioo^ 
Ambitious  Cali  dreads  the  statesman's  arts. 
And  hot  Abdalla  bates  the  happy  lover. 

DBMriRIUS. 

Capricious  man  !  to  good  and  ill  inconstant. 
Too  much  to  fear  or  trust  is  equal  weakness. 
Sometimes  the  wretch,  uiiaw'd  by  Heaven  or  HeQ 
Wilh  mad  devotion  idoliaes  honour. 
The  basse,  reeking  with  bis  master's  murder. 
Perhaps  may  start  at  violated  friendship. 


How  soon,  alas !  will  int'rest,  feac,  or  eory.    , 
O'erf  brow  such  weak,  such  accidental,  virtue^ 
Nor  built  on  fitith,  nor  fortified  by  oonadence  ? 


When  desp'rate  ills  demai^  a  speedy  cure. 
Distrust  IS  cowardic^  atal  prudeooc  folly. 
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Yet  tbtnk  a  momeiit,  ere  you  court  dertnictkm  : 
What  hand,  wtien  death  has  £oatoh'd  away  De- 
metrius, 
Shall  guard  Aspasia  from  triumphant  lust 


oiMBTawe. 


Dismiss  these  needless  feara — a  troop  of  Greeks, 
Well  known,  long  try'd,  expect  us  on  the  shore. 
Borne  on  the  surface  of  the  smiling  deep, 
Soon  shalt  thou  scorn,  in  safety's  arms  reposM, 
Abdalla's  rage  and  Call's  stratagems. 


Still,  still,  distrust  sits  heavy  on  my  heart. 
Will  e*er  an  happier  hour  revisit  Greece  ?, 

DBMBTaiUS. 

Should  Heav'n,  yet  unappeas*d,  refuse  its  aid, 
Disperse  our  hopes,  and  frustrate  our  designs, 
Yet  shall  the  conscience  of  the  great  attempt 
Diffuse  a  brightness  o'er  our  future  d^ ys ; 
Nor  will  his  coimtry's  groans  reproach  Demetrins. 
But  how  canst  thou  support  the  woes  of  exile  } 
Canst  thou  forget  hereditary  splendours, 
To  live  obscure  upon  a  foreign  coast. 
Content  with  science,  innocence,  and  love } 


Nor  wealth,  nor  titles,  make  Aspasia's  bliss. 
O'erwbelm'd  and  lost  amidst  tlie  public  ruius, 
Unmov'd  1  saw  the  glittering  trifles  perish, 
And  thought  the  petty  dross  beneath  a  sigh. 
Cheerful  1  follow  to  the  rural  cell ; 
Love  be  my  wealth,  and  my  disiiiicUon  virtue. 

DEMETBIUS. 

Snbmisnve,  and  prepared  for  each  event. 
Now  tet  as  wait  the  last  award  of  Heav'n, 
Secure  of  happiness  from  flight  or  conquest. 
Nor  fear  the  fftir  and  learned  can  want  protection. 
The  mighty  Tuscan  couAs  thehonish*d  arts 
To  kind  Ithalia's  liospitab!e  shades ; 
There  shall  soft  leisure  wiog  th'  excursive  soul,  . 
And  Peace  propUions  smile  un  fond  desire  : 
There  shall  despotic  Eloquence  resume 
Her  antient  empire  o*er  the  yielding  heart ; 
'inhere  Poetry  shall  tune  her  sacred  voice, 
And  wake  from  ignorance  the  Western  world. 

SCENE  II. 

DSmnil^S,  ASPASIA,  CALL 


At  length  iV  unwilling  Sun  resigns  the  worid 
To  si lence  and  to  rest.    The  hours  of  darkness. 
Propitious  hours  to  stratagem  and  death. 
Pursue  the  last  remains  of  lingering  light. 

DtMKTKIUS. 

Count  not  these  hours  as  part  of  vulgar  time. 
Think  them  a  sacred  treasure  lent  by  heaven. 
Which,  squandered  by  neglect,  or  fear,  or  folly. 
No  prayei'  re<*alls,  no  diligence  redeems. 
To  morrow's  dawn  shall  see  the  Turkish  king 
StretchM  in  the  dust,  or  toWring  on  his  thmne ; 
To  morrow's  dawn  shall  see  the  mighty  Cali 
The  sport  of  tyranny,  or  lord  of  nations. 
JOL.  lYI. 


Then  waste  no  longer  these  important  moments 
in  soft  endearments,  and  in  gentle  murmurs ; 
Nor  lose  in  iove  the  patriot  and  the  hero. 

DEMF.TR1US. 

Tis  love,  combin'd  with  guilt  alone,  that  melts 
The  soften'd  soul  to  cowartlice  and  sloth ; 
But  virtuous  passion  prompts  the  great  resolve. 
And  fans  the  slumbering  spark  of  heavenly  fire. 
Retire,  my  fair  ;  that  Pow'r  that  smiles  on  good- 
ness 
Guide  all  thy  steps,  calm  cv'ry  stormy  thought. 
And  still  thy  bosom  with  the  voice  of  peace ! 


Soon  may  we  meet  again,  secure  and  free. 
To  fed  no  more  the  pangs  of  separation  ! 


[Exit. 


DBMBTRIUS,   CALT. 
DCMBTKIVS. 


This  night  alone  is  ours  —Our  mighty  foe. 
No  longer  lost  in  am'rous  solitude. 
Will  now  remount  the  slighted  seat  of  empire, 
And  show  Irene  to  the  ihouting  people  : 
Aspasia  left  her  sighing  in  his  arms. 
And  lit.t*ning  to  tito  pl^tsing  tale  of  pow*r; 
With  soften'd  voice  she  dropped  the  fiiint  refusal. 
Smiling  consent  Ae  sat,  and  blushing  love. 


Now,  tyrant,  with  satiety  of  beauty  [after 

Now  feast  thine  eyes,  thine  eyes  that  ne'er  here- 
Shall  dart  their  am'rous  glances  at  the  fair^ 
Or  glare  on  Cali  with  malignant  beams. 

SCENE  III. 

DfcMEraiOS,    CAM,   LBOMTroS,   ABDALLA. 
lEONTIt^ 

Our  bark  unseen  has  rcach'd  th'  appointed  bay. 
And  tvherc  yon  trees  wave  o'er  the  foaming  surge 
Reclines  against  the  shore  :  our  Grecian  troop 
Extends  its  lines  along  the  sandy  beach,  / 
Elate  with  hope,  and  panting  for  a  foe. 

ABPAI.LA. 

The  fav'ring  winds  assist  the  great  design. 
Sport  in  our  sails,  and  murmur  o'er  the  deep. 

CALI. 

'Tis  well — A  single  bk>w  completes  our  wishes; 
Return  with  speed,  Leontius,  to  your  charge  ; 
The  Greeks,  disorder'd  by  their  leader's  absence, 
May  droop  dismay'd,  or  kindle  into  midness. 

LBONTIUS. 

Suspected  still ! — What  villain's  poisonous  tongue 
Dare  join  Lcontius'  name  with  fear  or  falseho^  ? 
Have  1  for  this  preserv'd  my  guiltless  bosom, 
Pure  as  the  thoughts  of  infont  innocence  } 
Have  I  for  this  dcfy'd  the  chiefs  of  Turkey, 
Intrepid  in  the  flaming  front  of  war  } 


Hast  thou  not  search'd  my  soul's  profoundest 

thoughts  ? 
Is  not  the  fate  of  Greece  and  Cali  thine? 
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iBeirrtus. 

Wby  bas  thy  choice  then  pointed  oat  Leootins, 
Unfit  to  ihire  this  night'i  iUuttrions  toils  ? 
To  wsH  remote  ftoD  action,  and  from  honour. 
An  idle  lisi'Der  to  the  distant  cres 
Of  slaoghter'd  infidels,  and  dash  of  swords  ? 
Ten  me  the  cause,  thai  while  thy  name,  Deme- 

trios. 
Shall  soar  trinmphant  on  the  wings  of  glory, 
Despis'd  and  curs*d,  I^eontius  mnst  descend 
Throngh  hissing  ages,  a  prorerfoial  coward. 
The  tale  df  women,  and  the  soom  of  fools  ; 

DtMlTRIVS. 

Can  brare  Leoqtius  be  the  slate  of  glory  ? 
Glory,  the  casual  gift  of  tbonghtletis  crowds  ! 
Glory,  the  bribe  of  atariciouBTirtue ! 
Be  but  my  country  free,  be  thine  the  praise  ; 
1  ask  no  witness,  but  attesting  conscience. 
No  records,  but  the  records  ^  the  sky. 


Wilt  tbon  then  head  the  troop  upon  the  shore. 
While  1  destroy  the  oppressor  of  maukmd  ? 

DBMBTSIUS. 

What  canst  tbou  boast  superior  to  Demetrius? 
Ask  t©  whose  fword  the  Greeks  wiU  trust  their 

cause, 
My.MDM  shall  echo  through  the  shouiing  field : 
Demand  whose  force  yon  Turkish  heroes  dread. 
The  shudd'ring  camp  shall  murmur  out  Deme- 
trius. 


Must  Greece  still  wretched  by  her  children's  folly. 
For  ever  mourn  their  aiarict  or  factions? 
nemeiriu5  justly  pleads  a  douMo  title ; 
The  lover's  interest  aids  the  patriot's  claim. 


My  pride  shall  ne'er  protract  my  country's  woes; 
Succeed,  my  Irieod,  unenvied  by  Lconiius. 

DEMETIICS. 

I  feel  sew  spirit  -shoot  along  my  nerves. 
My  soul  expands  to  meet  approaching  freedom. 
Now  hover  o*er  us  with  propitious  wings, 
Ye  sacred  shades  of  patriots  and  of  martyrs  I 
All  ye,  whose  blood  tyrannic  rageeffus'd. 
Or  persecution  drank,  attend  our  call ; 
And  from  the  mansions  of  perpetual  peace 
Desceod,  to  sweeten  labours  once  your  own ! 

CAIT. 

Go  then,  and  with  united  eloquence  [b»ro 
Confirm  ymir  iroops ;  and  when  the  Moon's  fair 
Plays  on  the  quiv'ring  waves,  to  guide  our  flight. 
Return.  Demetrius,  and  be  free  for  ever. 

/  lExeunt  Dem.  and  Leon. 

SCENE  IV. 

CAll,  AaPALLA. 
ABDALLA. 

How  the  new  monarch,  swelVd  ^^^^  JjI'T  J»J«. 
Looks  down,  contemptuous,  from   his  ftaeyd 

And  utters  fata  unmindfol  of  Abdalk ! 

I 


tALl, 

Far  be  such  blank  mgratitude  from  Cali ! 
When  Asia's  nations  o«ii  me  for  their  ford. 
Wealth,  and  command,  and  grandeur,  shall  be 
toine. 


Is  this  the  raoompense  resen-'d  for  vie  ? 
Dar'st  thou  thus  dally  with  AbdaHa'a 
Henceforward  hope  no  mere  my  sligbted  fciesKl- 
ahip,  [tovtwcs. 

Wake  from  thy  dream  of  povper  to  desth  aad 
And  iMd  thy  visionary  tbrune  forewdl. 

OALI. 

Name,  and  eujoy  thy  wish'^ 

ABOAI^LA, 

I  need  net  Banne  it  s 
Aspasia's  lovers  know  but  one  desire. 
Nor  hope,  nor  wish,  nor  live,  but  for  Aspanat; 

CALI. 

That  fotal  beauty  plighted  to  Demetriqa 
Heaven  makes  not  mine  to  give. 

ABIIALLA. 

Nor  to  deny. 

CALT. 

Obtain  her«  and  possess  j  thou  kaow'at  thy  rivaL 

ABDALLA. 

Too  well  1  know  him,  since  on  Thraoia's  pUms 
1  felt  the  force  of  his  tempestuous  arm. 
And  saw  my  scattered  squadrons  fly  beJRofe  ban. 
Nor  will  1  trust  th'  uncertain  chance  of  combat; 
The  rigtota  of  princes  let  tbe  swofd  decide. 
The  petty  claims  of  empire  and  of  honour : 
Revenge  and  subtle  jealousy  shall  teach 
A  surer  passage  to  his  hated  hesirL 


O  spare  the  gallaot  Gred[,  in  him  we  lost 
The  politkian's  arts,  and  hero's  flame. 


When  next  we  meet  before  we  storm  tbe  paiaee^ 
The  bowl  shall  circle  to  eonfirtn  our  league; 
Then  shall  thesejuices  taint  Demetrius'  drvugbt. 
[Showing  m  fkuL 
And  stream   destructive  tbrousfa  ^i*   f^eeiag 

veins : 
Thus  shall  he  live  to  strike  th*  important  blow, 
And  perish  ere  he  taste  the  joyaofooaqnest. 

SCENE  V. 

MAHOMCT,     MUSTAPHA,    CALI,   ABUALLA. 
MAHOMET. 

Heooaforth  for  ever  happy  be  thiaday. 
Sacred  to  love,  to  pleaanre,  and  faoaa  I 
rhe  mattfhiass  fair  has  bleas'd  »e  with 


Let  every  tongue  rescnnd.  Ivne's  ptniae, 
Andspraad  tbe  gaMcal  tonspoct  thonafh  i 
kiod. 
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Blest  prince,  for  .whom  indulgent  Heav'n  ordains 
At  once  the  joys  of  paradise  and  empire, 
Nov  join  thy  people's  and  thy  Cali'M  prayers  ; 
Suspend  thy  passaiare  to  the  seals  of  bliss, 
Nor  wish  for  Hoories  in  Irene's  arms. 

MAHO^F.T. 

Forbear — I  know  the  long-tryM  faith  of  Cali. 


0  !  could  the  eyes  of  kings,  like  those  of  Heav'n, 
Search  to  the  dark  recesses  of  the  soul. 

Oft  would  they  find  ingratitude  and  treason. 
By  smiles,  and  oaths,  and  praises  ill  disguis'd. 
How  rarely  would  they  meet,  in  crouded  courts, 
Fidelity  so  firm,  so  pure^  as  mine. 

MU  STAPH  A. 

Yet,  ere  we  give  our  k)oseB'd  tboughUto  rapture, 
Let  prudence  obviate  an  impending  danger : 
Tahated  by  sloth,  the  parent  of  sedition. 
The  hungry  janizary  bnms  for  pinnder. 
And  growls  in  private  o'er  his  idle  sabre. 

MAHOMBT. 

To  still  their  murmurs,  ere  the  twentieth  Sun 
Shall  shed  his  beams  upon  the  bridal  bed, 

1  rouse  to  war,  and  conquer  for  Irene. 

Then  shall  the  Rhodian  mourn  his  sinking  tow'rs, 
And  Bnda  fall,  and  proud  Vienna  tremble : 
Then  shall  Venetia  feel  the  Turkish  pow'r. 
And  subject  seas  roar  round  their  queen  in  vain. 

ABDALLA. 

Then  seize  fair  lUly's  delightful  coast. 
To  fix  your  standard  in  imperial  Rome. 

MABOMBT. 

Her  sons  malicious  clemency  shall  spare. 
To  form  new  legends,  sanctify  new  crimes. 
To  canonize  the  sUives  of  superstition, 
And  fill  the  world  with  follieB  and  impostures, 
Till  angry  Heav'n  shall  mark  them  out  for  niin. 
And  war  o'erwhelm  them  in  their  dream  of  vice. 
O,  could  her  fabled  saints  and  boasted  prayers 
Call  forth  her  antient  heroes  to  the  field,   [Uons, 
How  should  I  joy,  'midst  the  fierce  shock  of  nm- 
To  cross  the  tow'rings  of  an  equal  soul, 
.And  bid  the  master  genius  rule  the  world  ! 
Abdalla,  Cali,  go — proclaim  my  purpose. 

i£x€mnt  Cali  md  Abdalla. 

SCENE  VI. 

MAUOUBT,*  MUSTAPBA. 
MAHOMBT. 

StiH  Call  lives :  and  most  be  live  to  morrow  ? 
That  fawning  villain's  fure'd  oong ratulatmns 
Vnil  cloud  my  triumphs,  and  pollute  the  day. 

mubtabba* 

With  cautions  vigilance,  at  my  command. 
Two  fiiithfol  captains,  Haian  and  Caraza, 
Pumie  him  through  his  labyrinths  of  treason, 
ilnd  wait  your  sununoos  to  report  his  coaduct. 


Call  them— but  let  them  not  prolong  their  tale. 
Nor  press  too  much  upon  a  lover's  patience. 

'lExU  Mustapha. 

SCENE  VII. 

MAHOUKT,  SOLUS. 

Whome'er  the  hope,  still  blasted,  still  renew'd. 
Of  happiness  lures  on  from  toil  to  toil. 
Remember  Mahomet,  and  cease  thy  labour. 
Behold  h^m  here,  in  love,  in  war,  successful, 
Behold  him  wretched  in  his  double  triumph  ; 
His  fav'rite  faithless,  and  his  mistress  base. 
Ambition  only  gave  her  to  my  arms. 
By  reason  not  convinc'd,  nor  won  by  love. 
Ambition  was  her  crime ;  but  meaner  folly 
Dooms  me  to  loath  at  once,  and  doat  on  false- 
And  idolize  tb'  apostate  I  contemn.         [hood, 
if  thou  art  more  than  the  gay  dream  of  fancy, 
More  than  a  pleasing  sound  without  a  meaning, 
O  happiness !  sur6  thou  art  all  Aspasia's. 

SCENE  VIII. 

MAHOMBT,   MUSTAPHA,   HASAN,    CABABA. 
MAHOMBT. 

Caraza  speak— have  ye  remarked  the  bassa  ? 

CABAZA. 

Close,  as  we  might  unseen,  we  watch'd  his  steps ; 
His  air  disorder'd,  and  his  gait  unequal, 
Betray'd  the  wild  emotions  of  his  mind. 
Sudden  he  stops,  and  inward  turns  his  eyes, 
Absorb'd  in  thought;  then,  sUrting  horn  h'u 

trance, 
Constrains  a  sudden  smile,  and  shoots  away. 
With  him  Abdalla  we  beheld— 


MUSTAPHA. 


Abdalla! 


MAHOMET. 


He  wears  of  late  resentment  on  his  brow, 
Deny'd  the  government  of  Servians  province. 


CARAZA. 


We  mark'd  him  storming  in  excess  of  fury. 
And  heard,  within  the  thicket  that  conceal'd  us. 
An  undi8tinguisb>d  sound  of  threat'ning  rage. 

MUSTAPHA. 

How  guilt,  once  harboured  in  the  conscious  breast. 
Intimidates  the  brave,,  degrades  the  great : 
See  Call,  dread  of  kings,  and  pride  of  armies. 
By  treason  level'd  with  the  dregs  of  men  I 
Ere  guilty  fear  depress'd  the  hoary  chief. 
An  angry  murmur,  a  rebellious  frown, 
Had  stretch'd  the  fiei^  boaster  in  the  grave. 

mAhomet. 

5^!1?T"*'  fetr  to  draw  the  sword  of  justice, 
Aw>dby  the  crowd;  and  by  their  slaves  restrained  ? 
Seise  him  this  night,  and  through  the  private 

paisage 
Convey  bim  to  the  prison's  inmost  depths, 
Reserv'd  to  all  the  pangs  of  tedious  death. 

lExciaU  Habomet  and  MqsUpha. 
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SCENE  IX. 


BAS^K,    CARAZA. 


Shall  then  the  Greeks,  unpunished  and  conceai'd* 
Contrive  perhaps  the  ruio  «>f  our  empire. 
League  wiih  our  cUicfftaod  propagate  sedition? 

CARA2A, 

Whate*er  their  scheme,  the  bassa's  death  de- 

feats  it, 
And  gratitude's  strong  ties  restrain  my  tonpie. 

n^SAN. 

What  tics  to  slaves  ?  what  gratitude  to  fbos  ? 

CAftAZA. 

In  that  bbck  day  when  staughtcrM  thousands  fell 
Aiound  these  fatal  walls,  the  tide  of  war 
Bare  mcvicloridus  onward,  where  Demetrius 
Tore  unresisted  from  the  qiant  hand 
Of  stem  Scbalias  the  triumphant  cpescrnt» 
And  dasb*d  the  might  of  Asuai  from  the  ram- 
parts. 
There  I  became,  nor  blush  to  make  it  known, 
The  captive  of  his  sword.     Tlie  coward  Greeks, 
Enrag'd  by  wrongs,  exulting  wiih  success, 
Dx)m*d  me  to  die  with  all  the  Turkish  captains; 
But  l>raTe  Demetrius  iCom*d  the  mean  revenge, 
And  gare  me  life^ — 


Do  thou  repay  the  gift, 
I.e&t  unrewarded  mercy  lose  its  charms. 
Profuse  of  wealth,  or  bounteous  of  success, 
When  Hcav'n  bestows  the  privilege  to  ble«s ; 
Let  no  weak  doubt  the  gen'rous  hand  restrain, 
For  when  was  pow*r  leneftcent  in  vain  ? 

[Exeunt. 

jicr  r. 

SCENE  I. 

ASPASIA,   fOLA. 

Is  these  dark  itioments  of  suspettdrd  fate, 
While  yet  the  future  fortune  ot  my  country 
Lies  in  the  womb  of  Providence  concealVI, 
And  anxions  angels  wait  the  mi?hfy  birth ; 
O  gianl  thy  sacred  influence,  pow'rful  Virtue  ! 
Attentive  rise,  survey  the  fair  ere  ition, 
'JUI,  convcicus of  th*  encircling  deity, 
Veyond  the  mists  of  care  thy  pinion  tow»r«. 
This  calm,  these  ioys, dear  innocence !  are  thine : 
Joys  ill  exchangMforicold,  and  pride,  and  empire. 
[  Enter  Irene  and  Attendants. 

SCENE    II. 
ASPASIA,  iREHKy  sod  Attendants. 


Play*d  fearle^r^  in  th*  invioUted  shades. 
This  elemental  joy,  this  gen'ral  calm, 
U  sure  the  smile  of  unoflended  Heav*D. 
Yet!  why- 


Behold,  within  tV  embowering  grore 
Aspasia  stands—  * 


With  noelancboly  i 
Penvvc,  and  eh\  ious  of  Irene's  greatness. 
Steal  unperceiv'd  upon  her  ineditiitkKis — 
But  see,  the  lofty  maid,  at  our  approach, 
Re*nme*  th*  imperious  air  of  haughty  virtue. 
Are  these  th*  unceasing  joys,  th*  uuniiogled  plet- 
fures  {To  Aspasia. 

For  which  Aspasia  scom*d  the  Turkish  crown  r 
Is  this  th*  unshaken  coufidence  in  Heav*D? 
Is  this  the  boasted  bliss  of  coosciotxs  virtue? 
When  did  content  sigh  out  her  cares  in  seoet } 
When  did -felicity  repine  in  deserts  ? 


Ill  suits  with  guilt  the  gaieties  of  triumph : 
When  daring  vice  insults  eternal  Justice, 
The  ministers  of  wrath  fotget  compassion. 
And  snatch  the  flaming  bolt  with  hasty  haoJ. 


Forbear  thy  threats,  proud  propheten^s  of  HI, 
Vers*d  in  the  secret  counsels  oif  the  sky. 


Forbear  ! — But  thou  art  i>unk  beneath  reproacb ; 
In  vain  affected  raptures  flush  the  cheek. 
And  songs  of  plea<ure  warble  from  the  tuogae. 
When  fear  and  anguish  labour  in  the  brnst, 
AikI  all  within  is  darkness  and  coiilusioo. 
Thus  on  deceitful  £tna!s  flow'ry  side 
Unfading  verdure  glads  the  roving  eye ; 
While  s(t:ret  flames,  with  unextingnishM  rage. 
Insatiate  on  her  wasted  enfraib  prey. 
And  melt  her  treacherous  beauties  into  rain, 

{EnUr  Demetiias. 

SCENE  in. 

ASPASIA,    IRBMB,    OBXSTaiUS. 
DEMBIRIUS. 

Fly,  fly,  roy  love !  destruction  rudtes  on  us. 
The  rack  expecu  us,  and  the  sword  pursues. 

ASPASIA. 

Is  Greece  deliver'd  ?  is  the  tjrnmt  ^alTta  ? 

DEMETRItJS. 

Greece  is  no  more;  t^  prosperous  tyrant  Rvei, 
Reserv'd  for  other  lauds,  the  scourge  of  HeaVa. 

ASPASIA. 
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Hated  name!  bisjealons  rage 
Broke  out  in  perfidy — Oh  curs'd  A^paRJa, 
Bom  to  complete  the  ruiii  of  her  country ! 
Hide  me,  oh  hide  me  from  upbraiding  Greece ; 
Ob,  hide  me  from  myself ! 

DEUCTRIUfU 

Be  fruitless  grief 
The  doom  of  guilt  alone,  nor  dare  to  $cize 
The  breast  where  virtue  guards  the  throne  of 

peace. 
Devolve,'  dear  maid,  thy  sorrows  on  the  wretch. 
Whose  fear,  or  rage,  or  treachery,  l)etray  us ! 

iRFNr.,  aside. 

A  private  station  may  disco vit  more ; 
Then  let  me  ri<l  ihem  of  Irene's  pn-scnce : 
Proceed,  and  give  a  loose  to  !ove  and  treasou. 

ASPA6IA. 

YettclU 

DPMFiniVS, 

To  tell  or  hear  were  waste  of  life. 

ASPASIA. 

The  life  which  only  this  design  supported, 
Were  now  well  lost  in  hearing  how  you  fkiFd. 
i 

dbmbthu/s. 

Or  meanly  fraudulent  or  madly  gay, 
Abdella,  white  we  waited  near  the  palace, 
With  ilt-tim'd  mirth  proposM  the  bowl  of  love. 
Jnrt  as  it  reach*d  roy  lips,  a  sudden  cry 
Urg'd  me  to  dash  it  io  the  ground  untouched. 
And  seize  my  sword  with  disencumber'd  liand. 

ASPASIA. 

What  cry  ?  The  straUgem  ?  Did  then  Abdalla — 

DEMBTRIUS 

At  once  a  thousand  passions  fir'd  his  cheek  ! 
««  Then  all  is  past,"  he  cry'd — and  darted  from 
Nor  at  the  call  of  Cali  deigoM  to  turn.  [us  ; 


Why  did  you  stay,  denerted  and  betrayed? 
What  more  could  force  attempt,  or  art  contrive  > 

DEMETHICS. 

Amazement  seiz'd  us,  and  the  hoary  bassa 
Stood  torpid  in  suspense  (  but  soon  Abdalla  ^ 
RetuTD'd  with  force  that  made  resistance  vain, 
Aud  bade  his  new  confederates  seize  the  traitors. 
Cali  disarm^  was  borne  away  to  death  ; 
Myself  escap'd,  or  favoured,  or  neglected. 


O  Greece  f  renown'd  for  science  and  for  wealth. 
Behold  thy  boasted  honours  snatch'd  away. 

dbmhtrius. 
Though  disappointment  blast  our  general  scheme, 
Yet  much  remains  to  hope.     1  shall  not  call 
The  day  disastrous  that  secares  our  flight ; 
Nor  think  that  efifort  lost  which  rescues  thee. 

lEnter  Abdalla 


SCENE  rv. 

IRENE,  ASPASIA,  DEMETRIUS,  ADDALLA. 
ABDALLA. 

At  len^h  the  prize  is  mine — The  haughty  maid 
Tl»at  bears  the  fate  of  empires  in  her  air, 
HeiK*eforth  shall  live  forme  ;   for  me  atone 
Shall  plume   her  charms,  and,   with  attentive 

watch. 
Steal  from  Abdalla's  eye  the  sign  to  smite. 

DEMETRIUS. 

Ccas«  this  wild  roar  of  savage  exultation  : 
Advance,  and  perish  in  the  frantic  boast. 


Forliear,  Demetrius,  'tis  Af  pasia  calls  thee  5 
Thy  lov«,  Ai^pasia,  calls ;  restrain  thy  sword  ; 
Nor  rusii  uu  useless  wounds  with  idle  courage. 

DEMETRIUS. 

What  now  i-emains  ? 

ASPASIA. 

It  now  remains  to  fiy  1 

DEMETRIUS. 

Shall  then  the  savage  live,  to  boast  his  in<ii.]t; 
Tell  how  Demetrius  shiinnM  his  yiugic  tuiid. 
And  stole  his  life  and  mistress  from  his  sabre  ? 

ABDALI.A. 

Infatuate  loiterer,  has  Fate  in  vain 
Unclasp'd  his  iron   gripe  to  set  thee  free  } 
Still  dost  thou  flutter  in  the  jaws  of  death  ; 
Snared  with  thy  fears,  aud  maz*d  with  stupe- 
faction } 

DEMETRIUS. 

Forgive,  my  fair ;  *tis  life,  'tis  nature  calls  : 
Now,  traitor,  feci  the  fear  that  chills  my  hand. 


'Tis  madness  to  provoke  superfluous  danger, 
Aud  cowardice  to  dread  the  boast  of  folly. 


Fly,  wretch,  while  yet  my  pity  grants  thee  flight; 
The  power  of  Turkey  waits  upon  thy  call. 
Leave  but  this  maid,  resign  a  hopeless  claim. 
And  drag  away  thy  life  in  scorn  aud  safety. 
Thy  life,  too  mean  a  prey  to  lore  Abdalla. 

DEMETRIUS. 

Once  more  I  dare  thy  sword  ;  behold  the  prize. 
Behold  I  qirit her  to'ihe  ebancpuf  battle. 

[Quiitins  Aspasia, 


Well  may'st  thou  call  thy  master  to  the  combat. 
And  try  the  hazard,  that  hast  nought  to  stake; 
Alike  my  death  or  thiue  is  gu!n  to  tltee  ; 
But  soon  tl)ou  shalt  repeat :  another  moment 
Sh&ll  throw  th*  attending:  ianizari«.s  round  thee. 
IEjU  hasUtif  AbdaUa. 
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SCENE  V. 

ASPAIXA,    IBENE,   DEMETKIUS. 


Abdalla  fills ;  now,  Fortune,  all  is  mine.  [^Aside. 
Hasfce,  Murza,  to  the  palace,  lei  the  suUan 

ITo  one  of  her  AtUndantt. 
Dispatch  bis  g^uards  to  stop  the  flying  traitors. 
While  I  protract  tboi  r  stay.  Be  swift  and  faith- 
ful. [Exit  Mur2a. 
This  lucky  stratagem  shall  charm  ihe  Sultan, 
Secure  his  confidence,  and  fix  bi»  lore.  [Atide. 

DKMBTRIUS. 

Behold  a  boaster's  worth  !  Now  snatch,  my  fair. 
The  happy  moment ;  hapten  to  the  shore. 
Ere  he  return  with  tbouwods  at  his  side. 

ASPASIA. 

In  vain  I  listen  to  th'  inviting  call 
Of  freedom  and  of  love ;  my  trembling  joinU, 
RelaxM  with  fear,  refuse  to  bear  me  forward. 
Depart,  Demetrius,  lest  my  fate  involve  thee ; 
Forsake  a  wretch  abandonM  to  despair, 
To  share  the  miseriai  herself  has  caus'd. 

DBMETRrUS. 

Let  us  not  struggle  with  th'  eternal  will, 
Nor  languish  o*er  irreparable  ruin« ; 
Come,  haste  and  live — ^Thy  innocence  and  tnith 
Shall  bless  our  wand' rings,  and  propitiate  Heav'n, 


Press  not  her  flight,  while  yet  her  feeble  nerves 
Kefuse  their  office,  and  uncertain  fife 
Still  labours  with  imaginary  woe  j 
Here  let  me  tend  her  with  officious  care, 
Watch  each  unquiet  flutter  of  ibe  breast. 
And  joy  tu  feel  the  vital  warmth  retonr. 
To  see  the  cloud  forsake  her  kindling  cheek, 
And  hail  the  rosy  dawn  of  rising  health. 

ASPASIA. 

Oh  I  rather,  scornful  of  flagitious  greitnuss. 
Resolve  to  share  our  dangers  and  our  toils, 
Companion  iifonr  flight,  illustriiius  exile. 
Leave  slavery,  guilt,  and  infamy  behind. 

iR{;{t£. 
My  soul  attends  thy  voice,  and  banish'd   virtue 
Strives  to  regain  her  empire  of  the  mind : 
Assist  her  efforta  with  her  strong  persuasion  j 

Sure  'tis  the  happy  hour  ordain'd  above,  

When  vanqaish'd  vice  shall  tyrannize  no  more. 

DBMBTBIVS. 

Remember  peace  and  anguish  are  before  thee. 


^tay — in  this  dubious  twiligbtof  coovictloa. 
The  gleams  of  reason,  and  the  ck>uds  ofpitfioB, 
Irradiate  and  obscure  my  breast  by  turns  : 
Slay  but  a  moment,  and  prevailmg  truth 
Will  spread  resistless  light  upon  my  souL 

-DEMBTKinS, 

But  since  none  knows  the  danger  of  a  mooiciit. 
And  Heav'n  forbids  to  lavish  Ufe  away. 
Let  kind  compuUion  terminate  the  contest. 

[SeistAg  her  hamd. 
Ye  Christian  captives,  fblk>w  ma  to  freedom ; 
A  galley  waits  us,  and  the  winds  iovite. 

IRIMB. 

Whence  is  this  violence  ? 

DEMBTRIUS. 

Your  calmer  thought 
Will  teach  a  gentler  term. 

IRKMX. 

Forbear  this  mdeoes*. 
And  learn  the  rev'rence  due  to  Tarkcy'aqoeoi : 
Fly,  slaves,  and  call  the  sultan  to  my  rescoe. 

DEMETRIUS. 

Faivwell,  unhappy  maid :  may  every  joy 

Be  thine,  that  wealth  can  give,  or  guilt  recciw  ! 


And  when,  contemptuous  of  imperia]  pow'r, 
Draeaae  shall  cbase  the  pbantotts  of  ambitioa* 
May  penitence  attend  thy  mournful  bed, 
An<l  wing  thy  latest  prayer  to  {ntyiog  Heav'o  * 
\^ExeuHt  Dem.A&p.wi(fc  pari  of  the  mUcudmniu 

SCENE  VL 

{liEKBiralks  at  a.distaoce  firom  heratteadaata.] 

After  m  paute. 

Against  ttie  head,  which  inuoceoce  secures. 
Insidious  malice  aims  her  darts  in  vain,  [Benv'a. 
Tum'd  backwards  by   the  pow'rfol   breath  of 
Perhaps  even  now  the  lovers  unpursu'd 
Bound  o'er  the  sparkling  waves.  Go,  happy  back. 
Tliy  sacred  freight  shall  still  the  raging  main. 
To  guide  thy  passage  shall  th*  aerial  spiritt 
Fill  all  the  starry  lamps  with  doul>le  blaze ; 
Th'  applauding  sky  shall  pour  forth  all  its  beams. 
To  grace  the  t^umph  of  victorious  virtue; 
While  I,  not  yet  fitmiliar  to  my  crimes. 
Recoil  from  thought,  and  shudder  at  myidl 
How  am  I  chang'd  I  How  lately  did  Irene 
Fly  from  the  busy  pleasures  of  her  sex,  [bxaDce, 
Well  plsas'd  to  search  the  tieasures  of  nx 
An^  livA  hi»r  tirtiiltl«»«R tnmiK^nts  o*eranew  1 
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What  dream  of  snddeo  power 
Ha^tanght  mv  slave  the  laoguage  of  command  ! 
Henceforth  be  wise,  nor  hope  a  second  pardon. , 

MUSTAPIfA. 

Who  eatls  fyr  pardon  from  a  wretch  oondemn'd  ? 

Thy  look,  thy  speech,  thy  action,  all  is  wild- 
Who  charges  guilt  on  me^  [nese— 

MUSTAFBii* 

Who  charges  gnilt ! 
A«k  thy  heart ;.  attend  the  voice  of  conscience — 
Who  charges  guilt !  lay  by  this  proud  resent- 
ment 
Tha(  fires  thy  cheek,  and  elevates  thy  mien. 
Nor  thus  murp  the  dignity  of  virtue. 
Review  this  day, 

xaiitt. 

Whate'er  thy  accusation, 
The  sultan  is  my  judge. 

MVSTAFHA. 

That  hope  is  past ; 
Hard  was  the  strife  of  justice  and  of  love ; 
But  now  His  o*er,  and  justice  has  prevaird. 
Know'st  tl^u  not  Caii  ?  know'stthou  not  Deme- 
trios? 

\ 

IRENE. 

Bold  slave,  I  know  them  both— I  know  them  trai- 
tonu 

MUSTAPHA. 

Perfidious  I  —  yes  —  too  well  thou  know'st  them 
traitors. 


Their  treason  throws  no  stain  upon  Irene. 
This  day  has  proved  my  fondness  fur  the  sultan ; 
H^  knew  Irene's  truth. 

MUSTAPHA. 

The  sultan  knows  it. 
He  knows  how  near  apostacy  to  treason — 
But 'tis  not  mine  to  judge — I  scorn  and  leave  thee. 
1  go,  lest  vengeance  urge  my  hand  to  blood. 
To  blood  too  mean  to  stam  a  soldier's  sabre. 

lEsit  Mustapha. 

IRENE,  to  her  attendantt. 

Go,  blust'ring  slave—  He  has  not  heard  of  Murza. 
That  de^'rous  message  Trees  me  from  suspicion. 

SCENE  VIII. 

Enter  Hasan,  Caraza,  vUh  Mutts,  mho  throw 
the  black  robe  upon  Irene,  and  sign  to  her 
ottendamtt  to  withdraw. 


\ 


HASAN. 


Forgive,  hit  excellence,  th'  nnwilling  tongue. 
The  tongue,  that,  forc'd  by  strong  necessity, 
Bids  beauty  socb  «s  thine  prepare  to  die. 


What  wild  mistake  is  this!  Take  hence  with 

l|>eed 
Your  robe  of  mourning,  and  yoor  dogs  of  death. 
Quick  from  my  sight,  you  inauspick>us  monsters, 
Nor  dare  henceforth  to  shock  Irene's  walks. 


Alas !   they  come  commanded  by  the  snltan, 
Th'  unpitying  mtnisters  of  Tdrkish  justice. 
Nor  dare  to  spare  the.life  his  frown  colidemiis» 


Are  these  the  rapid  thunderbolts  of  war. 
That  pour  with  sudden  violence  on  kingdoms. 
And  spread  their  flames  resistless  o^ertbe  worid  } 
What  sleepy  charmsbenumb  tbeseactirebetoes, 
Depress  their  spirits,  and  retard  their  speed } 
Beyond  the  fear  of  lingering  punishment, 
Aspasia  now  within  her  bvePs  arms 
Securely  sleeps,  and  in  delightful  dreams 
Smiles  at  the  threat'nitogs  of  defeated  rage* 


We  come,  bright  virgin,  though  relenting  na- 
ture 

Shrinks  at  the  hated  task,  for  thy  destraction ; 

When  summoQ'd  by  the  sultan's  clam'rous  fury, 

We  ask'd  with  tim'ioos  tongue  th'  oflNder's 
name. 

He  struck  his  toKur'd  breast,  and  roar'd,  Irene. 

We  started  at  the  sound,  again  inquired ; 

Again  his  tbund*ring  voice  returned,  Irene. 


Whence  is  this  rage  ?  what  barb'rous  tongne  has 
wrong'd  me  ? 

What  fraud  misleads  him  ?  or  what  crimes  in- 
cense ? 


Expiring  Cali  nam*d  Irene's  chamber. 
The  place  appointed  for  hfs  master's  death. 


Irene's  chamber  !  From  my  faithful  boBom 
Par  be  the  thought — But  hear  my  protestation. 


'TIS  ours,  alas  !  to  punish,  not  to  judge. 
Not  caird  to  try  the  cause,  we  heard  the  sen- 
tence, 
OrdainM  the  mournful  messengers  of  death. 


Some  ill-designing  statesmen's  base  intrigue ! 
Some  cruel  stratagem  of  jealous  beauty  ! 
Perhaps  yourselves  the  villaios  that  defame  me. 
Now  haste  to  murder,  ere  returning  thought 
Becal  th*  extorted  doom.— *— ft  must  be  so : 
Confess  your  crime,  or  lead  me  to  the  sultan; 
There  dauntless  truth  shall  blasttbe  vileaccuser; 
Then  shall  you  feel  what  language  cannot  utter. 
Each  piercing  torture,  ev*ry  citange  of  pain. 
That  vengeance  can  invent,  or  pow*r  inflict. 
[Enter  Aboalla  ;  he  stops  short  and  listens 
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SCENE  nc 

IRCMFy    HA8«ir,    CAKAZA,    ABDAH-A. 
ABDALLA,    OSide. 

All  is  not  lo»t,  Abdalla  ;  see  the  qoeen. 
Sec  the  last  witness  of  iby  pillt  and  fear 
Enrob'd  in  death — Dispatch  her,  and  be  great. 


Vnhmffftw  fair !  compafwion  calb  upon  me 
To  cbnck  this  torrent  of  impcrknis  rai,'e  ; 
While  unavailing  anp>r  crowds  thy  tongue 
With  idle  thi^eats  and  fruitleM  eiclaroatkni, 
The  fraitdful  tnucneatii  ply  their  silent  wings. 
And  sft«l  thy  life  away.     Death's  horrid  togel 
Already  shakes  his  bkKNly  sabre  o'er  thee. 
The  mging  sultan  bums  till  our  return. 
Curses  the  dull  delays  of  ling'ring  mercy, 
And_ thinks  his  liMad  mandates  iM  obeyM. 

Af»ALLir. 

Is  then  your  sov*reigii*s  life  so  cheaply  ratf  d, 
That  thus  you  parly  with  detected  treason  ? 
Should  she  prevail  to  gain  the  8ullan*s  presence, 
j^oon  might  her  tears  engage  a  lftTer*s  credit; 
IVrhap^  her  malice  might  transfer  tlie  charge ; 
Perhaps  her  pois'nous  tongue  might  blast  Ab- 
dalla. 

IKEIfC* 

0  1e^  me  hot  bo  heard,  nor  fearfri>m  me 
Or  flight*  of  pcw'r,  or  projects  of  ambition. 
My  hopes,  my  wishes,  terminate  in  life, 

A  little  life,  for  grief,  and  ^or  repentance. 

ABDALLA. 

!  markM  her  wily  messen^r  afar. 

And  saw  him  skulking  in  the  closest  walks :  * 

1  gue&sM  her  dark  de«i}^8,  and  warn*d  the  sultan, 
And  biing  her  former  sentence  new  confirmed. 

BAfA?l« 

Then  cell  it  not  onrcniclty,  nor  crime; 
D»^em  n>*  not  ileaf  to  woe,  nor  blind  to  lieanty, 
'I'hat  thus  constrain'd  we  speed  the  stroke  of 
deathw  (Beckons  the  Mutes. 


O  name  not   daatb  !     Distraction  and  amaze- 
ment, 
Horronr  and  agony,  are  in  that  sonnd ! 
Let  me  but  live,  heap  woes  on  woes  upon  me. 
Hide  me  with  murd'rers  in  the  dnngeon*8  gloom. 
Send  me  to  wander  on  s<Ane  pathfess  shore, 
Let  shame  and  hooting  infamy  pursue  me. 
Let  slavery  harass,  and  let  hunger  gripe. 


Could  we  reverse  the  sentence  of  the  sultan. 

Our  bleediug  bosoms  plead  Irene's  cause. 

But  cries  and  tears  are  vain  ;  prepare  with  pa- 
tience 

To  meet  that  fate  we  can  delay  no  longer. 

^The  Mules  at  thaign  lay  iwld  of  her. 

*'         ABDALLA. 

Dispatch,  ye  ling'ring  slaves j  crnimblcr  hands* 


Quick  at  my  call,  shall  ezecate  yon  cbaige  f. 
Di>patch,  and  Inm  a  fiUer  time  fx  pity. 

IREWB. 

Grant  me  one  hour,  O  graol  me  but  a  inovept 
And  brnmteous  Heav*n  repay  the  aiigfaty  meicy 
With  peaceful  death,  and  happioeaa  etcniaL 

CABASA. 

rhe  pf*3rer  I  camot  grant — I  dare  not  hear« 
Short  be  tby  pains.        \>iipu  a^m  ta  the  Midtu 

IREVB. 

Unutterable  anguish ! 
Guilt  and   Despair,  pfde  spectres!  grio  aioaod 

me. 
And  stun  me  with  the  yeliings  of  damnation  * 
O,  hear'my  prayers !  accept,  all-pitying  Heav^ 
These  tears,  these  panp;,  these  lasct  remains  of 
Nor  Ict'the  crimes  of  this  detested  day  [life  ; 
Be  cbarg'd  upon  my  souL  O,  mercy !  mercy ! 
[Mules  fijTCt  her  ouL 

SCENE  X 

ABDALLA,    BASAH,    CABASA. 
ABDALLA,    BSlrflf. 

Safe  in  her  death,  and  in  Demetrius's  fl%iit, 
Abdalla,  bid  thy  tiDubled  breast  be  calm. 
Now  shalt  thou  shine  the  darling  of  the  aultan. 
The  plot  all  Cali's,  the  detection  thine. 

BASAIf    to   CABAZA. 

Does  not  thy  bosom  (for  I  know  thee  taader» 
A  stranger  to  th*  oppresaor*s  savage  joy} 
Melt  at  Irene's  fate,  and  share  her  woes } 

CABAEA. 

Her  piercing  cries  yet  fill  the  loaded  air. 
Dwell  on  my  ear,  and  sadden  all  my  aoul. 
But  let  us  try  to  clear  our  donded  brows. 
Ami  tell  the  horrid  tale  with  cheerful  &ce  i 
The  stormy  sultan  rages  at  our  stay. 

ABDALLA. 

Frame  yonr  report  with  circumspective  art: 
Inflame  her  critnes,  exalt  your  own  obedienee  ; 
But  let  no  thoughtless  hint  involve  Abdalla. 

CABAZA. 

What  need  of  caution  to  report  the  fate 
Of  her  the  sultatrs  voice  cundemn'd  to  die  ^ 
Or  why  should  he,  whose  violence  of  doty 
Has  serv'd  bis  prince  so  weli^  deouuid  oar  u- 
(lence? 


Perhaps  my  zeal  too  fierce  betray'd  my  [«n- 

dence; 
Perhaps  my  warmth  exceeded  my  eommisMOD ; 
Perhaps  I  will  not  stoop  to  plecd  my  cause. 
Or  argue  with  the  slave  that  sav'd  Demetrius. 


From  his  escape  leacn  tlion  the  pow'r  of  riitue  $ 
Nor  hope  bis  forti^nr,  while   thoa  waat'st  hi? 
vorih.  . 
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BASiW. 

Thes«iltaii  comes,  stiU  gloomy,  still  enraged. 
SCENE  XL 

HASAN,   CARAZA,   MABOMST,    MUSTAPHA, 
ABDALLA. 

MAHOMBT. 

Where's  this  fair  trait'ress  ?  Where's  this  smiling 

mischief? 
Whom  neither  vows  could  6x,  nor  fovours  bind  ? 


Thine  orders,  mighty  sultan !   are  performed. 
And  all  Irene  now  is  breathless  clay. 

MAHOMET. 

Your  hasty  zeal  defrauds  the  claim  of  justice, 
And  dtsappoiated  vengeance  bums  in  vain. 
J  came  to  heighten  tortures  by  reproach, 
And  add  new  terrours  to  the  face  of  death. 
Was  this  the  maid-wliose  love  I  bought  with  em- 
pire? 
True,  she  was  fair ;  the  smile  of  innocence 
Play'd  on  her  cheek — So  shone  the  first  apos- 
Irene's  chamber !  Did  not  roaring  Cali,  [tale — 
Ju^  as  the  rack  forc'd  out  his  struggling  soul, 
hame  for  the  scene  of  death  Irene's  chamber  ? 


His  breath  prolonged  but  to  detect  her  treason. 
Then  in  short  sighs  forsook  his  broken  frame. 

MAUOMSr. 

Decreed  to  perish  in  Irene^s  chamber  I 

There  had  she  lull'dme  with  endearing  felse- 

hoods, 
Clasp'd  in  her  arms,  or  slumb'ring  on  her  breast. 
And  bar'd  my  hosom  to  the  ruffian's  dagger. 

SCENE  XII. 

HASAM,   CAIAZA,    MAUOMSr,  MUS^FAPHA,  MUtZA, 
ABDALLA. 

MUBZA, 

Forgive,  great  sultan !  that,  by  fkte  prevented, 
I  bring  a  tardy  message,  from  Irene. 


Some  artful  wile  of  counterfeited  love! 
Some  soft  decoy  to  ture  me  to  destruction  ! 
And  thou,  the  curs'd  accomplice  of  her  treason 
Declare  thy  message,  and  expect  thy  doom. 


The  queen  requested  that  a  chosen  troop 
Might  intereept  the  traitor  Greek,  Demetrius, 
Then  lingering  with  his  captive  mistress  here. 

MUSTAPHA. 

The  Greek  Demetrius !  whom  th'  expiring  bassa 
Declar'd  the  chief  associate  of  his  guilt ! 

MAHOMBT. 

A  chosen  troop — to  intercept — ^Demetrius— 
The  queen  requested-- Wretchy  repeat  the  mes- 
sage; 
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And,  if  one  varied  accent  prove  thy  falsehood. 
Or  but  one  moment's  pause  betray  confusion. 
Those  trembling  limbs— Speak  out,  thou  shiv'ring 
traitor. 


The  queen  requested 

MAHOMET.  ' 

Who?  the  dead  Irene? 

Was  sbe  then  guiltless !    has   my  thoughtless 
rage 

Destroy'd  the  foirest  workmanship  of  Heaven ! 

Doomed  her  to  death  unpity'd  and  unheard. 

Amidst  her  kind  solicitudes  for  roe! 

Ye  slaves  of  cruelty,  ye  tools  of  rage, 

[To  Has.  and  Car. 

Ye  blind  officious  ministers  of  fully,  [der  ? 

Could  not  her  charms  rrprens  your  zeal  for  mur- 

Could  not  her  pray'rs,  her  innocence,  her  tears. 

Suspend  the  dreadful  sentence  for  au  hodr  ? 

One  hour  had  freed  me  from  the  faUl  enrour! 

One  hour  had  sav'd  me  from  despair  and  mad- 
ness. 


Your  fierce  hnpatieuce  forc'd  us  from  your  pre- 
sence. 
Urg'd  us  to  speed,  and  bade  us  banish  pity. 
Nor  trust  our  passions  with  her  fotal  ctiisrms. 


^^Hiat  hadst  thou  lost  by  slighting  those  com- 
mands ? 

Thy  life  perhaps— Were  bnt  Irencspar'd, 

Well  if  a  thousand  lives  like  thine  had  peri:tb'd ; 

Such  beauty,  sweetness,  love,  were  cheaply 
bought 

With  half  the  grovling  slaves  that  load  the  globe. 


Qreist  is  thy  woe !  But  think,  illustrious  si^ltan, 
Such  ills  are  sent  for  souls  like  thine  to  conquer. 
Shake  off  this  weight  of  unavailing  grief. 
Rush  to  the  war,  display  thy  dreadful  banners,   . 
And  lead  thy  troops  victorious  round  the  world. 


Robb'd  <if  the  maid  with  whom  I  wish'd  to  tri- 
umph. 

No  more  I  burn  for  fame,  or  fur  dominion ; 

Success  and  conquest  now  are  empty  sounds, ' 

Remorse  and  augiiish  seize  on  all  my  breast ; 

Those  groves,  whose  shades  embowered  the  dear 
Irene,  [tics, 

Heard  her  last  cries,  and  fannM  her  dying  beau« 

Shall  hide  me  from  the  tasteless  world  for  ever. 
[Mahomet  goes  back  attdreiurnt. 

Yet,  ere  I  quit  the  sceptre  of  dominion. 

Let  one  just  act  conclude  the  hateful  day. 

Hew  down,  ye  guards,  those  vassals  of  distraction, 
[Painting  to  Hasan  and  Caraza. 

Those  hounds  of  blood,  that  catch  the  hint  to 
kill; 

Bear  off  with  eager  haste  th'  unfimsh*d  sentence, 

And  i^eed  the  stroke,  lest  mercy  should  o'ertake 
them. 

CABAZA. 

Then  hear,  great  Mah'.mei.  the  voice  "^f  truth. 
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MAHOMET. 

Hear,  shall  I  hear  thee !  didst  thou  bear  Irene  ? 

CABAZA. 

Hear  but  a  moffient. 

MAHOMtT. 

Hadst  thou  beard  a  moment. 
Thou  might^Bt  have  livM,  for  thou  had*st  spar'd 
Irene. 

CARAZA. 

I  beard  her,  pitied  her,  and  wishM  to  save  her. 

MAHOMBT. 

And  wiihM — ^be  still  thy  fate  to  wish  io  vain. 

CARAZA. 

I  heard,  and  soften'd,  till  Abdalla  brouf;ht 
Her  final  doom,  and  hurried  ber  destruction. 


Abdalla  brought  her  doom  !  Abdalla  brought  it. 
The  wretch,   whose  guilt,   dectar*d  by  tortured 
Cali,  [brance: 

My  rage  and  grief  bad  hid  from  my  remem- 
AbdaUa  brought  her  dooai ! 


Abdalla  brought  it. 
While  yet  %he  beggM  to  plead  ber  cause  before 
thee. 


0  iieize  ne,  niadDess — Did  she  call  on  me ! 

1  fwl,  1  see  the  ruffian's  barb'rous  rage. 
He  seiz'd  her  melting  in  the  fond  appeal. 

And  stoppM  tbeheav'niy  voice  that  calPd  on  me. 
My  spirits  fail,  awhile  support  me,  vengeance — 
Be  just,  ye  slaves  ;  and,  to  be  jnst,  be  cruel ; 
Contrive  new  racks,  imbitter  cv*iy  pang. 
Inflict  whatever  treason  con  deserve. 
Which  murder'd  innocence  thatcalPdon  me. 

{^ExUMahomtt-,  AhdaWa  is  dragged  off . 

SCENE  XIII. 

HASAV,    CARAZA,    MU8TA1>|IA,   MVRZA. 
,  MUSTAPffA  to  MURZA. 

What  plagues,  what  torture^,are  in  store  for  thee* 
Thou  sluggish  idler,  dilatory  slave! 
Behold  the  model  of  conwmmate  beauty, 
lorn  from  the  mourning  Earth  by  thy  neglect 


Such  was  the  will  of  Heav'n — A  band  of  Greeks 
That  mark'd  my  course,  suspicious  of  my  pur- 
pose,  [arm'd, 

RnshM  out  and  seized  mei  thoughtless  and  un- 
Breathless,  amaz'd,  and  on  the  guarded  beach 
Detained  me,  till  Demetrius  set  me  free. 


So  sure  the  fisH  of  gfeatness,  raised  on  crimes ! 
So  fix'd  the  justice  of  all -conscious  Heav'n ! 

When  haughty  guilt  exults  with  impious  joy. 

Mistake  shall  blast,  or  accident  destroy; 

Weak  man  with  erring  rage  may  throw  the 
dart, 

^ut  Heav'n  shall  guide  it  to  the  guilty  heart. 


EPILOGUE, 

ST    SIR   -WILLIAM   YOUeb 


Marry  a  Turk  !  a  haoglity  tyrant  km^ ! 
Who  thinks  us  women  bom  to  dress  and  iiag 
To  please  his  fancy  !  see  no  other  man ! 
Let  him  pemade  me  to  it — if  he  can : 
Besides*  he  ban  fifty  wives,  and  who  can  bear 
To  I  ave  the  fiftieth  part  her  paltry  shar«? 
Tis  true  the  fellow's  handsome,  straight,  and 
tall, 
But  how  the  devil  shotild  he  please  us  all ! 
My  f wain  is  little — ^true — but,  be  it  known. 
My  pride's  to  have  that  little  all  my  own. 
Men  will  be  ever  to  their  erronrs  blind, 
V^Hiere  woman^s  not  allow 'd  to  speak  ber  mind. 
I  swear  this  eastern  pageantry  is  nonsense. 
And  for  one  man— one  wife's  enough  of  coo- 
science. 
In  vain  proud  man  usurps  wbat*t  woman**  doe^ 
For  us  alone,  they  hononr's  paths  portue  r 
Inspir'd  by  us,  they  glory's  betgbts  ascend; 
Woman  the  source,  the  object,  and  the  end. 
Though  wealth,  and  pow'r,  and  glory,  they  re- 
ceive, 
These  are  all  trifles  to  what  we  can  give. 
For  us  tbestatenian  labours,  hero  fights. 
Bears  toilsome  days,  and  wakes  long  tedions 

nights; 
And,  when  blest  peace  has  silenc'd  war's  alarms. 
Receives  his  full  reward  in  beauty 's  arms. 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 
PROLOGUE 

SPOKFN    BY    MR.    GARRICC,     APRIL   5,    1750, 

bkporr  the  masqub  op  OOMCTS 

ACTED   AT  DRURY-LANC   THCATRR,     POR    THE     BE- 
NEFIT or   MILTON*8   GRAND-DAUGHTia. 

Vs  patriot  crowds,   who  buiB  for    £ng!aitd*s 

f*n»«i  [name. 

Ye  nymphs,  whose   bosoms    heat  at  MUtoa'« 

Whose    gen'rous  zeal,  mibought  by   flatc'riog 

rhymes, 
Shames  the  mean  pensions  of  Aogrustaa  times. 
Immortal  patrons  of  succeeding  £iys. 
Attend  this  prelude  of  perpetual  praise  ; 
Let  wit,  condemned  the  feeble  war  to  wage 
With  close  malevolence,  ur  public  rage, 
L^  study,  worn  with  virtue's  fhiitless  lore. 
Behold  this  theatre,  and  grieve  no  more.       [teS 
This  night,  distinguish 'd  by  your  smiles,  sbaH 
That  never  Britain  can  in  vain  excel ; 
The  slighted  arts  fiiiurity  shall  trust. 
And  rising  ages  hasten  to  be  just 

At  length  our  mighty  bard's  victorious  lays 
Fill  the  loud  voice  of  universal  praise ; 
And  baffled  spite,  with  hopeless  anguish  dumb. 
Yields  to  renown  the  centuries  to  come ; 
With  ardent  haste  each  candidate  of  fiune. 
Ambitious,  catches  at  his  tow>ring  name; 
He  sees,  and  pitying  sees,  vain  wealth  bestow. 
Those  pageant  honours  which  be  soorn'd  belosr, 
While  crowds  atiitt  the  laoraat  host  bdboM, 
Or  trace  his  form  on  circuhitiag  gaU 
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Unknown,  unheeded,  loog  bis  offspring  lay, 
And  wnnt  hung  threatening  o'er  her  ilow  decay. 
What  though  she  shine  with  no  Miitonian  fire, 
No  fov^ring  Muse  her  morning  dreams  inspire ; 
Yet  softer  claims  the  melting  heart  en^^age, 
Her  youth  laborious,  and  her  bUmeless  age ; 
Hers  the  mild  merits  of  domestic  life, 
l*be  patient  sufferer,  and  the  faithful  wife. 
Thus,  grac'dnilh  humble  virtue's  native  charms, 
Her  grandsire  leaves  her  in  Britannia*8  arms ; 
Secure  with  peace,  with  competence,  to  dwell, 
While  tutelary  nations  guard  her  cell. 
Yours  is  the  charge,  ye  fair,  ye  wise,  ye  brave ! 
*Ti«  yours  to  drown  desen^-beyond  the  grave. 


PRO  LOG  VE 


TO  TUB   COMBDY    OF  THE  COOD-MATURID   UAV, 

1769. 

Pi  EST  by  the  load  of  Ufe,  the  weary  mind 
Surveys  thegenVal  toil  of  human  kind, 
With  cool  submission  joins  the  lab' ring  train, 
And  social  sorrow  losed  half  its  pain: 
Our  anxious  bard  without  complaint  may  share 
This  bustling  season's  epidemic  care ; 
Like  Cesar's  pilot  dignified  by  fiite. 
Tost  in  one  common  storm  with  all'the  great ; 
Distrest  alike  the  statesman  and  the  wit, 
When  one  a  borough  courts,  and  one  the  pit. 
The  busy  candidates  fior  power  and  fame 
Have  hopes,  and  fear,  and  wishes,  just  the  same; 
Disabled  both  to  combat  or  to  fly. 
Must  bear  all  taunts,  and  hear  without  reply. 
Uncbeck'd  on  both  loud  rabbles  vent  their  rage. 
As  mongrels  bay  the  lion  in  a  cage. 
Th*  offended  burgess  hoards  his  angry  tale, 
For  that  blest  year  when  all  that  vote  may  rail; 
Their  schemes  of  spite  the  poet's  foes  dismiss. 
Till  that  glad  night  when  all  that  hate  may  hiss. 
*'  This  day  the  powder'd  curls  and  golden 
coat," 
Says  swelling  Crispin,  "  begg'd  a  cobbler's  vote.' 
«*  This  night  our  wit,"  the  pert  apprentice  cries, 
*'  Lies  at  my  feet ;  I  hiss  him,  and  he  die»." 
The  great,  'tis  true, 'can  charm  the  electing 

tribe; 
T^e  bard  may  supplicate,  but  cannot  bribe  ; 
Yet,  judg'd  by  those  whose  voices  ne'er  were  sold, 

He  feels  no  want  of  ill-persuading  gold  ; 

But,  confident  of  praise,  if  praise  be  due. 
Trusts  without  fear  to  merit  and  to  you. 


PROLOGUE 

TO  THK  GOMBDT  OF  A  WOan    TO  THE   WISK*. 
SPOCBM  BY   MB.   HULL. 

Tait  night  presents  a  play  which  public  rage. 
Or  right,  or  wrong,  once  hooted  from  the  stage*. 


From  zeal  or  malice,  now  no  mor^  we  dread, 
For  English  vengeance  wars  not  with  the  dead. 
A  generous  foe  regards  witji  pitying  eye 
Tlie  man  whom  fate  has  laid  where  all  must  lie. 

To  wit  reviving  from  its  authoi 's  dust 
Be  kind,  ye  judges,  or  at  least  be  just. 
For  no  renew'd  hriS«  ilities  invade 
Th'  oblivious  grave's  Inviolable  shade. 
Let  one  great  pajrment  every  claim  appease. 
And  hinft,  wb6  cannot  hurt,  allow  to  please ; 
To  please  by  scenes  unconscious  of  offence. 
By  harmless  merriment,  or  useful  sense. 
Where  aught  of  bright  or  (dxr  the  piece  displays. 
Approve  it  only — ^^is  too  late  to  praise. 
If  want  of  skill  or  want  of  care  appear. 
Forbear  to  hiss — the  poet  cannot  hear. 
By  all  like  him  must  praise  and  blame  be  fbundy 
At  best  a  fleeting  gleam,  pr  empty  soond. 
Yet  then  shall  oalm  reflection  bleas  the  night. 
When  liberal  pity  dignify'd  delight;     , 
When  pleasure  fir*d  her  torch  at  virtue's  flame. 
And  mirth  was  bomity  with  an  humbler  name. 


SPRING, 

AN  ODB. 

STCRif  Winter  now  by  Spring  repress'd. 

Forbears  the  long-continued  strife; 
And  Natur0  on  her  naked  breast 

Delights  to  catch  the  gales  of  life. 
Now  o'er  the  rural  kingdom  refvet 

Soft  pleasure  with  the  laughing  train. 
Love  warbles  in  the  vtical  groves. 

And  vegetation  plants  the  plain. 
Unhappy !   whom  to  beds  of  pain, 

Arthr.tic '  tyranny  consigns ; 
Whom  smiling  Nature  courts  in  vain. 

Though  rapture  sings  and  beautr  shines. 
Yet  though  my  limbs  disease  invades. 

Her  wings  imagination  tries. 
And  bears  me  to  the  peaceful  shade^ 

Where  <— 's  humble  turrets  rise. 
Here  stop,  my  soul,  thy  rapid  flight 

Nor  from  the  pleasing  groves  depart. 
Where  first  great  Nature  cbarm'd  my  sight. 

Where  Wisdom  first  inform'd  my  heart 
Here  let  me  through  the  vales  pursue 

A  guide — a  father — and  a  friend. 
Once  more  great  Nature's  works  renew. 

Once  more  on  Wisdom's  voice  attend* 
From  UUe  caresses,  causeless  strife. 

Wild  hope,  vain  fear,  alike  tetnov'd; 
Here  let  me  learn  the  use  of  life, 

When  best  enjoy'd — when  mo«t  impTOv'd. 
Teach  me,  thou  venerable  bower. 

Cool  meditation's  quiet  seat. 
The  gen'rous  scorn  of  venal  power 

Tlie«ilent  grandeur  of  retreat. 
When  pride  by  guilt  to  greatness  cVuiibt> 

Or  raging  factions  rush  to  war 
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MIDSUMMER, 


O  PB^Btis !    down  the  western  sky, 

Far  hence  diffuse  tby  burning  ray» 
Thy  light  to  distant  noricU  supply, 

And  wake  tham  lo  the  caret  hf  day. 
Comie,  gentle  Eve,  the  friend  of  caie. 

Come,  Cynthia,  lovely  queen  of  night ! 
Refresh  me  with  a  ccxiling  air. 

And  cheer  me  with  a  lambent  light. 
Jay  me,  where  oVr  th«  verdant  gronnd 

Her  livinx  carpet  Nature  spreads ; 
Where  the  green  bower,  with  roses  crowned, 

fn  showers  its  fragrant  foliage  shads  ; 
Improve  the  peaceful  hpur  with  wine, 

Let  music  die  along  the  grove ; 
Around  the  bowl  let  myrtles  twine, 

And  ev*ry  stram  be  tun*d  to  love. 
Come,  Stella,  queen  of  all  my  heart  I 

Come,  born  to  iiil  its  vast  desires  \ 
Thy  looki  perpetual  joys  impart, 

Thy  voice  perpetual  love  iusptres. 
Whilst  all  my  wish  and  thine  complete, 

By  turns  we  lan^u'sh  and  we  bum* 
J,et  sighing  gales  our  sighs  repeat. 

Our  murmurs-~9iurmuring  brooks  return. 
Let  me  when  Nature  calls  to  rest, 

And  blushing  skies  the  mom  foretel, 
Sink  on  the  down  of  Stella's  breast. 

And  bid  the  waking  world  farewell. 


AUTUMN, 

AN  ODE, 


Alas  !  with  swift  and  silent  pace. 

Impatient  time  rolls  on  the  year; 
iThe  seasons  change,  and  Nature's  face 

Now  sweetly  smiles,  now  frowns  severe. 
'Twas  Spring,  'twas  Summer,  all  was  gay. 

Now  Autumn  bends  a  cloudy  brow; 
The  flowers  of  Spring  are  swept  away, 

And  Summer-frnits  desert  the  bough. 
The  verdant  leaves  that  play'd  on  high, 
•  And  wanton'd  on  the  western  breeze. 
Now  trod  in  dust  neglected  lie. 

As  Boreas  strips  the  bending  trees. 
The  fields  that  wav'd  with  golden  grain, 

As  msset  heaths,  are  wild  and  bare  ; 
Not  moist  with  dew,  but  dreuch'd  with  rain, 

Nor  health,  ilbr  pleasure,  wanders  there. 
No  more  while  through  the  midnight  shade. 

Beneath  the  Moon's  pale  orb  I  stray, 
Soft  pleasing  woes  my  heart  invade, 

As  Progne  pours  the  melting  lay. 


Oh!  what  remains,  what  lingers  yet. 

To  cheer  me  in  the  darkening  hour  ! 
The  grape  remains !  the  friend  of  wit. 

In  love,  and  mirth,  of  mighty  power. 
Haste — press  the  clusters,  fill  the  bowl ; 

Apollo !  shoot  thy  parting  ray  r 
T\\\$  vives  the  sunshine  of  the  sonl. 

This  .T^  of  health,  and  verse,  and  day. 
Still — etili  the  jricund  strain  shall  flov. 

The  pulse  with  vigorous  rapture  beat; 
Mr  Stella  with  new  charms  shall  glow, 

Andev'ry  bliss  in  wine  shall  meet. 


WINTER^ 


No  more  the  inom,  with  tepid  rays, 

Uufulds  the  flower  of  various  hne ; 
Noon  spreads  no  more  the  genial  blaze» 

Nor  gentle  eve  distils  the  dew. 
The  ling'ring  hours  prolongs  the  night. 

Usurping  darkness  shares  the  day  ; 
Her  mists  restmin  the  fbrt*e  of  light. 

And  Phoebus  holds  a  doubtful  sway. 
By  gloomy  twilighthalf  reveai'd. 

With  sighs  we  view  the  boary  hill. 
The  leafless  woo<I,  the  naked  field. 

The  snow-topt  cot,  the  fnusen  rill. 
No  music  warbles  through  the  grove. 

No  vivid,  colours  paint  the  plain ; 
No  more  with  devious  steps  I  rove 

'llirough  verdant  paths  now  sought  in  vain. 
Aloud  the  driving  tempest  roars, 

CongeaI'd,  impetuous  showcre  descend  ; 
Haste,  close  the  window,  bar  the  doors. 

Fate  leaves  me  Stella,  and  a  frieiui. 
Ib  nature's  aid  let  art  supply 

With  light  and  heat  my  little  sphere  ; 
Rouse,  rouse  the  fire,  and  pile  it  high. 

Light  np  a  constellation  here. 
Let  music  sound  the  voice  of  joy. 

Or  mirth  repeat  the  jocund  tale ; 
Let  Love  his  wanton  wiles  employ. 

And  o'er  the  season  wine  prevail. 
Yet  time  life's  dreary  winter  brings. 

When  mirth's  gay  tale  shall  please  no  more ; 
No  music  charm— though  Stella  sin^s ; 

Nor  love,  nor  wine,  the  spring  restore. 
Catch,  then.  Oh !  catch  the  transient  hour. 

Improve  each  moment  as  it  flies ; 
Life's  a  short  summer — map  a  flower : 

He  dies — alas !  how  toon  be  dies  ! 


T^E  fFlNTEWS  fFJLK. 


Rcnnrn.    mv  fair    «>VtoM>tA.> »a 
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In  groandlcM  bope,  and  causeless  fear, 

Unhappy  man  1  behold  thy  doom ; 
8UU  changing  with  the  changeful  year, 

The  slave  ef  sunshine  and  of  gloom. 
Tir'd  with  vain  joys,  and  false  alarms, 

With  mental  and  corporeal  strife, 
Snatch  me,  my  Stella,  to  thy  arms, 

And  screen  me  from  the  ills  of  life. 


TO  Af/5»«»**» 

OM   HE!   CIVINC  THE   AUTHOR   A   COLD   AWD  SILK 
VBT-WOaK   PURSK  OF   HER   OWN   WEAVING*. 

Thovoh  gold  and  silk  their  charms  nnite 
To  make  thy  curioos  web  delight, 
In  vain  the  varied  work  would  shine ; 
If  wfought  by  any  hand  but  thine ; 
Thy  band,  that  knows  the  subtle  art 
Tb  weave  those  nets  that  catch  the  heart 

Spread  out  by  me,  the  roving  coin 
Thy  nets  may  catch,  but  not  confine ; 
Nor  can  I  hope  t hy  silken  chain 
Theglitt'ring  vagrants  shall  restrain. 
Why,  Stella,  was  it  then  decreed 
The  heart  once  caught  should  ne*er  be  freed  ? 


TO  MISS  *»♦*» 


on    HER   PLAYINO  UPON   THE   HARPSICHORD     IN     A 

EOOM   BUNG  WITH    FLOWER-PIECES   OP  HER   OWN 

PAlN'l  ING*. 

When  Stella  strikes  the  tuneful  string 
In  scenes  of  imitated  spring. 
Where  beanty  lavishes  her  powers 
On  beds  of  never-  fading  flowers. 
And  pleasure  propagates  around 
Each  charm  of  modulated  sound; 
Ah  1  think  not,  in  the  dangerous  hour. 
The  nymph  fictitious  as  the  flower ; 
But  shun,  rash  youth,  the  gay  alcove. 
Nor  tempt  the  snares  of  wily  love. 

When  charms  rtius  press  on  ev'ry  i 
Wliat  thought  of  flight,  or  of  defence  ? 
Deceitful  hope,  and  vain  desire^ 
Forever  flutter  o»cr  her  lyre. 
Delighting  as  the  youth  draws  nigh. 
To  point  the  glances  of  her  eye. 
And  forming  with  unerring  art 
New  chains  to  bold  the  captive  heart. 

But  on  those  regions  of  delight 
Might  truth  intrude  with  daring  flight. 
Could  Stella,  sprightly,  fair,  and  young. 
One  moment  I^bx  the  moral  song. 
Instruction  with  her  flowers  might  spring,  ^ 
And  wisdom  warble  from  her  string. 

Mark,  when  from  thousand  mingled  dyes 
Thou  seest  one  pleasing  form  arise. 

How  active  light,  and  thoughtful  shade. 

In  greater  scenes  each  other  aid  ^ 

Mark,  when  the  diffietent  notes  agree 

Id  friendly  contrariety, 

^  Printed  among  Mrs.  Williams's  Miscella- 
mes. 

^  Priated  among  Mrs.  Williams's  Miscella- 
nies* 


How  passion's  well- accorded  strife 
Gives  all  the  harmony  of  life  j 
Thy  pictures  shall  thy  conduct  frame. 
Consistent  still,  though  not  the  same; 
Thy  music  teach  the  nobler  art. 
To  tune  the  regulated  heart. 


EFENING  I 


Evening  now  from  purple  wings 
Sheds  the  grateful  gifts  she  brings  ; 
Brilliant  drops  bedeck  the  mead, 
Cooling  breeses  shake  the  reed  ;  " 
Shake  the  reed,  and  curl  the  stream 
Silver'd  o'er  wiUi  Cynthia's  beam ; 
Near  the  chequer'd*  lonely  grove. 
Hears,  and  keeps  thy  secrets,  Love. 
Stella,  thither  let  us  stray. 
Lightly  o'er  the  dewy  way. 
Phoebus  drives  his  burning  dir. 
Hence,  my  lovely, Stella,  far; 
In  his  steaid,  the  queen  of  night 
Ronnd  us  pours  a  lambent  light ; 
T  jght  that  seems  but  just  t6  show 
Breasts  that  beat,  and  cheeks  that  glow. 
Let  us  now,  in  i^hisper'd  joy. 
Evening's  silent  hours  employ, 
Silence  best,  and  conscious  shades 
Please  the  hearts  that  love  invades. 
Other  pleasures  give  them  pain. 
Lovers  all  but  love  disdain. 


TO  THE  SJME. 

Whether  Stella's  eyes  are  foirad 
Piz'd  on  earth,  or  glancing  round. 
If  her  fece  with  pleasure  glow. 
If  she  sigh  at  other's  woe, 
I  f  her  easy  air  express 
Conscious  worth,  or  soft  distress, 
Stella's  eyes,  and  air,  and  face. 
Charm  with  undiminish'd  grace. 

If  on  her  we  see  display 'd 
Pendant  gems,  and  rich  brocade, 
If  her  chintz  with  less  expense 
Flows  in  easy  negligence; 
Still  she  lights  the  conscious  flame. 
Still  her  charms  appear  the  same ; 
If  she  strikes  the  vocal  strings. 
If  she's  silent,  speaks,  orsiogs, 
Ifsheait,  orifsbe  move. 
Still  we  love  and  still  approve. 

Vain  the  casual,  transient  glance. 
Which  ak>ne  can  please  by  chance. 
Beauty,  which  depends  on  art. 
Changing  with  the  changing  heart. 
Which  demands  the  toilet's  aid. 
Pendent  gems  and  rich  brocade.    . 
I  those  charms  alone  can  prize 
Which  from  constant  nature  ri^e. 
Which  nor  circumstance,  nor  dress. 
E'er  can  make,  or  more,  or  less. 
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TO  A  FRIEND. 

No  more  thus  bixxidni^  o'er  yon  heap, 
With  avarice  painful  vigils  keep ; 
Still  uoeDJoy*d  the  present  utore, 
Still  endle«t  sighs  are  breath 'd  for  more. 
Oh !  quit  the  shadow,  catch  the  prize. 
Which  not  all  Indians  treasure  buys ! 
To  purchase  Heaven  has  gold  the  power  ? 
Can  gold  remove  the  nKNial  hour  ? 
In  life  can  love  be  bo«)«bt  with  gold  ? 
Are  friendship's  pleasures  to  be  sold  > 
No— all  that's  worth  a  witih — a  thought, 
Fair  virtue  gives  Mnbrib*d,  onbought. 
Cease  then  oq  traab  thy  hopes  to  bind, 
Let  nobler  views  engage  thy  idiad. 

With  science  tread  the  woad*rous  way, 
Or  learn  ihe  Musea*  moral  lay  ; 
lo  aocial  hours  indulge  thysoul^ 
Where  mirth  and  temperance  muc  the  bowl ! 
To  virtuons  lore  resign  thy  breast, 
And  be,  by  blessing  beauty-— blest. 

Has  taste  the  feast  by  Nature  cpread. 
Ere  youth  and  all  ito  jojrs  are  fled  ; 
Come  taiCe  with  me  the  balm  6f  life. 
Secure  from  pomp,  and  wealth,  and  strife, 
I  boast  wbate'er  fer  man  was  meant* 
In  bealtb,  and  Stella,  and  content ; 
And  scorn!  ok!  let  that  aoom  be  thine! 
Mere  things  of  clay  that  dig  the  mine. 


STELLA  iN  MOURN  IS  G. 

Wheh  lately  Stella's  form  displayed 
The  beauties  of  the  gay  brocade, 
The  nymphs,  who  found  their  power  decline, 
Prodaim'd  her  not  so  fair  as  fine. 
**  Fate  I  snatch  away  tbe  bright  disguise, 
**  And  let  the  goddess  trust  her  eyes."  ' 
Thus  blindly  pray*d  tbe  fretful  fair. 
And  Fate  malicious  heard  the  pray'r; 
Bat,  brightened  by  tbe  sable  dress, 
As  virtue  rises'  in  distress. 
Since  Stella  stifl  extends  her  reign. 
Ah !  bow  shall  envy  sooth  her  pain  ? 
Th'  adoring  youth  and  envious  feir, 
Henceforth  shall  form  one  ooinmoo  prayer : 
And  love  and  hate  alike  implore 
The  skies — '*  That  Stella  mourn  no  more." 


TO  STELLA. 

Not  the  soft  sight  of  vernal  gales, 
The  fragrance  of  the  flowery  vales, 
llie  murmurs  of  the  crystal  rill, 
The  vocal  grove,  the  verdant  hill ; 
Not  all  their  cbarmt,  though  all  unite. 
Can  touch  my  bosom  with  deiigbt. 

Not  all  tbe  gems  on  India's  shore. 
Not  all  Peru's  unbounded  store, 
Not  all  the  power,  nor  all  the  fiame, 
That  heroes,  kings,  or  poets,  claim ; 
Nor  knowledge  which  the  leam'd  approve; 
To  form  one  wish  my  soul  can  move. 

Yet  Nature's  chwiM  alliiret  my  eyes. 
And  knowledge,  weahb,  and  fame  I  prize  ^ 


Fame,  wealth,  and  knowledge,  1  obCainy 
Nor  seek  1  Nature's  diarms  in  vain ; 
In  lovely  Stella  all  combine; 
And,  lovely  Stella  !  thou  art  mine: 


VERSES. 


WllTrRW   AT  THB   aBQUBST  OF   A    CEXTLEMAW   7% 
WHOM  A   HDT   HAD  CIVElf   A   SPtIC    OF   MTKTLa*. 

What  hopes, what tMrours,  does  thy  gia  create  ? 
Ambiguous  emblem  of  uncertain  fate  ! 
Tbe  myrtle(ensign  of  supreme  command* 
Consigned  by  Venus  to  Meliasa's  hand) 
Not  less  capricious  than  a  reigning  feir. 
Oft  favours,  oft  rejects,  a  lover*s  prav'r. 
In  myrtle  shades  oft  sings  the  haf^  swaie. 
In  myrtle  shades  despairing  gboau  cbmplaiii, 
Tbe  myrtle  crowns  tbe  happy  lovers'  beada» 
Th'  unhappy  lovers  graves  tbe  myrtle  ipiiwij. 
Ob!  then,  the  meaning  ofthy  gift  impart. 
And  ease  the  tbrobbings  of  an  anxioiis  heart. 
Soon  must  this  bough,  at  you  shall  fix  its  t.. 
Adorn  Philander's  head,  or  grace  hn  tomb. 


TO  LADY  FIREBRACET', 

AT   BVIY   ASSIZES. 

At  length  must  Sufiblk  beauties  shine  in  vain. 

So  long  renown'd  in  B n's  deathless  strain? 

Thy  charms  at  least,  fair  Firebrace,  migjht  in- 
spire 
Some  zealous  bard  to  wake  tbe  sleeping  lyre  ; 
For,  such  thy  beauteous  mind  and  lovely  feoe, 
Thou  teem*st  al  onoe,  bright  nymph,  a  Mute  ami 
Grace. 


TO  LTCE,  AN  ELDERLY  LADY. 
Ye  nymphs  whom  starry  rays  invett. 

By  flatt'ringpoeU  given. 
Who  shine,  by  lavish  lovers  diett, 

In  aU  the  pomp  of  Heaven ; 
Engross  not  all  the  beams  on  high. 

Which  gild  a  lover's  lays. 
But  as  your  sister  of  the  sky. 

Let  Lyce  share  the  praise. 

Her  silver  locks  display  tka  Moon, 

Her  lirows  a  cloudy  show, 
Strip'd  rainbows  round  her  eyes  aia  taea. 

And  thow'rs  fit«n  either  flow. 

*  These  verses  vera  firrt  printed  ia  the  G«a- 
tleman's  M««azine  for  n«,  p.  439.  bat  warn 
wntten  many  years  earlier.  Elegaat  aatbew 
are.  Dr.  Johnson  aainred  me,  they  were  omd- 
posed  m  tbe  short  space  of  five  ounutoi.  K. 

s  Thisj  lady  was  Bridget,  thiid  daqgbter  of 
Philip  Bacon,  esq.  of  Ipswich,  and  lalict  ef 
Phihp  Eveia,  eaq.  of  that  town.  She  became  tbe 
second  wife  of  sir  CordeU  Fiiabcaoe,  tbe  last 
baronet  of  that  name  (to  whom  she  brought  a 
fortune  of  25,000L),  July  26,  1737.  £» 
again  left  a  widow  in  1759,  she  was  a  third  ^ 
married,  April  7,  1762,  to  William  Ckmabdl 
esq.  uncle  to  tbe  present  doke  of  AigyfeTml 
died  July  3, 1782.  «/»«,«» 
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H<r  ieetb  tbe  tught  with  4Arkne»  dyes, 

Stie's  starrM  with  pimples  o'er; 
Her  tongue  like  nimble  lightniBg  plies. 

And  can  with  thunder  roar. 
But  some  Zelinda;  while  1  sing, 

Denies  my  Lyce  shines  j 
And  all  tbe  pens  of  Cupid*8  wing 

Attack  my  gentle  lines. 

Yet,  spite  of  fair  Belinda's  eye, 

Ann  all  her  bards  express, 
My  Lyce  makes  as  good  a  sky, 

And  1  but  flatter  less.  , 


ON  THE  DEJTH  OF  MR,  ROBERT 
LEFET, 

A   PKACnSER   IN   PRTSrC« 

Cohdbmn'd  to  hope's  delusive  mine, 

As  on  we  toil  from  day  to  day, 
By  sudden  blasts,  or  slow  decline, 

Our  social  comforts  drop  away. 
Well  try'd  through  many  a  varying  year, 

5!ee  Level  to  the  grave  descend, 
Officious,  innocent,  sincere, 

Of  ev^ry  friendless  name  the  friend* 

Yet  still  he  fills  afiecUou*s  eye, 

Obscurely  wise,  and  coarsely  kind ; 

Nor,  letter'd  Arrogance,  deny 
Thy  praise  to  merit  unrefiu*d. 

When  iaintins:  nature calPd  for  aid. 
And  bov'ring  death  prepared  the  blow. 

Hill  vig*rou8  n^medy  display*d 
7*be  pow'r  of  art  without  the  show. 

In  misery's  darkest  cavern  known. 

His  useful  care  was  ever  nigh. 
Where  hopeless  anguish  pour'd  his  groan. 

And  lonely  wadt  retired  to  die. 

No  summons  raock*d  by  chill  delay. 

No  petty  gain  disdain'd  by  pride. 
The  fBode'st  wants  of  ev»ry  day 

The  toil  of  ey*ry  day  supply 'd. 

His  virtues  walk*d  tbejr  narrow  round. 
Nor  made  a  pause,  nor  left  a  void ; 

And  sure  th*  Eternal  Master  found 
The  single  talent  well  employed, 

The  busy  day^— the  peaceful  night, 

Vnfislt,  uDoooiited,  glided  by  ; 
lUfl  fkane  was  fifm— his  powers  were  bright. 

Though  DOW  his  eightieth  year  was  night. 

*!1ieD  wMi  no  fiery  throbbing  pain. 

No  oold  gradations  of  decay, 
'Death  bntieat  once  the  vital  chain. 

And  freed  hit  soul  tbe  nearest  way. 


Rest  here,  distrest  by  poverty  no  more, 
Find  here  that  caUn  thou  gav*8t  so  oft  before; 
Slef^  undisturb'd  within  this  |>eacefbl  shrine, 
Till  angels  wake  thee  with  a  note  like  thine. 


MMTJPH  ON  CLAUDE  PHILLIPS, 

AN   ITINEIANT  MUSICIAN*. 

Phillips  1  whose  touch  hgnBOBtous  could  re- 
move 
The  pangs  of  guilty  pow'r,  and  hapless  love, 

1  These    lines  are    among  Mrs.   Williams' 
Miscellanies :  they  are  nevefthelese  tecognised 


EPITJPHIUJkt*  IN  THOjMJM  HAN- 
MER,  BARONETTUM. 

HovoRABiLts  admodum  Thomas  Haomer 

Baronettus, 

Wilhelmi  Hanmer  armigeri,  h  Peregrin^  Henrici 

North 

Oe  Mildenhall  in  com    SufiblcisB  Baronetti  so- 

aore  et  bsrede, 

Fitiiis; 

Johannit  Hanmer  de  Hanmer  Barooetti 

Hxres  patrudis  fcessit 

Antique  geutis  suae  et  titulo  et  patrimopio  suc« 

Duas  uxores  fbrti  tus  est ; 
Alteram  Isabellam,  bonore  k  palre  derivato,  de 

Arlington  comitissam, 
Deinde  celsissimi  principis  ducis  die  Grafton  vi- 

duam  (K>tariam : 

Alteram  Elizabetham  lliomae  Foulkes  de  Barton 

in  com.  Suff.  armigeri 

Filiam  et  hseredem. 

Inter  humanitates  studia  felicit^r  enutritus, 

Omnes  liberalium  aftium  disciplinas  avid^  ar* 

ripuit. 

Quas  morum  suavitate  baud  leviter  omavit. 

Postquara  excessit  ex  ephebis, 

Continud  inter  populares  suos  fam&  emioens, 

£t  comitatAssui  legatusad  Parliamentum  missus, 

Adardua  regni  negotia  perannos  prope  triginta 

se  accinxit: 

Cumque    apud    ilios    amplissimorum  virorum 

ordines 

Solent  nihil  temer^  eflfutlre, 

Sed  probe  perpensa  disserts  expromere. 

Orator  gravis  et  pressus ; 

Nod  minus  integritatis  quam  eloquentiss  laude 

^      commendatus, 

^ue  omnium,  utcunque  inter  se  alioqui  dissi- 

dentium, 

Aures  atque  animos  attraxit. 

Annoque  demum  m  dcc.xiii.  regoante  Anni, 

FeliciKAimoi  florentissimsque  memorise  regiui, 

Ad  Prolocutoris  cathedram 

Communi  SenatOs  universi  voce  designatus  est  s 

Quod  munus. 

Cum  nullo  tempore  non  difficile. 

Turn  ilk)  certt,  negotiis 

Et  variis  et  lubricis  et  implicatis  difficillimum. 

Cum  dignitate  sustinuit. 
Honores  alios,  et  omnia  quae  sibi  in  lucrum  cc- 
derent  munera, 
Sedulb  detrectavit, 
Ut  rei  totus  inserviret  publicsc; 
Justi  rectique  tenax, 
Et  fide  in  patriam  inoorruptk  notus. 
Ubi  omnibus,  que  virum  civemque  bonum  de- 
cent, officiis  satisfecisset, 

as  Johnson's  in  a  memor^dum  of  his  hand-writ- 
ing, and  were  probably  wriUen  at  her  r«quesu 
Phillips  was  a  travelllDg  fidler  up  and  down 
Wales,  and  was  greatly  celebrated  fbr  his  per- 
fi>rmance. 
^  At  Hanmer  churdi  in  Flmtshiie. 
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Paulaiim  te  k  puUicis  coiMiliis  in  othim  rBcqnem, 

Inter  literartiin  amcenitates. 

Inter  ante- acta  vitc  baud  insnavesrecordationet, 

Inter  amiconim  convictus  el  ampllbciis, 

Huoorificfe  consennit ; 

£t  bonis  omnibus,  quibus  cbaris^iimus  visit, 

DesideratissiiDOS  oblit. 

Hie*  juxta  cineres  avi,  sous   oondi  Toloit,    et 

cnravit 

Gnlielmus  Bonbury  B^us  oepos  et  beres. 

PJIUPHRJSE.  OF  THE  ABOFE 
EPITAPH. 

BY   na.    JOBMSOR], 

Thou  who  surrey'st  Uiese  walls  with  curious 
eye. 
Pause  at  the  tomb  where  Hanmer*s  ashes  lie ; 
His  various  worth  through  varied  life  attend, 
And  learn  l^is  virtues  while  thou  moum'st  bis 
end. 
His  force  of  genius  bum*d  in  early  youth. 
With  thirst   of  knowledge,  and  with   love  of 

truth ; 
His  learning,  join'd  with  er.cb  endearing  art, 
Cbann'd  ev»iy  ear,  and  gain*d  on  ev*ry  heart. 

llius  early  wise,  tb*  endangered  realm  to  aid. 
His  country  calPd  him  fiom  the  studious  shade  , 
In  life's  first  bluom  his  public  toils  began, 
At  once  commenced  the  senator  and  man. 

In  business  dexterous,  weighty  in  debate. 
Thrice  ten  long  years  he  lalxMir'd  for  the  state ; 
In-ev'ry  speech  persuasive  wisdom  flowed, 
In  cv*ry  act  refulgent  virtue  glow'd  : 
Suspended  faction  ceasM  from  rage  and  strife. 
To  bear  his  eloquence,  and  praise  bis  life. 

Kesistless  merit  fix'd  the  senate's  choice, 
Who  hail'd  him  (speaker  with  united  voice. 
Illustrious  sge !  bow  bright  thy  glories  shone, 
When  Hanmer  fiU'd  the  chair— and   Anne  the 
tbi;oiie ! 
Then  when  dark  arts  obscur*d  each  fierce  de- 
bate» 
When  mutual  frauds  perplexed  the  maze  of  state, 
The  moderator  Grmly  mild  ap)>ear'd — 
^  Beheld  with  love — with  veneration  beard. 

This  task  pei^rm'd — he  sought  no  gainful 
post, 
Nor  wished  to  glitter  at  bis  country*s  cost ; 
Strict  on  the  ligtit  be  fiz'd  his  stedfasC  eye, 
With  temperate  zeal  and  wise  anxiety : 
Nor  e*er.  from  virtue's  paths  was  lur*d  aside. 
To  pluck  the  flow'rs  of  pleasure,  or  of  pride. 
Her  gifts  despisM,  corrupliun  blush'd  and  fled. 
And  fame  pursu'd  him  where  conviction  led. 

A^e.  calN,  at  length,  bis  active  mind  to  rest. 
With  honour  sated,  and  with  cares  oppresl; 

TV*.  I«»»,..^J  — *;_»J I  1 .»_».  :_tu 


Calm  oomcience,  then,  his  former  Cfe  sttrrey'd 
And  recollected  toils  endeared  the  diade, 
Tdl  Nature  caird  him  to  the  gen'ral  doom. 
And  virtoe's  lonow  dignified  hU  tomb. 


TO  MISS  HICKAtJN\ 

PLAYIMG   ON    TBI   SPl!f1fKT. 

BsrcHT  Stella,  fbrm'd  for  univeriad  reign. 
Too  well  you  know  to  keep  the  slaves  yon  gmiu , 
When  in  your  eyes  resistless  lightnings  play, 
Aw'd  into  love  our  conquered  hearts  obey. 
And  yield  reluctant  Co  despotic  sway : 
But  when  your  music  soothes  the  raging  pah). 
We  bid  propitious  Heav*n  prolong  yonr  retgo. 
We  bless  the  tyrant,  and  we  hug  the  diain. 
When  old  Timotheus  struck  the  vocal  string, 
Ambition^s  fury  fir*d  the  Grecian  kmg: 
Unboimcled  projects  laboring  in  his  mind. 
He  pants  for  room  in  one  poor  world  confinM. 
Thus  wak'd  to  rage,  by  music's  drcadfbl  pow'r. 
He  bids  the  sword  destroy,  the  flame  de^onn 
Had  Stella's  gentle  touches  movM  the  lyre. 
Soon  had  the  monarch  felt  a  nobler  fire  ; 
No  more  delighted  wiih  destructive  war. 
Ambitions  only  now  to  please  the  £iir; 
Resign 'd  his  thirst  of  empire  to  her  charms, 
Aud  found  a  thousand  worlds  in  Stella^s  i 


PARAPHRASE^ 

op   PaOVBBBS,  CHAP.   ^I. 

Verses  6,  7,  8,  9,  U,  11. 

"  GO  TO  THE   AMr  TUOV  SLUGCAaO." 

Tuaa  on  the  prudent  ant  thy  heedlbl  eyei^  * 
Ot»serve  her  taboara,  sluggard,  and  be  vae  : 
No  stern  command,  no  monitory  voice. 
Prescribes  her  duties,  or  directs  her  choice  ; 
Yet,  timely  provident,  she  hastes  away. 
To  snatch  the  blessings  of  the  plenteous  day ; 
When  fmitful  summer  loads  the  teemii^  plain. 
She  crops  the  harvest,  aud  she  stores  the  grain. 
How  long  shall  sloth  usurp  thy  useless  hQ«n, 
Unnerve  thy  vigour,  and  enchain  thy  powVs ; 
While  artful  shades  thy  downy  couch  endow. 
And  soft  fiolicitation  courts  repose  ? 
Amidst  the  drowsy  charms  of  dull  delight. 
Year  chases  year  with  unremitted  fNgbt, 
Till  want  now  following,  firaudolent  and  slow. 
Shall  spring  to  seise  thee  like  ^n  ainbash>d  foe. 


*  These  lines,  which  have  been  < 
bv  Dr.  Turton,  son  to  Mrs.  Turton,  the  lady  to 
whom  they  are  addressed  by  her  maiden  naiae 
of  Hickman,  must  have  been  written  at  kast  aa 


Digitized  by 


Google 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 


too 


BORJCE, 

t13.    IV.   ODB   Til,  TRANSLATED. 

The  soowy  dissolv'd,  no  more  is  seen, 
The  fields  and  woods,  behold !  are  green  j 
The  changing  year  renews  the  plain. 
The  rivers  know  their  banks  again  ; 
The  sprightly  nymph  and  naked  grace 
The  mazydanoe  together  trace; 
The  changing  year's  successive  plan 
Proclaims  roortahty  to  man ; 
Roagh  winter's  blasts  to  spring  give  way. 
Spring  yields  to  sunimer*s  sov'rcign  ray  j 
Then  summer  sinks  m  autumn's  reign, 
And  winter  chills  the  world  again ; 
Her  losses  soon  the  Moon  supplies, 
But  wretched  man,  when  once  he  lies 
Where  Priam  and  his  sous  are  laid^ 
Is  nought  but  ashes  and  a  shade. 
Who  knows  if  Jove,  whi)  counts  our  score. 
Will  toss  us  in  a  morning  more  } 
What  with  your  friend  you  nobl^  share 
At  least  yoifrescue  from  your  heir. 
Kot  you,  Torquatus,  boast  of  Rome, 
When  Minos  once  has  fix'd  your  doom, 
Or  eloquence,  or  splendid  birth, 
Or  virtue,  shall  restore  to  Earth* 
Hippolytus,  unjustly  slain. 
Diana  calls  to  life  in  vain; 
Kor  can  the  might  of  Theseus  rend 
Xhe  chains  of  tiell  that  bold  his  friend* 
JioT.  1784* 


QN  SEEING  A  BUST  OF  MRS. 
MONTAGUE. 

Had  this  fair  figure  which  this  frame  displays, 
Adorn'd  in  Roman  time  the  brightest  days. 
In  every  dome  ip  every  sacred  place. 
Her  statue  would  have  breath'd  an  added  grace, 
And  on  iu  basis  woold  have  been  enroll'd, 
**  This  is  Minerva,  cast  in  virtue's  mould." 


The  following  Translations,  Parodies,  and  Bur- 
le^ue  verses,  most  of  them  extempore,  are 
taken  from  Anecdotes  of  Dr.  Johnson  publish- 
ed by  Mrs.  Pioizi. 

ANACREON^ 
ODE  IX. 

LoviLT  courier  of  the  sky. 
Whence  and  whither  dost  thou  fly  ? 
Scatt'ring,  as  thy  pinions  play, 
liquid  fragrance  all^e  way : 
Is  it  business  ?  is  it  Vve } 
Tell  me,  tell  roe,  geni)^  dove. 

Soft  Anacreon's  vowl  1  bear. 
Vows  to  Myrtale  the  fair ; 
Orac'd  with  all  that  charms  the  hearty 
Blushing  nature,  smiling  art. 
Veovs,  courted  by  an  ode, 
On  the  bard  her  dove  bestow'd : 
Vested  with  a  master's  right, 
Now  Anacreoo  rules  my  pigl)t ; 
His  the  letters  that  you  see. 
Weighty  charge,  consign'd  to  me : 
VOIm  XTI. 


Think  not  yet  my  service  hard, 
Joylesis  tesk  without  reward ; 
Smiling  at  my  master's  gates. 
Freedom  my  return  awaiU  j 
But  the  lib'ral  grant  in  vain 
Tempt  8  me  to  be  wild  again. 
Can  a  prudent  duve  decline 
Blisftful  bondage  such  as  mine? 
Over  bills  and  fields  to  roam, 
Fortune's  guest  without  a  home ; 
Under  leaves  to  hide  one's  head. 
Slightly  shelter'd,  coarsely  fed: 
Now  my  better  lot  bestows 
Sweet  repast,  and  soft  repose ; 
Now  the  gen'rous  bowl  1  sip 
As  it  leaves  Anacreon's  I ip : 
Void  of  care,  and  free  from  dread. 
From  bis  fingers  snatch  his  bread ; 
Then,  with  luscious  plenty  gay, 
Round  his  chamber  dance  and  play ; 
Or  from  wine,  as  courage  springs, 
Q'er  his  face  extend  my  wings ; 
And  when  feast  and  frolic  tire, 
Drop  asleep  upon  his  lyre. 
This  is  all,  be  quick  and  go. 
More  than  all  thou  canst  not  know; 
Let  me  now  my  pinions  ply. 
I  have  chattcr'd  lik?  a  pye. 


LINES 

WRriTEN   IN    RIDICUtB    OP    CERTAIN    POEMS    POB- 
LISHED   IN    mi. 

Wherbsoi'br  I  turn  my  view. 
All  is  strange,  yet  nothing  new  ; 
Endless  labour  all  along, 
Endless  labour  to  be  wrong ; 
Phrase  that  time  hath  flung  away, 
Uncouth  words  in  disarray. 
Trick 'd  in  antique  ruff  and  bonnet. 
Ode,  and  elegy,  and  sonnet. 

PARODY 

OF  A  TRANSLATION  FROM  TUB   MBDEA  Of 
EURIPIDES. 

Err  shall  they  not,  who  resolute  explore 

Times  gloomy  backward  with  judicious  eyes; 
And.  scanning  right  the  practices  of  yore. 
Shall  deem  our  hoar  progenitors  unwise. 
They  to  the  dome  where  smoke  with  curiing  play 

Announc'd  the  dinner  to  the  regions  round, 
Summon'd  the  ringer  biythe,  and  harper  gay. 

And  aided  wine  with  duicet-strcaming  sound. 
The  better  use  of  notes,  or  sweet  or  shrill ; 

By  quiv'ring  string  or  noodulated  wind ;  ^ 

Trumpet  or  lyre — to  their  harsh  bosoms  chill, 
.     Admission  ne'er  had  ^ught,  or  could  not  find. 
Oh !  send  them  to  the  sullen  mansions  dun, 

Her  baleful  eyes  where  Sorrow  rolls  around  j 
Where  gloom-eoamour'd  Mischief  loves  to  dwell. 
And  Murder,  all  blood-bolter'd,  schemes  the 
wound. 
When  catea  luxuriant  pile  the  spacious  dish, 
And  purple  nectar  glads  the  festive  hour. 
The  guest;,  without  a  want,  without  a  wish, 
I      Can  yield  no  room  to  music's  toothing  pow'r- 
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BURLBSQUE  iMPROriSO  TRANSLATION 


or  TBI    If0»tftir    VERIIPICATIONS   OP    AW- 

CIXHT    LIGBNBllT     TALIS. 

AW    IMPROMPTU. 

Tbs  tender  inteit  meek  and  mM, 

Fell  down  opoo  the  stone '; 
The  Durse  took  ap  tlie  sqoediBg  child, 

fiut  still  the  child  iqaeal'd  oa. 


TRANSLATION 

OP  THS  TWO    rmsT   stanzas  op  Tm  sowo 
*' Rio  verde,  Rioverde,**    priktcd  in  ii- 

SBOP  PERCT'S    RELiaVES    OF.AVOIKIIT    KN- 
ClISB    POBTRT.       AM    IMPnOHPTV. 

Olasst  water,  glassy  water, 

Down,  whose  correot,  clear  and  strong. 
Chiefs  confos*d  in  mutual  slaughter. 

Moor  and  Christian  roll  along. 


IMITATION  OF  THE  STYLE  OF***, 

HBiMrrboar,  in  folemn  cell 

Wearing  out  life's  evening  grey, 
Strike  thy  bosom,  sage,  and  tell 

What  is  bliss,  and  which  the  way. 

Thus  I  spoke,  and  speaking  sigh'd, 

Scarce  repressed  the  starting  tear. 
When  the  hoary  sage  reply'd, 

*'  Come,  my  lad,  and  drink  aome  beer.'* 


BURLESQUE 

Of  TBI    POtLOWIKO    LINES   Of     LOPBX    Pt 
TBOA.      AN    IMPR0MP1V. 

8b  acquien  los  leones  veoce 

Vence  una  muger  hermoaa 
O  el  de  llaco  arerguenfe 

O  ella  di  ser  mas  furioaa. 
If  the  man  who  turnips  cries. 
Cry  not  when  his  father  dies, 
>Tis  a  proof  that  he  had  rather 
Hare  a  turnip  than  his  fisiher. 

tRANSLATION 

•P   TBS    TOL1.0WINO    LINKS     AT   TBB    ENO   OP 

BARETTl'S    XA8V    PHRASEOLOGY.       AN  IM* 

PROUPTU. 

Vita  1  rttalapadronaf 
7\ltta  bella,  e  tutta  buona. 
La  padrona  i  un  fingiolella 
Tutta  buona  e  tutta  bella ; 
Tutta  bella  e  tutta  buona ; 
Viva  !  riva  la  padrona ! 
Long  may  live  my  lovely  Hetty ! 
Always  yuung,  and  always  pretty; 
Always  pretty,  always  young. 
Lire  my  lovely  Hetty  \on% ! 
Always  young*  and  always  pretty, 
Long  may  lite  my  kwely  HeUy ! 


OP  TBB   POLLOWING    DI8TICB  OB   TMB    »VBS 
OP    MODSNA*S    RUBBINO    AVAT    FROM    TBS 

COM  ST  IB   1749  or  1743. 

Sb  al  venir  vostro  i  principi  sen*  vanno 
Deh  venga  ogni  d)  —  durate  on  anoo 

Ip  at  your  eoosing  princes  disappear. 

Comets !  come evYy  day  —  andatay  a  year. 


IMPROriSO   TRANSLATION 

op  TBB   POLLOWING 
LINES    OP   M.  BBNatRAOE   A  SOB  Lin 

TflEATRE  des  ris,  et  dei  pleurs, 
Lit!  o^je  nais,  etoikje  meun, 
Tu  nous  fais  vbir  comment  vo'^sim, 
^t  nos  plaisirs,  et  nos  chagrins. 

In  bed  we  laugh,  in  bed  we  cry. 
And  boni  in  bed,  in  bed  we  die; 
The  near  approach  a  bed  may  show 
Of  human  blias  to  human  woe. 


EPITAPH  FOR  MR.  BOG  ARTS. 

Tbb  hand  of  him  here  torpid  lies. 
That  drew  f h*  essential  form  c^  grace ; 

Here  dos'd  in  death  th*  attentive  eyes. 
That  saw  the  manners  in  the  hot. 


TRANSLATION 

Of   TBB   POLLOWrNO    LINES    WRITTtB  VBOKR 

A    PRINT   RBrRBSBNTXBG    PERSONS 

SKAITIBO. 

Sua  uo  nmnce  diryttal  I'byvor  oonioit  fears  poi^ 
Le  precipice  est  SOBS  la  gla49e : 
Telle  est  de  nos  plaisirs  lo  legere  snriooe : 

Oliss^,  moftels}  n'appnyeB  pas. 

O'EB  ice  the  rapid  skaiter  flies. 
With  sport  above,  and  4eath  below ;   • 

Where  mischief  lurks  In  gay  dt^iisc. 
Thus  lightly  touch  and  quickly  go. 

IMPROMPTU  TRANSLATION 

OP   TBB   fAfllK. 

O'er  crackling  ice,  o'er  gulphs  profound. 
With  nimble  glide  the  skaiters  play; 

O'er  treacherous  PleaattrCs  flowery  gronad 
Thus  lightly  skim,  and  haste  aw^. 

TO  MRS.  TIIRALB, 

ON    HIR    CoVpLBTINO    BER    THlRTT-«fXB 
TSAB.        AN    IMPROMPXB* 

Oft  iii  danger,  yet  alive. 
We  are  come  to  thirty-five  ; 
Ijonf  may  better  years  arrir^ 
Belter  years  than  thirty-ave ! 
Could  philosophers  contrive 
Life  to  stop  at  thirty-five. 
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Time  hit  hoors  ^oaTd  iMvter  dHttf 
O'erthebottnds  of  thirt]^fi▼e. 
High  tasoar  and  deep  to  dive, 
I^atvre  ipves  at  thirty-five. 
Ladies,  stock  and  teod  your  hiTe, 
Trifle  not  at  thirty -fife; 
For,  however  we  boast  and  strive, 
Ufe  decHnes  from  thirty-flve. 
He  that  ever  hopM  to  thrive 
3ta8t  begin  by  thirty-five ; 
And  all  who  wisely  wish  to  wfve 
Must  look  on  Thrale  at  thirty,  five. 

IMPROMPTU 

C79     BEiTRINO    MISS    THRALI     COMSULTiyu 

WITU    A    FltlEVa    ABOUT    A    GOWN    AND 

BAT   5HK  WAS  INCLINEB    TO    WEAa. 

Wear  the  gown  and  wear  the  bat. 
Snatch  thy  pleasures  while  they  last^ 

liadst  thou  nine  lives,  like  a  cat. 
Soon  those  nine  lives  would  be  past 

IMPROMPTU  TRANSLATION 

OF   AV  Aia   IK    THE     CLEMBMSA     DE  TtTO   OF 
MSTABTASfO,     BEOIMirncO 

J^eh  se  piacermi  vuou* 

Wools  you  hope  to  gain  my  heart. 
Bid  your  teasing  doubts  depart; 
He,  who  blindly  trusts,  will  find 
Faith  from  ev'ry  getf  rous  mind : 
He,  who  still  expects  deceit. 
Only  teaches  bow  to  cheat* 


TRANSLATION 

99  A  IFBECH   OP  AQVILEIO   IN  THE  ADRIAKO 
us    METASTASIO,   BEGINNING 

Tu  che  in  Ccrte  irwtchuutu 

OaowK  old  in  courts,  thon  sorely  art  not  one 
Who  keeps  the  ri^  rules  of  antie nt  honour; 
Weil  skilPd  to  soothe  a  foe  with  looks  of  kindness, 
I'o  sink  the  fstal  precipice  before  him. 
And  then  lament  his  fall  with  seeming  friendship: 
Open  to' all,  true  only  to  thyself,  [praise, 

Thou  know'st  tluise  arts  which -blast  with  envious 
Which  aggravate  a  fault  with  feign'd  excuses,' 
And  drive  discouotenaiic'd  rirtue  from  the  throne; 
That  leave  the  blame  of  rigour  to  the  prince. 
And  of  his  evVjr  gift  usurp  tlie  merit : 
'i  hat  hide  in  seeming  zeal  a  wicked  purpose 
And  only  build  upon  another's  ruin« 

OJSE  AND  TfVEjsrrr. 

LoMO-expected  one-and-twenty. 

Ling*  ring  year,  at  length  is  flown : 
Pride  and  pleasure^  pomp  and  plenty. 

Great  ♦••  ••••^  are  now  your  owb« 

Loosen'd  from  the  minor's  tether, 

Pree  to  mortgage  or  to  sell 
WiMaswind,  and  light  as  feather. 

Bid  the  fong  gC  thrift  fiurewelL 


Call  the  Betsfes,  Kates  and  Jennies, 
All  the  names  that  hanish  care; 

Lavish  of  your  grandsire'sguhieas. 
Show  the  spirit  of  an  heir. 

All  that  prey  on  vice  and  folly 
Joy  to  see  their  quarry  fly: 

There  the  gamester,  light  and  jolly. 
There  the  lender,  grave  and  sJy. 

Wealth,  my  lad,  was  made  to  walKler, 

Let  it  wander  as  it  will ; 
Call  the  jockey,  call  the  pander. 

Bid  them  come  and  take  their  filL 

4  When  the  bonny  blade  caoouses, 
Pockets  full,  and  spirits  high — 

What  are  acres  ?  what  are  houses  ? 
Only  dirt,  of  wet  or  dry. 

Shonld  theguardian  friend  or  mother 
Tell  the  woes  of  wilful  waste : 

Scorn  their  council,  scorn  their  pother, 
You  can  hang  or  drown  at  last. 


POEMATA. 


MESSU\ 

Rx  alieiio  ingenio  poeta,  ex  suo  tantum  versifi- 
cator.  ScAi.10.  Poet. 

ToLtrrE  concentum,  Solymaeae  tollite  nymphae 
Nil  mortale  loqnor ;  coelum  mihi  carminis  alta 
Materies ;  poscunt  gravius  coelestia  plectrum. 
Muiicosi  fontes,  sylvestria  tecta,  valete, 
Aonidesque  Dese,  et  mendacis  somnia  Pindi : 
Tu,  mihi,  qui  flammi  mdvisti  pectora'sancti  - 
Sidere&  Isaise,  dignos  accende  furores  ! 

hnmatura  calens  npitur  per  secula  vates 
Sic  orsus    Qnalis  rerum  mihi  nascitur  ordol 
Virgo!  Virgo  parit!  felixradici  bus  arbor 
Jessnis  surgit,  mulcentesque  sthera  florea 
Coelestes  lambontanimse,  ramisque  colomba, 
Nuncia  sacra  Dei,  plaudentibns  insidet  alis. 
Nectareos  rores,  aliinentaqoe  mitia  coelum 
Prsebeat,  et  tacite  foecondos  irriget  imbres. 
Hue,  foedat  quos  lepra,  urit  qoos  febris,  adeste, 
Diasalutares  spirant  medicamina  rami ; 
Hie  reqnies  fessis ;  non  sacra  saevit  in  umbra 
Vis  Boress  gelida,  ant  rapidi  vioLentia  soils. 
Irrita  vanescent  prisca  vestigia  fraudis 
Justltleque  manns  pretio  ioteiperata  bilancem 
Attdlet  reducis;  bellis  praetendet  olivas 
Compositis  pax  alma  suas,  terrasque  revisens 
Sedatas  niveo  virtos  Inoebit  amictu : 
Volvantor  celeres  anni !  lux  purpuret  ortum 
Expectata  diu !  nataras  claustra  refringens, 
Naacere,  magne  puer!  tibi  primas,  ecce,  corollas 
Deproperat  tellus,  fundit  tibi  raunera,  quicquid 
Carpit  Arabs,  hortis  quicquid  frondescit  Eois. 
Altius,  en  1  Lebanon  gaudentia  culmina  toUit, 

^  This  translation  has  been  severely  criticised  by 
Dr.  Warton,  in  his  edition  of  Pope,  vol.  i.  p.  J  05, 
8vo.  1797.  It  certainly  contains  some  expres* 
sions  that  are  not  classical.  Let  it  be  remembered, 
however,  that  it  was  a  college-exercise,  perform- 
ed  with  great  rapidity,  and  was  at  fhrtt  praised 
beyond  all  MfpieKMi  of  defiBCt.    C. 
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Eo !  summo  r  xnUant  nuUntes  Tertioe  *y Ive. 
MiUJt  arnmaticas  rallis  Saronica  nubet, 
Etjaj^a  Carmeli  recreant  frafiraotia  coelam. 
Deaerti  \teik  molleicunt  aspera  Toce 
Auditur  Deus !  ecoe  Deu8 !  reboantia  circom 
Saxa  sonaot,  Decs ;  ccce  Deos !  deflect  it  ursther, 
Demiiaomque  Detim  tellut  capit ;  ardiia  cednis, 
Gloria  sy  I  varum,  dumioiim  ioclioata  salutet. 
Sargite  conTallea,  tumuli  sutwulite  montet ! 
Stemite  taxa  viim,  rapid i  discedite  floctus ; 
En  !  qiiem  turba  diu  eccinerunt  entbea,  vates 
£q  !  lalvatoradest;  vnltus  agnoadtecaBci 
Divinoi,  surdoii  tacra  tok  permulceat  aures. 
I  He  cutim  spitaam  vitus  hebetare  vetabtt, 
Reclufisqne  oculis  infundet  amabile  lumen; 
Obatrictafqoa  diu  linguas  in  carmina  solTet< 
lUe  Tiaf  vocia  pandet,  fle&usque  liquentit 
liannooiaB  purgata  npvon  mirabitur  aurit. 
Acereacant  teneri^i  tactu  nova  roborm  nervis: 
(kmsueius  fulcro  inoixus  reptare  bacilli 
Nunc  taltu  capreas,  nunc  rurtu  prorocat  eoroa. 
Non  planctus,  non  moesta  sonant  snjpiria;  pectus 
Singultans  mulcet,  lacbrymantes  tergit  oceljos.  - 
Vioclacoercebunt  luctantem  adamantiua  mortem, 
iCterroque  Orci  domiuator  Tulnere  languent 
JnTalidi  raptos  scep^ri  plorabit  honores. 
Ul  qua  dulce  strepcnt  scaiebraD,  qui  lata  Tires- 

cunt 
Pasoua,  qua  blandum  spirat  purivimns  aer, 
Pa>tor  agit  pecudet,  teneros  mi>do  suscipit  agnos 
Fst  greinio  fbtis  selcctas  porrigit  berbas, 
Amiftsas  modo  quaerit  oves,  revocatque  vagantes; 
Fiduf  adest  cti«<tui(,  seu  nox  fiirat  horrida  aimbls^ 
Sive  dies  mefiius  morientia  ton  cat  arva. 
Postera  sic  pastor  divinussecla  bcabit, 
£t  curat  feiix  patrias  testabiturorbis^. 
Non  ultra  in  ft  st  is  concurrent  agmina  signis, 
Hostiles oculis  flammas  jaculantia  torvjs; 
Non  litui  accendent  bellum,  non  campus  abeois 
Triste  coruscabit  radiis ;  dabit  hasta  recusa 
Vomerem,  et  in  falcom  ri^idtis  currabiturensis. 
Atria,  paci«  opus  suigent,  finemque  cadud 
Natus  ad  optatum  pcrducet  cxpla  pareutis. 
Qui  duxit  fulcos,  illi  teret  area  messem, 
£t  sersB  texent  vites  umbracLla  proli. 
Attoniti  dumeta  vident  inculta  coloni 
Suave  rubere  ro«>,  sitientesque  inter  arenas 
Garrula  mirantur  salientis  murmura  rivi. 
Per  saxa,  ignivomi  nuperspelsea  draconis, 
Canoa  viret,  juncique  tremit  variabilis  umbra. 
IJorruit  iroplexo  qua  vallis  sente,  figure 
Burgit  aman9  abies  trretis,  buxique  «equaoet 
Artificis  frundentdextra;  pahnisque  rubeta 
Aspera,  odoratse  cedunt  mala  gramina  myrto. 
Per  vales  sociata  lupo  lasciviet  «gna, 
Cumque  leune  petet  tutus  pnesepe  juvencus. 
Florea  man^uetae  petulantes  vincula  tigri 
Per  iudum  pueri  injicient,  et  fessa  coiubri 
Membra  vi.itoris  recreabunt  frigore  linguae. 
Serpent  et  teneris  nil  jam  Icthale  micantes 
Ti-actttbil  palmis  infant,  motut^que  trisculcflB 
Ridebit  linguse  innocuos,  tquamasque  virentes 
Aiirtaque  admirans  nitilaotis  fui^ura  critfte. 
Indue  re^inam,  turrits  finontis  hooures 
ToUe  Saleiria  sacros,  qiiam  circum  gloria  pennas 
Kxplicat,  incinctam  radia'x  luce  liars  ! 
Kn !  fbrmata  tibi  spatiosa  per  atria,  proles 
Ordinibus  surgit  dtnsis,  vitamque  requirit 
Inpatiens,  Irateque  fluentes  iucrepat annos. 


Ecce  peregrif^is  lervcot  toa  nauiia  tofMs; 
Barbarusen!   clamm  divioo  laouae  tesp 
(ngreditur,  CUhuqne  t«io  mansoesec 
Cinaameos  cumokw,  Nabattei  Bmeravcns* 
Ecce  cremant  geoibas  trits  regalibuaarae ! 
Solis  Ophyrsis  crudum  tibi  mootibas  aonsn 
Maturant  radii ;  tibi  balsama  sudat  IdiuBe. 
^beris  en  portas  sacm  fblfore  nucantes 
Coelicols  paudunt,  torreatis  aarea  locia 
Plumina  prorompunt;  noa  posthac  sole 
India  nascenti,  piacidsve  argentea  noctis 
Luna  vices  revebet ;  radios  pater  ipse  diet 
Proferet  arcbetypos;  codestis  gaudia  lucis 
Iptto  fonte  bibes^  qus  circumfu^a  beatam 
K|E^m  ioundabit,  nnllis  cesaora  teoe1>ria. 
Littora  defloeos  arentia  deseret  eqoor  ; 
Sidera  fumabant,  diro  labefacta  treoM>re 
Saxa  cadeot,  solidique  liquescent  robora 
Tu  secura  tamen  oonfusa  elementa  videlns 
LsBtac^  Messia  semper  dominabere  regc, 
Pollicitis  firmata  Dei,  stabtliu  mioijL 


[Jan.  «0,  «l,  1778.] 

VrrjB  qui  varias  vices 
Remm  perpetuus  temperat  AriNler« 

Lsto  cedere  lumjiri 
Noctis  tristitiam  qui  geUds  jubet, 

Acn  sanguine  turgidos, 
Obductosque  oculos  nubibus  bumidit 

Sanari  voluit  meok 
Et  me,  cuncta  beans  cui  nocuit  dies, 

Luci  reddidit  et  mibL 
Qua  te  laude,  Deus  qua  prece  proseqoar  ? 

Sacri  discipolis  labri 
Te  semper  studiis  utilibuscolam  ; 

Grates,  snmme  Pater,  tuis 
Recte  qui  fruitnr  muneribus,  dedit. 


[Dec.  25,1779.] 

XuMC  dies  Cbristo  memoranda  nato 
Fubit,  in  pectus  mihi  fonte  pnram 
Gaudium  sacro  fluat,  et  beaigni 

Gratia  Csm 

Christe  datutam  trepidoqu'>etem, 
Christe,  spem  pissta  stabilem  timeoti ; 
Da  fidem  certam,  precibusque  fidis  * 

Annoe,  Onwleu 


[Id  Lecto,  die  Paisionb.  Apr.  IS,  1781.] 

SuMME  Deus«    qui   temper  amas  quodcuoqa^ 
creisti ; 

Judice  quo,  scelerum  est  poenitoisae  salos : 
Da  veterea  odxas  animo  »iu  flere  norato, 

Per  Christum  ut  veniam  sit  reperire  matL 


[InLecto.  Dec25»  178^.] 

Sra  non  inani  cunfugis, 
Pfccator,  ad  latus  meom ; 
Quod  posci9,^haud  unquam  tibi 
Xcgabitur  solatium. 
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[Nocte/ioter  16  ct  17  Junil,1783.'} 

SinMi  Pater,  quodcunque  tuum  '  de  corpore 
NumeD  3 

Hoc  itatuat^,  precibus  »  Christus  adcsse  velit : 
[ogenio  parcas,  nee  sit  mibi  culpa  rogftsseV 

Qua  8o!am  potero  parte,  placere  *  tibi. 


[Cat.  Jan.  In  lecto,  ante  lucem.  1784.] 

V  MMB  dator  viim,  nature  cteme  magister, 
Causarum  seiies  quo  moderante  fluit, 

tflspice  queni  &ubiget  8caiuin»  roorbique  seniles, 
Quein  terrf t  vitx  meta  propinqua  suae, 

Lespice  inuUliter  lapsi  qoem  posnitet  cvi ; 
Rbcte  at  pceniteat,  respice,  magne  parens. 


*ATEit  benigne,  tumma  semper  lenitas, 
Iriminegravatain  plurimo  mentem  leva: 
!oncede  veram  poenitentiaro,  preoor, 
Concede  ageodam  legibus  vitam  tuis. 
acri  vngante^  lumiois  gressus  face 
ege,  et  tuere,  qua  nocent  pellens  procol ; 
entam  petenti,  summe  da  Teniam,  pater  ; 
'euisqne  sancta  pacts  adde  gandia : 
xleris  ut  expers  omni,  rt  vacuus  uietu, 
e,  mente  por&,  mente  tranquill&  colam : 
[ibi  dona  morte  h«c  impetret  Christus su&. 


[Jan.  18,  1784.] 

JMM B  Pater,  puro  coilustra  lumine  pectus, 
Anxietas  noceat  ne  tenebrosa  mibi. 
I  me  sparsa  roanu  virtutum  semina  lar^a 
Sic  ale,  proveniat  messis  ut  ampla  boni. 
octes  atque  dies  animo  spes  leta  recurset, 
Certa  mibi  sancto  flagret  amore  fides, 
n-ta  vetat  dubitaie  fides,  spes  Ista  timere, 
Velle  vetet  cuiquam  noo  bene  sanctus  amor, 
t,  ne  bint  permissa,  pater,  mibi  prsmia  firustra, 
Et  colere,  et  leges  semper  amare  tuas. 
ec  mibi,  quogentes,  quo  secula,Cbriste,pi&stJ, 
Sanguine,  precaati  promereare  tuo  1 


[Feb.  87,  1784.] 

£NS  mea   quid  qnereris  ?    veniet  tibi  mollior 

hora, 
In  summo  utvideas  nnmine  laeta  patrem; 
vinam  insontes  iram  placavit  Jesus; 
Vunc  «st  pro  (kena  pcenitnisse  re  is. 

'  The  night  above  referred  to  by  Dr.  Johnson 
s  that  in  which  a  paralytic  stroke  bad  de- 
ved  him  of  bis  voice  ;  and,  in  the  anxiety  he 


CHRISTL4NUS  PERFECTUS. 

Qui  cupit  in  sanctos  Christo  cogente  referri, 
Abstergat  rouodi  labem,  nee  gandia  camis 
Captans,  nee  fastu  tumidus,  semperque  future 
Instet,  et  evelleas  terroris  spicola  corde, 
Suspiciat  tandem  clementem  in  numine  patrem. 

Huic  quoque,  nee  geuti  oec  scctas  noxius  ulli. 
Sit  saoer  orbis  amor,  miseris  qui  semper  adesse 
Gesttat,  et,  nullo  pietatis  limite  clausus, 
Cunctorum  ignoscat  vitiis,  pietate  fruatur. 
Ardeat  hu;c  toto  sacer  ignis  pectore,  possit 
Ut  vitam,  poscat  si  res,  impcndere\ero. 

Cora  placere  Deo  sit  prima,  sit  ultima,  sancttt 
Irruptum  vitSD  cupiat  servare  tenorem  ; 
Et  sibi,  delirans  quanquam  et  peccator  in  boras 
Displioeal,  servet  tutum  sub  pectore  rectum : 
Nee  natet,  et  nunc  has  partes,  nunc  eligat  illas. 
Nee  dubitet  quem  dicat  herum,  sed,  totus  in  uno, 
Se  fidum  addicat  Christo,  roortalia  temuens. 

Sed  tinifat  semper,  caveatque  ante  omnia, 
turbs 
Ne  stolidae  similis,  leges  sibi  segreget  audax 
Quas  servare  velit,  leges  quas  lentus  omittat. 
Plenum  opus  effugieos,  aptans  juga  muUiacollo 
Sponte  sua  demens ;  nihilum  decedere  summsD 
Vult  Dens,  at  qui  cuncta  debit  tibi,  cnncta  ra- 

potcit.  • 
Denique  perpetno  oontendit  in  ardna  nisn, 
Auxilioque  Dei  fretuM,  jam  mente  sereoa  ^ 
Pergit,  et  imperiis  sentit  se  dulcibos  actum. 
Paulatim  nK>res,  animum,  vitamque  refingit, 
Eifigiemque  Dei,  quantum  servare  licebit, 
Induit,  et,  terris  major,  ccslestia  spirat. 


JEtbrmb  rerum  cnnditor, 
Salutis  aetemse  dator; 
Pelieitatis  sedibus 
Qui  nee  scelestos  exigis,- 
Quoscunique  scelenim  posnitet; 
Da,  Chrlste,  poeuitenttam, 
Veniamque,  Christe,  da  mibi ; 
^grum  trahenti  spiritnm 
Suconrre  praetens  corpori, 
Mnlto  gravatam  crimme 
Mentem  benignos  alleva* 


Lues  collnstret  mibi  pectus  alma, 
Pellat  et  tristes  animi  tenebras. 
Nee  sinat  semper  tremere  ae  dolore. 

Gratia  Cbfitti: 

Me  pater  tandem  redueem  bentgno 
Supmus  amplexufoveat,  beato 
Me  gregi  sanctus  socinm  beatnm 

Spirltnaaddat. 
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JOHNSPK'S  POJSS^fS. 


JD  URBJyUM:    1738. 


Vr8A!«e,  nullitt  festt  laboribnsy 
Urbane,  nuUit  riote  cmlomniisy 
Cui  fronte  sertnm  io  erudita 
Perpctuo  firet,  et  virH>it ; 
Quid  moliatar  gens  imitantiam, 
Qaid  et  minetor,  lollicitDS  parain, 
Vacarc  aolif  perg^  Musii, 
JoYta  animo  studiifque  foltic. 
LiogiuB  procacit  plambea  tpknila, 
Fidens,  mperbo  frangr  silentto ; 
Vietrix  per  obftantes  catenras 
Sedulitas  animota  tendet. 
Tntende  nervos  iortis,  inaatbvit 
Risnrus  oliai  niiibtis  emuli ; 
lotende  jam  nerros^  habcbia 
P»rticip^  opera  carooenas. 
Non  ulla  Muiis  pagina  gratior, 
^luaiii  qac  leveris  lodicrm  juogere 
Norit,  fiitigatainqiie  iragis 
UtilibQii  recreare  meotem. 
Texeote  jiymphii  serta  Lyooride, 
Bomb  niborem  tic  viola  adjuvat 
Immista,  nic  Iris  refolget 
JEthereb  variata  fiicit. 


IN  RJrUM  A  MOLA  STOANA  LICH^ 
FELDIJR  DIFFLUENTEM. 

Earn  AT  adhue  Titreus  per  prata  Tirtntia  riv«s, 

Qao  lotien  lavi  membra  tenella  p«er; 
Hie  dekisa  nidi  frastrabar  brachia  mot«, 

Dam  dociikbl«ada  Tooe  natare  pqter. 
Fecenint  rami  latebras,  lenabrisque  diarais 

Pendula  aecrelas  abdidit  arbor  aquas. 
Nunc  veteres  duns  peri^re  secaribus  umbne, 

LoDginquisque  oculis  nuda  lavacra  patent. 
L]nnpba  tamen  cursus  agit  indefessa  perennis, 

Tectaqae  qua  fluxit,  nunc  et  aperta  fluit. 
Quid  ferat  eztemi  velox,  quid  deterat  etas, 

Tu  qnoque  aeciinis  res  age,  NUe,  tuas* 


rwnei  xeatton. 

(Post  texicoD  Aoglicaniim  ftDctnm  et  emea- 
datuv). 

Lexicon  ad  finem  longo  Inctamine  tandem 
Scaliger  ut  duxit,  tenuis  pertsesus  opelJse, 
Vile  indignatus  stadium,  nugasque  molestas, 
Ingemit  exosus,  scribendac^e  lexica  luaodat 
Damnatis,  poenam  pro  poems  omnibus  unam. 

lU^  QM'id^m  r^pte,  sublimis,  doctus  et  acer. 
Quern  decuit  roajora  sequi,  majoribas  aptiim. 
Qui  vetenim  njpdo  ^U>  ducum,  modo  carmiua 


Frigora.seu  nimittm  longo  jacoisse  reCerao, 
Sivemihi  meoteoi  dedtrit  natnra  niDorem. 

Te  sterili  functum  cura,  Tucumqne  aalebrM 
Tuto  eluctatum  spatits  sapientia  dia 
Excipit  etbereis  ars  omnis  plaudit  amioo* 
Linguarumque  omni  terra  discordia  coocorx 
Multiplici  reducem  circum  sonatorc  magistrom. 
Me,  pensi  immunis  cum  jam  mibi  reddor, 
inertis 
Desidis  sors  dura  manet,  grariorqoe  1abo>re 
Tristiset  atra  quiet,  «t  tai^ss  tedia  vitaB. 
^{aseuntlur  curiscune,  vexatque  dclorum 
Importuna  coborv,  racux  mala  somnia  mentis. 
Nunc  clamosa  jurant  noctunie  goaifia  meone. 
Nunc  loca  sola  placeot  i  fhistra  te,  Somne,  re- 

cutnbens 
Alme  TOCO,  impatiens  noctis  metneoaqne  diet. 
Omnia  percurro  trepidus,  circum  omnia  liistro» 
Si  qua  usqnam  pateat  melioris  semita  vits^ 
Nac  quid  agam  invenio,  roeditatiis  graodia,  i 
Notior  ipse  mibi  6eri,  incultomque  fisteri 
Pectus,  et  ingenium  Tano  ae  robore  jactaas, 
Ingenium  niei  materiem  doctrina  miaifltrat. 
CcsRsat  inops  rerum,  ut  torpet,  ai  marmoris  i 
Copia,  Phidiaci  fccnnda  potcntia  ceeli. 
Quicquid    agam,  quocunqae  ferar,   cooatilww 

obstat 
Res  angusta  domi,  et  macne  pennria  mentis. 

Non  rationis  opes  animus,  nunc  parta  recaD* 
Conspicit  aggestas,  et  se  mffator  in  illis,    [sans 
Nee  sibi  de  gaza  prassens  quod  postulsit  uses 
Summus  adesse  jubet  oelsa  dominator  ab  aioe; 
Non,  operum  serie  seriem  dum  computat  sri, 
Praeteritis  fruiter,  l«tps  autsumit  booures 
Ipse  sui  judex,  acts  bene  munera  Titae ; 
Sed  ma  regna  videns,  loca  nocte  nlentia  late 
Horret,  ubi  ranse  species,  ambncqtie  fugaoes, 
Et  rerum  Tolitant  rarsB  per  inane  fifone. 
Quid  ftciam }   tenebrisne   pigram   damuare 
senectam 
Restat  ?  an  acctngar  stndiis  graTioriboa  audax  ? 
Aut,  hoc  si  nimiam  est,  tandem  nova  leaca 
jposcam. 

IMrTATIOy  OF  THB   ASQITB,  BY  ME*   mntlW. 

KNOW  YOURSELF. 

(aFTXB       SEVISIVO      AMO       EVLAaGtHO     TKX 
KNGLtSU    LBX4C0N,   OE    DICTIOMABT.) 

Whbn  Scaliger,  whole  yean  of  labour  paat» 
Bftbeld  his  Lexicon  complete  at  laat. 
And  weary  of  his  task,  with  wond'riag  eyes. 
Saw  from  words  pil'd  on  words  a  fabric  ria^ 
He  curs'd  the  industry,  inertly  strong. 
In  creeping  toil  that  could  persist  so  toi^ 
V  And  if.  enrar'd  he  orxfA.  HMiv'n  n)f>sttir  tn  AmA 
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To  you  were  given  the  large  escpaikled  mind. 
The  fldme  of  geiiins,  and  the  taHe  re6n*d. 
TwM  youra  on  eagle  wings  aloft  to  soar. 
And  amidst  n>Iling'  worlds  the  great  First  Ceiase 

explore: 
To  6x  the  eras  of  rciwded  thnc, 
And  11  ve  in  cv*Ty  age  and  ev'ry  clime ;     [cause ; 
Record  tlie  cbie6i,  who  propt   their  country^ 
Who  founded  empires,  and  establish'd  laws ; 
To  learn  whatever  the  sage  with  virtue  fraught. 
Whatever  the  Muse  of  moral  wisdom  taught. 
These  were  your  quarry  i    these  to  you  were 

known. 
And  the  world's  ample  volnme  was  your  own. 

Yet,w«ni>dbyme,  ye  pigmy  wits,  beware. 
Nor  with  immortal  Scaliger  compare. 
For  me,  thoujfh  his  example  strike  my  view. 
Oh!  notfor  me  his  footsteps  to  pursue. 
Whether  first  Nature,  unpropitious,  coH, ' 
This  clay  compounded  in  a  ruder  mould ; 
Or  the  slow  current,  loit'riiig  at  my  heart. 
No  glemm  of  wit  or  foncy  can  impart ; 
Wbate'er  the  cause,  from  me  no  numbers  flow, 
No  visions  warm  me,  and  no  raptures  glow. 
A  mind  like  Scaliger's,  superior  still, 
No  grief  oould  conquer,  no  misfortune  chill*  ^ 
Though  for  the  niaze  of  words  his  native  riLiet 
He  seem'd  to  quit,  'twas  but  again  to  rise ; 
To  mount  once  more  to  the  bright  source  of  day. 
And  view  the  wonders  of  tb*  etheiial  way. 
The  loteof  fame  his  gep'rous  bosom  fir'd : 
Each  Science  hail'd  him,  and  each  Muse  inspir'd. 
For  him  the  sons  of  learning  trimm'd  the  bays. 
And  nations  grew  harmonious  in  his  praise. 

My  task  perform'd,  and  all  my  labours  o'er^ 
For  me  what  lot  has  Foitnne  now  in  store  ? 
The  listless  will  succeeds,  that  worst  disease, 
The  rack  of  indolence,  the  sloggiah  ease. 
Care  grows  on  care,  and  o'er  my  aching  brain 
Black  Melancholy  pours  her  morbid  train. 
No  kind  reliefs  no  lenitive  at  band; 
I  seek  at  midnight  dobs,  the  social  band  $t»pires. 
But  midnight  dubs,  where  wit  with  noise  ooo- 
Where  Comus  revels,  and  where  wine  inspires. 
Delight  no  more :   I  seek  my  lonely  bed, 
And  call  on  Sleep  to  sooth  my  languid  head. 
But^toepfVom  these  sad  lids  flieslar  away ; 
I  mourn  all  night,  and  dread  the  coming  day. 
Kxbaosted,  Ur*d,  1  throw  my  eyes  around. 
To  find  some  vacant  spot  on  olassio  ground , 
And  soon,  vahn  hope  I  I  terta  a  grand  design; 
Languor siiceeeds,  a«l all  my  pQw'rsdeoHna 
If  Science  open  not  her  richest  vein. 
Without  materials  all  our  toil  is  vain. 
A  form  to  rugged  stone  when  Phidias  gives, 
Beneath  his  touch  a  new  creation  lives. 
Remove  his  marble,  and  bis  genius  dies ; 
With  Nature  then  no  tnreath'mg  statue  vies. 

Whate'er  I  plan,  I  feel  my  pow'rs  confin'd 
By  Fortune's  frown  and  penury  of  mind. 
I  boast  no  knowledge  glean'd  with  toil  and  strife. 
That  bright  reward  of  a  well-acted  life. 
1  view  myself,  while  reason's  feeble  light 
ShooU  a  pale  glimlner  through   the  gloom  of 

night. 
While  passions,  errour,  phantoms  of  the  brain, 
i\pd  vain  opinions,  fill  the  dark^domain  ; 
A  dreary  void,  where  fears  and  grief  combiu'd 
Waste  all  within,  and  desolate  the  mtnd. 


What  then  remahis  ?  Must  1  in  slow  declilie 
To  mute  inglorious  ease  old  age  resign  ? 
Or,  bold  ambition  kindling  in  my  breast. 
Attempt  some  arduous  task  ?  Or,  were  It  best 
Brooding  o'er  lexicons  to  pass  the  day. 
And  in  that  labour  drudge  my  life  away  ? 


I        JD  THOMAM  LAURENCE. 

MBDICUM   nOCTXSSIMUMy 

Cum  filium  i^eregre  agentem  denderio 
tristi  prosequeretur. 

FATtmis  ergo,  quod  populussolet 
Crepare  vsecors,  nil  sapientiam 
Pfodesse  vitse,  literasque ; 
In  dubiis  dare  terga  rebus. 

To,  qtteislaboratsoKshominum,mala^ 
Nee  vjncis  acer,  neC  pateris  plus, 

Te  mille  suocorom  potentem 

Destituit  medicina  mentis* 

Per  csBca  noctis  t«dia  turbidss, 
Pigrse  per  boras  luois  inutiles, 
Torpesque,  langbescisqne,  curii 
Solicitus  nitnis  heu !  paternis* 

Tandem  dolori  pins  satis  tnk  datnnl, 
Exurge  fortis,  nunc  animis  opus, 
Te,  docta,  Laurent! ;  vetostas, 
Te  medici  revocantlabores. 

Permitte  sommo  quicquid  babes  patfi, 
Permitte  fidens,  et  muliebribus. 
Amice,  niajorem  querelis 
Redde  tuis,  tibi  redde,  mentenu 


IN  THEJTRO, 
March  8,  1771. 

Testii  verso  quater  orbe  lustri. 
Quid  theatrales  tibi,  Crispe,  pomps  ? 
Qoam  deoet  caxxw  nude  litteratos 

Sera  voloptas !  , 
Tene  mnlceri'fidlbus  canoris  ? 
Tene  cantorum  moduHs  stopeie  } 
Tene  per  pictas  oculo  elegante 

Currere  formal? 

Inter  sequales,  sine  felle  liber. 
Codices,  veri  studiosus,  inter 
Rectinsvives.    Suaquisquecarpat 

Gaudia  gratus. 
Lusibus  gaudet  pner  otiosis, 
Luxus  oblectat  juvenem  theatri. 
At  seni  fiuxosapienter  uti 

Tempore  restaU 

INSULA  KENNETHU  INTER  JJJfe- 
BRWAS. 

Parva  qnidem  regio,  sed  religione  priorum 

Clara  Caledonias  panditur  inter  aquas. 
Voce  ubi  Cennethus  populos  domuisse  feroces 

Dicitur,  et  vanos  dedocuisse  deos. 
Hue  ego  delatus  placido  per  cssrula  cinrso. 

Scire  locus  volui  quiddaret  iste  novi. 
Illic  Leniades  humili  regnabaiin  aula, 

Laniades,  magnii  nobilitatus  avis. 
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Vim  dnu  oepit  cata  cam  geoitore  pttellM, 

Quas  AinoraDdaraiDanederetesj«<ie«^ 
Kec  tameo  iocaiti  gelidif  latuere  sobanlris^ 

Acoola  Danabii  qualimierus  habet. 
Mollianon  detoot  racoc  Mlatia  vita 

S'lvt  librofl  poicaot  otia,  tive  Fjrraqi* 
FalKrat  ilia  die»,  legis  qua  docta  wapemm 

Sp^  hommam  et  curas  gras  procal  esse  JQbet. 
Ut  precibat  jostaa  avertat  Daminis  iras 

\\l  summi  accendat  pectus  ainore  booi. 
Ponti  inter  strepttos  non  tacri  muaera  cultus 

CettaruDt,  pietanhic  quoque  cnra  fuit. 
Kil  opus  est  seris  sacra  de  turre  fooaotis 

Admonita,  ipsa  suas  naociat  bora  Ticet. 
Quid,  quod  tacrifici  versavit  fcemiDa  Iibn«? 

Sint  pro  legitimis  para  labella  sacrii. 
Quo   vagor  ulterioi?    quod   ubique  reqoiritnr 
hic  est. 

Hie  secura  qtue^  hie  etbooestus  amor. 

SKU. 

Ponti  profundis  claasa  recessibufl* 
Strepens  prucellis,  rupibus  obsita» 
Quam  grata  defesso  Ttrentemn 
Skia,  sinuin  uebulosa  pandis  I 

His,  cnra,  credo,  sedibm  exulat ; 
His  blanda  certe  pax  habitat  kx'is; 
Noil  ira,  non  OMBror  quietis 
Insidias  meditator  boris. 

At  noD  cavati  rape  latescere. 
Menti  nee  efme  mootibus  aviis 
Prodest  vagari,  nee  frementes 
In  specula  noin«care  fluctus. 

Hnmana  virtus  non  sibi  safl^it ; 
Datur  nee  sqoum  cuique  animum  sibi 
Parare  posse,  oicunque  jactet 
Orandiloquas  nimis  alta  Zeno. 

Esuestuantis  pectoris  impetnm 
'Rex  sammc,  solus  tu  regis,  arbiter; 
.     Mentisque,  (e  tollente,  fluctus ; 
Te,  resident,  moderaute  flactns. 

ODE  DE  SKU  INSULA. 

PiEBMio  terras  ubi  nuba  rapes 
Saxeas  miscet  nebalis  ruinas, 
Torra  nbi  rident  sterilesoolooi 

RuralaUncs. 

Pervairor  gentw  Wjminum  feroninis 
Vita  ubi  nullodeoorataquUu 
Squallet  informis,  tigurtque  fumis 

FcBda  la'^escit. 

Inter  erroris  salelirosa  lonp. 

Inter  ignotse  strepitus  loquelsi, 

Quot  mudis,  mecum,  quid  agat,  reqairo, 

'  Tbraliadalcis? 

Seu  riri  CQjas*  pia  niipta  mulcet. 
Sen  foret  mater  sobolrmbenimay 
Sive  cum  Ubris  uovitate  pascit 


SPRS. 
Apr.  ir.,  1783. 
MoaA  sic  perajdt  citata  carsam  ; 
Sic  dirm  sequit^ir  dies  fugacem ! 
Spes  novas  nura  lux  pari t,  secanda. 
Spoodeiis  omnia  credulis  homuUis  i 
Spes  ludit  stolidas,  metnqoe  C9CO 
Luxangit,  mixeros  ludens  homoUos. 

FERSUS^ 

COLLAII    CAPaA   DOMiai     BANKS     INScaiBntDI. 

Pearrrof,  anbiti  bis  terri  premia  lactis 
Use  babet,  altrici  capra  secanda  Joria. 


AD  rSMIlCAM  QOANDAM  GKNEEOSAIf  QV» 
LISBBTATIS  CAUSA  IN  SKEMONB  PATBO- 
CI N ATA    rUBEAT. 

LiBBa  Ut  esse  Telim,  saaslstj,  patrbra  Maria  ? 
Ut  mancani  liber,  palclira  Bfaris^  vale. 


JACTURA  TEMPORtS. 

Hoa  A  perit  fhrthn  Istis,  mens  tempovis  cgia 
Pigritiam  fncnsat^  nee  minus  bora  petit. 


Quas  navis  rectpit,  qoantum  sit  poodas  aqoa* 
mm, 
Dimidiam  taati  pooderis  intret  onus. 


QuoT  vox  missa  pedes  abit  horse  fmrte  secuada  ? 
Undecies  centum  denos  qnater  adde  dousqoe. 

£?r  BIPXION*. 

*Hfi&m  n  0/«vr  B/^xfSv,  nil  woprntt 

£sS  mffk  tffm<^fiiS999  Bi^^Mv  Aoav  sxsk* 

Zh  rl  r;U*£AI££H£  mif2  rm  *On/^  'AmT/MF. 

Ki^m3i,  fwi*  ttM  wm^fm  >u/4«3u  Ss£. 
'£«  Aim  M^N  Om^.  di7^«sr  Sy^tf^'O/cMS^ 

'A  xxa  r^'  tU  ^'imt  KUfts  infH^  "Om^* 
Zs^  mX9^  phujMt  mikut  itmfn  kmw^ 

m    ELIZM   BNIfiMA. 

Qois  formsfr  modus   imperio?    Venos  arrogat 
andax 

Omnia,  nee  curse  sunt  sua  soeptra  Jovi. 
Ab  Jove  MsBonides  descendere  somnia  narrat : 

Hsec  veniuDt  Cyprie  somnia  missa  Deae. 
Japiter  anus  f^rat,  qui  stravit  falmine  gentcs; 

Nunc  aroiant  Veneris  lumina  tela  Jo  vis. 

»  TheRfv.  Pr.  Thomas  Birch,  author  of  the 
History  of  the  Roj-al  Society,  and  other  work&  td 
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^  O  QUI  benignus  crimma  ignoscis,  pater 
Facilisque  semper  t^nfitenti  ades  reo, 
Aurem  fieiventein  preoibos  O  praebe  meis ; 
Scelenim  catcn&  me  labomntem  grav6 
iEtenia  uuadera  tiberet  dementia, 
Ut  snmma  laus  tat,  summa  Cbristo  gloria. 


Pst  vita  tenebras  rermnqoe  inccrta  vagantem 
Numiae  pnasenti  me  tueare  pater! 

Me  ducat  lax  saiicta,  Deiis,  lux  sancta  sequatur; 

'    Usque  regat  gressos^  gratia  6da  meot. 

Sic  peragam  taa  jussa  libens,  accinctns  ad  omne 
Mandatum,  yivam  sic  moriarque  tibi. 


Mb.  pater  omnipotens,  de  puro  respice  coelo, 
Quem  moestam  et  timidum  crimina  dira  gra- 
vant; 

Da  Teniam  pacemque  mihi,  da,  mente  serena, 
Ut  tibi  qti»  placeant,  omnia  promptus  agam. 

Solvit  qoo  Cbristus  cunctis  delicta  redemit, 
£t  pro  me  pretium,  tu  patiarei  pater. 

[Dec.  5,  n84«.] 

SuMMB  Deus,  cni  caeca  patent  penetralia  cordis ; 

Quem  nulla  anxietas,  nulla  cupido  fu^it; 
Qnem  nil  vafrities  peccantum  subdola  celat ; 

Omnia  qui  spectans,  onmia  ubique  regis ; 
Mentibus  afflatu  terrenas  ejice  sordes 

Divine,  sanctum  regnet  at  intus  amor : 
Eloquiumque  potens  linguis  torpentibus  affcr, 

Ut  tibi  laus  omoi  semper  abore  sonet: 
Sanguine  quo  gentes,  quo  secula  cuncta  piavit, 

Hao  nobis  Christus  promeruisse  velit  I 


PSALMUS  CXriL 

AvViiqua  Tolucris  dociturorbita, 
Patrem  ooelicoMm  perpetuo  coluut 
Quovis  sanguine  cretai 
Gentes  undique  carmine. 
Patrem,  cujus  amor  blandior  in  dies 
Monalesmiser08servat,alit,  fovet, 
Omnes  undique  gentes, 
Sancto  dicite  carmine. 


QuoB  DOS  blanda  comes,  qua  nos  perdQcat|N>dem» 
Volvitur  bora  mihi,  voWitur  bora  tibi  I 

Una  quidem,  sic  feta  volant,  tibi  vivitur  Sottas; 
Ebeu,  quid  decies  plus  mihi  sexta  dedlt  1 

Olim  prsBterite  nomeranti  tempora  vite, 
Sexaginta  aonis  noD  minor  untts  erit. 


^HABBOi  ^li  quod  alteri ; 
Habuiqiie,  quod  dedi  mihi  ^ 
Sed  quod  reiiqui,  perdid.i. 


•Sku  te  ssBva  sitis,  levitas  sive  improba  fecit, 
Mosca,  mesecotaitem,  participemqae  dapis, 

Pone  metom,  rostrum  fidens  immitte  oulullo, 
Nam  licet,  et  toto  prolne  leta  mero. 

Tu,  quamcuiique  tibi  velox  indulserit  annus, 
Carpe  diem,  fiigit,  heu  non  revpcandadies  i 

*  This  and  the  tbnH)  following  articles  are  me- 
trical ver&ions  of  collects  in  the  Liturgy ;  the 
lir*t,  of  that,  beginning,  "O  God,  whose  na- 
ture and  property  ;**  the  2d  and  dd,  of  the  col- 
lects for  the  17th  and  2Ut  Sundavs  after  Trinil  v: 


«E  WALTON f  PISCATORE  PERFEC 
TO  EXCERPTUM. 

Nunc,  per  gramina  fusi, 
Densft  fronde  salicti, 
Dum  defenditur  imber, 
Molles  ducimus  boras. 
Hie,  dum  debitamorti 
.  Paulum  vita  moratOr, 
Nunc  rescire  priora. 
Nunc  instare  futuris, 
Nunc  sUmmi  prece  sancti 
Patris  numen  adire  est. 
Quicquid  qusBritur.  ultra, 
CsBCo^ducit  amore, 
Velspeluditioani, 
Luctus  mox  partturum. 

*  Tliese  lines  are  a  version  of  three  sentencef 
that  are  said  in  the  manuscript  to  be,  "On  the 
monument  of  John  of  Doncaster ;"  which  arp  aa 
follow  : 

What  I  gave  that  I  have ; 
What  I  spent  that  I  had  ; 
What  1  left  that  I  lost. 
^  These  lines  are  a  translation  of  part  of  a 
song  in  the  Complete  Angler  of  Isaac  Walton, 
written  by  John  Chalkhill,  a  friend  of  Spenser, 
and  a  good  poet  in  his  time.    They  are  but  part 
ofthe  last  stanza,  which,  that  the  reader  may 
have  it  entire,  is  here  given  at  length. 
If  the  Sun's  excessive  heat 
Make  our  bodies  swelter, 
Tb  an  ozier  hedge  we  get 
For  a  friendly  shelter ! 
Where  in  a  dike, 
Pearch  or  pike, 
Boach  or  dace. 
We  do  chase. 
Bleak  or  gudgeon. 
Without  grudging. 
We  arc  still  contented. 
Or  we  sometimes  pass  an  hour 

Under  a  green  willow. 
That  defends  us  from  a  ahoweTa 
Making  earth  oar  pillow  >        ^ 
Where  we  may 
Think  and  pray. 
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dat 

)f«nDove4  trepidant  qua  leotaB  ui  foirwae  gutte, 
CftiittalUsqqto  laUx  fndM  tchitiUat  acutat ; 
Gemnaqo^  liuuiris  noaduni  faiilla  BJlanti 
j^^lendit^  et  incoquitur  tectum  tine  firaude  me- 

tallum; 
BigredefcO!  rentiapiiriooleiiMntepareDtemj 
Aoriferasqae  auri  metoein  tcratare  caremas. 
Ingredere !  Egeria  faenun  en  tibi  pandftur  an- 

tnimi 
Hie,  in  te  totam,  loQge  per  opaca  futari 
Temporify  Henriciiiii  rapuit  ▼»  vivida  mcDtis : 
Bfc  pia  Vindamiiialvaxh  avspirm,  in  ipti 
Morte  meoKMr  patriae ;  hie,  Mannootl  pectore 

prima 
Ccelestit  fido  cahienrot  temina  HammaB. 
Temnere  opes,  pretiom  sceleris,  patriamqoe  tneri 
Fortiif,  adet  ^  Ubi  tponte  patet  veoerabile  limea. 


GRjECORUM  MPWJLfMMATUM 
rERSIONBS  METRICJB. 

Pa^  2.  Brodai  edit.  Bat.  ilmi.  1549. 
NoK  Argot  pugilem,  non  me  llesaaoa  oreaTit ; 

Patria  Sparta  nibi  etti,  patria  clafa  TiHim. 
JLrte  Talent  isti;  mihi'robo  revivere  solo  est, 

Cooremt  ut  natis,  iadyta  Spaita,  tuit. 


Br.  3. 
QvAKDOQVfDfiM  panim  nulla  ratione  femntor, 
Cuncta  dottycuncta  et  ludicra,  ouncta  nihil. 


Br.  5. 

PlBCToaB  qui  dnro,  cnidos  de  ylte  mcemos 

Venturieiaecuit.  va^cula  prima  meri, 
labraque  coDstrictu»»  temesos,  jamque  terendos 

Sub  pedibus,  populo  pratereunte,  jacit. 
SlippUcittm   huie,  quoniam   cresceotta  gaddia 
lasit, 

Det  Bacchus,  dederat  quale,  Lycurge«  tibi* 
He  poterant  uva  laeto  conyivia  cantu, 

Mttlvere,  aut  pectus  triste  levare  malis. 


Br.  8. 
Feet  hamerisclaudum  validls  per  compitacacus, 
Hie  ociilcs  socio  commodat,  iile  pedes. 


Br.  10. 
Qui,  mutare  vias  ausus  terraque  marisqtie, 

Trajedt  roontes  nauta,  fretumque  pedes, 
Xenci,  tercentnm  Sparta  Man  obstitit  acris 

Militibus  ;  terns  sit  pelagoque  pudor ! 


Br.  11. 

5rr  tibi,  Calliope,  Parnassum,  cura,  tenenti. 
Alter  ut  adsit    Homerus,    adest   etenim  alter 
Achilles. 


Br.  M« 
Veoert  parsle  paaOa, 

r !•  tendatamor. 

HsBcMusaad  Veacreoj  siel€arti,clava,  I 


Ad  Musas  Venus  hac  ;   Veneri  p 
In  Tos  ne  missas  qpicula  tendat 

H«c  Musaad  Veacreoj  siel€arti,cHVA,  I 
Hue  nunquam  folilat  debilis  iste  paar. 


Br.  19. 
Piosmji  aors  ■ectestrtpitosotarbiDe  toUaty 

Nee  menti  iitjiciat  sordida  cara  jogum  ; 
Nam  vita  ineertis  iaaerta  impeUitttT  anria, 

Omneaqoa  in  partes  tracta^  retcacta  flnit  i 
Pinaa  nsaoet  virtus ;  Tiituti  iaakere,  totna 

Per  fluclus  vita  sic  tibi  cucsas  erit. 


Hot  A  bonis  quasi  nmic  inslet  saprema  fruaris, 
Phira  ut  Ticturus  secula,  parce  bonis : 

Divitiis»  utrinqoe  caveas,  qui  tempoie  parcH  : 
Tempore  dintils  ntitar,  ille  i 


Br.  94. 


NoNQUAM  jugera  messibas  oansta,  aat 
Quoe  Oyges  cumules  habebat  auri ; 
Quod  vita  satis  est,  peto^  Macrine, 
Mi,  nequid  nimis^  est  maus  probatam. 


NoN  opto  aut  precibus  posco  ditesoevt, 
Sit  eonteala  mihi  vitadolorecaiaas. 


Br.  84. 


Br.  94. 
KicTAad  paupcriem  tendit^'  cui  corpoia  oosdi 
-est 
Molta  alere,  et  multu  adifieare  < 


Br.  94. 

Tu  neque  dolce  putes  aliena  aecambere  mensse, 
Kec  probrosa  avida  giata  sit  offi  galse ; 

Nee  ficto  fletu,  fictis  solvare  cachinnis, 
Arridens  domino,  eoUacrymanaqae  tao. 

Lalior  baud  tecun^  tecum  aeque  tiiatior  ua> 
quam, 
Sed  Milia  ridens,  atqae  dolans  Mslia. 

Br.  9€^ 
NiiL  Bon  mortale  est  mortalibas;  oaiae  qnod 
est  hi 
Pratereuttt,  aat  bos  praCerit  omne  boaoB. 

Br.  96k 
Dftsiocarra,  invisas  homines  m^ioia  caduaao^ 

Plus  libi  ridendutn  9e<hita  nostra  dabant 
Heracltte,  iluat  lacrynianim  crebrior  imber; 
Vita  homiaam  nunc  plus  qnod  laiteiaris  ha- 
bet 
Interaa  diibito ;  tecum  me  cansa  nee  alia 
Ridere,  aut  tecum  me  lacrimaie  jubet. 
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lUirs  Wbor  lassat ;  maf  e  millc  pericnla  terrcnt  j 

Verte  iolim*  fient  causa  timorit  opes  i 
Paupcrta«mi»era€8t;  mult©  cum  ooqjugc  litej 

Tectaineuot;   e^lebs  omma  solus  ag«s.  L«w 
Proles  aucta  pravat,  tapta  orbat,  csBca  juvwtts 

Virtus,  cauities  cauU  vigorefacet. 
Ergo  optcnt    homines,    ant  nunquam    m  lu- 
'minis  oras 

Veoiflse,  aut  visA  Inoe  repente  mori. 

Btini  iter  vita  ut  mavis,  prudenda  lausque 

Permeat  omne  forum ;   vita  quieta  domi  est 
ItuB  ©mat  natura ;  Icvat  maris  aspera  Lucrum, 

Verte  solum,  dooet  plenacrumeoa  deeut : 
Pauperies  latitat,  cum  conjuge  gandia  mult* 

Tecta  ineunt,  ccelebs  impediere  minus ; 
Mulcet  amorprolis,  sopor  est  sine  prole  profnn* 
dua; 

PfWodiitiuvenif  ▼i,piet«teieneK. 
Nemo  optet  nuaquam  Tenisse  in  lominis  oras, 

Aut  periisse;  scatet  vita  benigna  bonis. 

Br.  27. 
VrrA  omnis  scena  est ludusque,  aut  ludere  disce 
Seria  seponens,  aut  mala  dura  pati, 

Br.  27. 
QjOM  sine  roorte  fuga  est  vil»,  quam  turba  ma- 
lonim  1.    .  i 

^n  vitanda  gravem,  non  toleranda  tacit? 
Dulcia  daf  natura  quidem,  mare,  sidera  ternis» 

Lmuqoe  quas  et  sol  itque  reditque  vias. 
Y^TTor  inest  aliis,  m«erorque,  ct  siquid  habebis 
Forte  boni|  ultrlges  experiere  vices* 

Br.  27. 


TBaRAM  adii  nudos,  de  terra  nudus  abiba 
Quid  labor  eAciet?  dob  nisi  nudus  er^ 

Br.  27. 
Natu*  «ram  laorymans,  lacryflMiis  e  loce  re- 
cede: 
Sunt  quibus  a  lacrymis  viae  vacat  ul  la  dies. 
Tale  bominam  genus  est,  infirmum,  triste,  mi- 
sellom. 
Quod  mors  in  ciiieres  solvit,  et  abdit  hamo. 


Cam  pracal  est,  optat»  com  venit,  quisque  se- 
nectam* 
Incusat,  semper  spe  meliota  vidct. 

Br.  46. 

Omns  vita  nimis  brcvis  est  felicibus,  mia 
NbK  Mtseris  Imigi  tam|K>na  instar  btbdU 


Mr.  55. 

Okatia  ter  grata  est  velo«,  sin  forte  moretur. 
Gratia  vix  restat  nomine  dtgna  suo. 

Br.  56. 
Sbo  pi«ce  poscatur,  seu  oen,  da  Jopiter  omne, 
Ma^e,  bonuro,  oinne  malum,  et  posoentibnt 
aboue  nobis. 

Br.eO. 
Mb,  cane  vitato,  canis  wOpft  alter ;  eodem 

In  me  animo  tellus  gigrilt  t^t  unda  feras, 
Necmirum;  restot  lepori  owisccndere  osdam, 

Sidercus  tamen  hie  territat,  cocc  canis  I 

Br.  *tOm 
Telluh,  atboribus  verftoadeos,  sidera  cmlo 
GrsBCiae  et  urbs,  urbi  est  ista  propago,  decus* 

Br.TS. 
Impia  facta  patrans,  hom'mei  fortasse  fatebis, 
Non  poteris,  meditans  prava,  latere  Deos. 

Br.  75. 
AimopB  satynim,  Dana€  auram,  Bompa  ju- 
vencum, 
Et  cycnnm  fecit,  Leda  petite  Jovem* 


Br.  29. 


QuisQUis  aditlectos  elati  uxore  secundos, 
Naufragns  irates  ille  reienUt  aquas. 


Br.  SO. 


FiBUX  ante  alios  nulliut  debitor  sris^ 


<s..~^  «-,_..:». —  ^ i_t 


Br.  92. 
JBvi  sat  novi  quam  sim  brevls ;  astra  toentiy 

Per  certas  stabili  lege  volute  vices,* 
Tangitur  baud  pedibus  teUas :  conviva  Deornm 

.Sxpleor  ambrosiis  exhilarorque  cibis. 

Br.  96. 
Quod  nimiom  est  sit  ineptum,  hinc,  ut  dixere 
priores, 
Et  melti  nimio  fellis  amaror  inest. 


Br.  10t>. 
Puppa  gabematrix  sedisti,  audacia,  prima 

Divitiis  acueos  aspera  oorda  vir«m ; 
Sola  rates  struis  inftdas,  et  dulcis  amorem 

T  _^>^   .,\nlm.m^^A,iwn  nrww  «iA/«A  anl.>  Af\ft»9.. 
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Br- 196. 
Matik  adulantum,  prolesque  peconia  cune, 
Teque  f rur  timor  cart,  teqiu^  carere  dolor. 


Br.  126. 
Ml  miceruin  tore  onmit  babet ;  floreotibas  amiis 

Pauper  erain,  nuninit  difflait  iica  lenis; 
Qoeis  uU  poteram  quoodam  Furttina  negavit, 

Queii  oti  nequeo^  dqdc  mibi  pr  «bet  opes. 


Br.  127. 
MMCuof  VM g,  ut  Sappbo  mellita  vor.<»  oaiienleiii» 
Andiit,  irata  est  oe  nofa  Musa  furet. 


Br.  152. 
Ora  taect  nidoctut,  npientioretse  videtur, 
Ex  mofbut  tegitur ,  dam  premit  ora  pudor. 


Br.  155. 
Kmic  huio,ntiiic  aliif  cedeof,  cut  farraMenippoft 

Credit,  Achmneoids  nuper  agellus  eram. 
Quod  BoUi  propriom  tctmH  Fortuna,  pntabat 

,llle  saum  ftolidus,  nunc  patal  ille  Mium. 


Br.  156. 
Koii  Fortuna  sibi  te  gratom  lioltit  in  altum  ; 
At  doc«t,  exemplo,  ▼»  mbi  quanta,  tuQ» 


Br.  162. 
Hic,  aumm  at  reperit,  laqaeum  abjioit,  alter  ut 
aarum 
Nod  reperit,  nactit  qoem  reperit,  laqueoitt. 


Br.  167. 
Vivt  tuo  ex  animo,  vario  runwre  loqiietur 
Dete  plebs  audax,  bic  bene,  et  iile  male. 


Br.  168. 
Vrrjt  ro9a  brevitett,  preperanf  li  carpere  nulii., 
Qusreoti  obveuiet  mox  tine  flore  rubus.    ' 


Br.  170. 
PvLiciBut  morius,  ^estinctAlampade^itnttat 
Exclamat^  nunc  ue  cemere  desanitis. 


Br.  t02. 
MntoDOTVM  pinxit  Diodorut*  et  exit  imago^ 
Prater  Menodotoui,  nuUioa  abetmilit. 


Br.  205. 
HAon  lavk  PMdo,  band  tetigtt,  mibi  fcbie  calenti 
In  meutem  ut  veniioouunis,  imerii. 


^  Br.  210. 

(VTCTtcoiAXcantatletbale,  ted  ipsa  canenti 
I>eiuuphiU#  auicuUanf  Nycticorax  Bioriiur. 


Br.^f. 
Hfbmem  Deorum  noncjam,  pennb  lev^. 
Quo  rege  gaudeut  Arcades,  furem  bovm, 
Hajus  palestrse  qui  Tigil  costos  stetit, 
Clain  Docte  tollit  Aalus,  et  ndens  ait ; 
Prsstat  magistro  sepe  discipulut  tMb 


Br.  283^ 


Qui  jacet  bic,  senrus  Tixit,  none,  1 
Darto  magno  non  minus  ille  potest. 


Br.  821. 
FuNUS  Alexandri  mentitar  ftna ;  fidesqoe    - 
Si  Pb<eb(H  TictorDescit  obire  diem. 


Br.24U 
Nauta,  qois  boc jaoent  ue  peieowleic  aqmlcbfo^ 
Eveniat^tantum  mitior  uoda  tibi  i 

Br.  25e. 
Cua  opoleotos  eges?  tna  cnncta  in  foBBOie  penis* 
Sic  aliis  dives,  Ui  Ubi  pauper  agb. 


Br.  268. 
Qoi  pascit  barbam  si  cresdtroente,  Platoiii, 
Hirce,  parem  nitido  tua  barba  fidt. 


Br.  26d. 
Clasus  Joannes,  re^nv  affinis,  ab  alto 

Sangnine  Anastasii ;  cnncu  sepulta  jacent  ; 
£t  plus,  et  recti  cuUor :  non  ilia  jacere 

Dicam :  stat  Tirtos  non  subigenda  ned. 


Br.  267. 
C(n«crii'ABtNS  tellns  salve,  levis  esto  posillo 
Ly:^igeni,  inerat  non  gravis  ille  tibi. 


Br.  285. 
NAUPSAOUsbicjaceo;  contra,  jacet  ecoeoolonns  ! 
idem  orcus  terr»,  sic,  pelagoqne  snbest 


Br.  301. 
Quid  salvere  jnbes  me,  peasime  ?  Corripegics* 
sob; 
Est  mibi  quod  non  te  rideo,  plena  sains. 


Br.  SOi. 
Erfmis  est  Timon  sob  terns:  janitor  orci» 
Cerbere,  te  morsu  ne,  petat  ille,  cave. 


Br.  307. 
VnTAM  a  teideoimo  sextns  mibi  finiet  onnos, 

Astra  matbematioos  si  modo  vera  dooent. 
SuAcit  boe  vods,  60s  hie  palcherrimus  srri  est, 

£t  senium  triplex  Nestoris  nroa  capit. 


Br.  322. 
ZosiMA,  qnsB  tolo  fuitolim  oorpore  serva, 
Curpore  nunc  etiam  libera  facta  fnjt. 
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Br.  326. 
ExicuDM  en  !  Pr'ami  mooumentam ;  baud  ilie 
mfretur' 
Quale,  sed  bustiles,  quale  dedere  manus. 

Br.  526. 
Hector  dat  gladium  Ajaci,  dat  Balteum  et  Ajax 
Heclori,  et  cxitio  muoas  utrique  fuiU 


FbBTUMJB  malim  adveirae  toleimre  proeellas, 
Quam  domini  ingentis  ferre  supercilium 


Br.  344. 
Ut  tis,  poDte  minax  ;  modo  tres  discesseris  ul- 
nas, 
Ingemina  fluotus,  ingeminaque  sonum. 

Br.  344. 
NxuniAGUS  hicjaceoj  fidens  Umen  utere  velis, 
'J'uium  aliifl  aequor,  me  pereuute^,  fuit 

Br.  398. 
Hbbaclitus  ego;  indoctse  ne  Isdite  IiDguas 

Subtile  ingenium  quoero,  capaxque  mei, 
Uons  homo  mihi  pro  sexceotis,  turba  popelli 

Pro  ouUo,  damo  nuoc  tumulatus  idem. 

Br.  399. 
AMBBACKyTA,  vale  lax  alma,  Cleombrotut  iofit, 

Et  taltu  c  muro  ditis  opaca  petit : 
Triste  nihil  paasus,  animi  at  de  sorte  Platonia 

Scripta  legens,  8ol&  vivere  mente  oupit. 

Br.  399. 
Sebvus,  Epictetus,  mutilato  corpore,  Tixi, 
Pauperieque  Irus,  curaque  sumoia  Deiim. 


Br.  445. 
Umde  hie  Praxiteles  ?    nudam  vidistiB,  Adoni, 
£t  Parii  et  Aocbisa,  non  alius,  Veuerero. 


En,  Sexto,  Sexti  meditatur  imago,  silente. 
Orator  statua  est,  statuaeque  orator  imago. 

PuLCHBA  est  virginitas  intacta,  at  vita  periret, 

Omnes  si  yelleot  virginitate  frui ; 
Neqiiitiam  fugiens,  servati  cootrahe  lege 

Cooyugium,  ut  pro  te  des  homioem  patrise. 

F£RT  hameris,  Tenerabile  onus,  Cyihereius  hons 
Per  TrojaB  6ammas,  densaque  tela,  patrem. 

Clamat  et  Argivis,  vetuli,  ne  tangite,  vita 
Exiguum  est  Bforti,  sed  mihi  grande  lucrum. 

FoBMA  animoshominum  capit,  at,  si  g^tia  desit; 
Non  tenet ;  esca  natat  pulcbrR»  sed  bamoa 
abest. 


CoGiTATaut  loquitur  nil  vir,  nil  OQgltat  uxor^ 
Felici  thalamo  non,  puto,  rixa  strepH. 


BvcciNA  disjecit  Thebarum  inoenia,  struxit 
Quffi  lyra,  quam  sibi  non  concinit  harmoma  ! 


Mema  tenes olim  jurenis,  Faustine,  premebas,  . 

Nunc  juvenum  terres  robore  corda  senex. 
Las?  um  at  utrumque  decus*  juveni  quud  prebuit 
olim 

Turba  senum,  juvenes  nunc  tribuere  seni. 


Br.  451. 
SurrtATO  aoeeodis  quisquis  caibone  Iqcemam, 
Cordis  meo  acoendans ;  ardeo  tutus  ego. 

Br.  486. 
Ji;riTEB  hoc  templum,  ut,    siquando  relinquit 
Olympum* 
Atthide  non  alius  desit  Olympus,  babet. 

Br.  487. 
Cfvis  et  extemus  grati ;   domus  bospita  nescit 
Qucrere,  quis,  cujus,  quis  pater,  unde  venis. 

POMPEII. 

Br.48r. 
Cum  fugeie  baud  possit.  fractis  Yictoria  pennis, 
Te  manet  imperii,  Roma,  perenne  decus. 

Br.  488 
Latronbs  alibi  locupletum  quaerite  tecta, 
Assid«t  huk  custos  strenua  pauperies. 


Excepts  hospitio  musae,  tribuere  libelloe 
Herodoto  bospitii  prsemia,  quasque  suum. 


Stella  mea,  observans  Stellas,  Dii  me  ctbeim 
fsxjnt 
Multis  ut  te  oculis  sim  potis  aspicere. 

Claba  ChcroneoB  soboles,  Plutarchc,  dicavit 
Hanc  statuam  ingeoio,  Roma  benigna,  tuo. 

Das  bene  collates,  quos  Roma  et  GrsBcia  jacUt, 
Ad  Divos  paribus  passibus  ire  duces  ; 

Sed  similem,  Plutarche,  tux  describere  vitam 
Non  poteras,  rcgio  non  tulit  ulla  parem. 

DATtibi  Pytbagoram  pictori  quod  ni  ipse  ta« 
cere 
Pythagoras  mallet,  vocem  babuisset  opus. 

Prolem  Hippi  ct  sua  quA  meliorem  secola  mil* 
lum 
Vid«re,  Arcbidicpn  hasc  tnmulavit  humus ; 
Quam,  regum  sobolem,  nuptam,  matrem,  atque 
sororem 
Fecerunt  nulli  sors  titalique  grtrem. 
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CicKOPiDit  gnvb  hio  |Mnor»lfUiti\q«4icatQ% 
Quo  tua  tignantur  getta,  Philippe,  lapis. 

SjpmkB.  jacet  Marathon,  jacet  et  f^lamin'ia  laaruf. 
Omnia  dam  Macedftm  gloria  et  arma  pre- 
moot    . 

Simt  DemoitheBic4  ut  jurata  cadaveric  voce^ 
Stabo  illit  qui  sunt,  quique  Aiere,  graTis* 


Fi.otiBvs  in  pratif ,  legi  qao6  ipse,  coronam 
Cootextam  Tariis,  do,  Rhodoclea,  tibi : 

Hie  anemone  humet,  oonfert  narciisus  odores 
Cum  violis;  spirant  Ulia  mista  rosis. 

His  redimita  comas,  mores  depone  supeibos, 
Hecperituranitent;  tu  peritors  nites ! 


MtmiM  Asdepiades  sub  tecto  ut  vidit  avarus. 
Quid  tibi,  mus,  mecnm,  dixit,  amice,  tibi  ? 

|tus  blaiidum  rklens,  respoadit,  peUe  timarem ; 
Hie,  b#oe  vir,  saden,  non  alimenta,  pttow 


S«PBtuum  in  tumuluA  tacrjinaruni  decidit  imb^r 

Quern  fandit  blando  junetus  amore  dalor; 
Cbarns  caim  cunctis,tanquam,dnm  vita  manabat, 
Cuique  esses  natus,  cuique  sodalis,  eras. 
Heu  quam  dura  preces  sprevit,    quam   surda 

queralaa 
Parea^  juventutem  uoo  D»iscrata.  tuam  ! 


Aan  ignis  hicem  tribni,  tamen  artis  et  ifD» 
Nunc  ope,  sapplieii  vivit  imegomei. 

Gratia  nuUa  bominum  maotaa  tenet,  ista  Prorae- 
thei 
Manera  moaeribos,  si  retukre  fabri. 


Illa  triorophatrtx  GraiAm  consnefa  prooorum 
Antesaas  agmen  Lais  habere  fores 

Hoc  Veneri  speculum ;  nolo  me  ccmere  qualis 
Sum  nunc,  nee  possum  ceniere  qualis  eram. 


Carre  mi  fabeHas  duloes  garrire  peritam 
Prosequitur  lacrynus  ilia  mcnb  Sami ; 

Blandam  lanifici  sociam  sine  fine  bquaoem,. 
Quam  tenet  hie,  cunctas  quae  manet,  alta 
quies. 


DicrrE,  Cansidici,  gelido  nunc  marmore  oaagni 
Jdugitum  tumulus  comprimit  Amphiloci. 


S  TBEOCRITO. 

PorrA,  lector,  hie  qaieseit  Hipponax, 
Si  sis  scelestus,  prcteri,  procol,  mannor: 
At  te  boiiiunsi  n6rt8,  et  bonis  natom, 
Tntum  hie  sedile,  et  si  pjaast,  sopor  tutos. 

EUR.  MED.    19S— »3. 

Non  immerito  culpanda  renit 
PioavAm  vascors  insipientia, 
Qoi  conviria  lautasque  dapes 
ttlarare  suts  jutsero  modis 
Cantum,  TitsB  dnice  lerameo. 
At-nemo  ft ras  irat  bomiumi* 
Domibus  clans  exitiales. 
Voce  ant  fidibus  pellere  docuit 
Qoeis  tamen  aptam  ferre  medelaiQ 
Utile  cunctis  hoc  opos  esset ; 
Namque,  ubi  mensas  ooerant  epidat^ 
Quorsum  dulcis  kuHma  soni  ? 
Sat  IstitiA  sine  subsidiis, 
Pectora  molli  mnlcet  dabis 
Cupia  cmme. 

The  above  is  a  version  of  a  Latin  epigram  oa 
the  fiimous  John  duka  of  MarUMfoogb  by  the 
abbe  Salvini,  Which  is  as  foUowa : 

Haud  alio  voka,  frenrait  Mars  acer  io  armis : 
Uaud-aliai  Cypnam*  percarit  are  OeanL 
The  duke  was,  it  mean,  remai-kably  handsome 

m  his  person,  to  which  the  s«»nd  line  bat  i«- 

ference. 


SEPTBM  STATES. 
PaMA  parit  terras  «tas,  siocatqueMcnnda, 
Evocat  AbraaiNndei»t«tia:  qnavu  relioqoit 
^yptem;  temploSolptaeniaqointottipersit; 
Cyromsexta timet;  Isetatur septima  ChristcK 

*  His  TcmipelmaDBi  nmnans  dBserijpamig  orftam. 
Cum  sex  ceaturiis  JudsM  miHiBstptf  K 

*  To  the  above  Lines  (which  are  unfinished, 
and  can  therefore  be  only  offned  as  a  fragment]^ 
in  the  doctor's'  maooBeript,  are  prefixed  tte 
words,  Geographia  Metrical  A»  we  are  te- 
forred,,  ia  the  first  of  the  vanes^  to  Teaplenan, 
for  having  furnished  the  numertcal  compotatioos 
that  are  the  subject  of  them,  his  work  has  been 
accordingly  consulted,  the  title  of  which  is,    A 
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Myrias  <  JEgypIo  cenk  bis  tdptinu  pingui* 
Myriat  adsciaoit  ubi  noMgeniiM  tepteoi  , 
^mperiom  qua  Turca^lorox^xepcet  iaiqmofli* 

Undeciet  braaa  decadks  at  miUia  Mptom 
Sortitur*  Peloptt  leUi»  qua  nofluaa  pndet 

Myriadas  deeiet  aeptam  namerare  jubebit 
Pastor  s  Arabs :  decias  octo  sibi  Persa  >  reqoirit 
Myriades  sibi  palofan  daas,  duo  niilUa  poadt 
Parthenope^.    Movies  rult  tdlva  mxWe  Sicana*. 
Papa  y  sao  regit  impeno  tar  onttia  quifiqua. 
Cum  sex  centuriis  oimemt  sex  roillia  Tuseu/. 
Centuri&  Ligures  t  augent  d«o  millia  t)«ait4. 
CeuturisB  octaram  decadem  addk  Luoca**  sa- 

Ut  dicas,  spatits  quam  latis  imperet  orbi 
Russia**,  mvriadas  ter  denas  adde  treoentis : 
Saidiniain  ^oun  sexoenlis  sex  millia  aoaaplant. 

Com  seiagenis,  dum  pinra  recluserit  sstas, 
Mvriadas  ter  mille  homJbi  dat  terra *<  colendas. 

Vult  sibivicenas  millesima  rojrrias  addi, 
yieenis  quinas,  Asiam  i^metata  celebrem. 

Se  quioqoagenis  octingentesima  jnogit 
Jfyrias,  ut  menti  pateat  tota  Africa  *^doctSB. 

Myriadas  septem  decies  Europa  *^  duoeutis 
Etquadragenis  quoque  ter  tria  millia  jangit 

Mjrriadas  denas  dat,  quioque  et  millti^  sexque 
CMiturias,  ^  tres  decadas  Europa  Britaonis  ^\ 

Ter  tria  myriadi  conjungit  millia  quartss, 
CentariflBquartsB  decades  quioque  AogHa  ^  nectit 

Millia  myriadi  septem  fcscunda  secundss 
£t  quadragenis  decades  quinque  addit  leme*^, 

an  accurate  conformity  in  Or.  Jobnaoo's  number 
to  Templeman's;  who  sets  down  the  square 
miles  of  Palestine  at  7,600. 

s  The  square  miles  in  iEgypt  are,  in  Temple- 
man,  140,700. 

4  The  whole  Turkish  empire,  in  Templeman, 
is  computed  at  960,057  sqaave  miles. 

s  In  the  four  following  articles,  the  numbers, 
in  Templeman  and  in  Johnson's  verses  are  alike. 
We  find,  accordingly,  the  Morea,  in  Templaaaan, 
to  be  set  down  at  7,280  square  miles. — Arabia, 
at  700,000.— Persia,  at  800,000.— and  Naples, 
at  22,00a 

*  Sicily,  in  Templeman,  is  put  down  at 
9,40a 

7  The  Pope's  dominions,  at  14,868. 

*  Tuscany,  at  6,640. 

9  Genoa,  in  Templeman,  as  in  Johnson  like- 
wise,  is  set  down  at  2,400. 

**  Lucca,  at  286. 

**Tha  Russian  empire,  in  the  29th  plate  of 
Templeman,  is  set  down  at  3,303,483  square 
miles. 

>3  Sardinia-  in  Templeman,  as  likewise  in 
Johnson,  6,600. 

*'  The  habiuUe  world  in  Templeman,  is  com- 
pitted  in  square  miles,  at  30,o66,8U6  square 
miles. 

JJ  Asia,  at  10,257,487. 
'      *  Africa,  at  8,506,20$. 

"Europe,  at  2,749,349. 

i7  The  British  dominons,  at  104)634. 

H  £ngland,as  likewise  in  Johnson's  expression; 
of  tbe  number,  at  49,450. 

19  Ireland,  at  27,457. 


Qaiagenlis  qvadn^ftids  aoQialb  adiugetj 
Millia  Belga>»novem. 

Ter  sex  centurias  HoIIandta  ^  jactat  opima 
Undedmum  Camber  ^  vult  septem  millibusaddL 


EPiTAPfl& 


1.    JTUCBFIELXk 
H.    8.    B. 

mCllABl  iOHllSOjf, 

Via  impavidus,  oonstana,  anunoiiis,  perievb 
lonim  immemor,  laborum  patientiaBimus;  ftd«» 
ci4  Christiani  fbrtis,  fervidusque,  pater-fiunilias 
apprimi  atreauas  ;  bibliopola  admaidam  peritas  ; 
mente  et  Ubris  at  negoUis  exculta;  animo  ita 
flrmo,  ut,  rdbus  adversis  diu  cooflieta^JS,  nee 
sibi  nee  auia  deAierit:  ttngaa  aie  temperata,  at 
ei  ttihil  quod  auras,  vel  ptaa,  vel  castas  Ism 
ant  dolor,  vel  veluptaa  unqmnn  expresserit* 

Natus   CuUeiss,    in    agio  Dcntiensi,    i 
MDCLVI.  obiit  MDCCXXXI. 

Appoataasfc  Sam,  ooigia^ 

Antiqua  FoanoavM  gente  oriuada ;  quam  dond 
sedulam,  foris  paucis  notam;  nulli  molestam, 
mentis  acumine  et  judicii  subtititate  prasoelleii- 
tem;  aliis  aMkom,  «fai  panMi  iadalgeiitemg 
JEtemitati  semper  attsiilaai,  omne  fmf%  virtutia 
nomen  ooinmeadaviL 

Nau  NortonisB  Ragb,  ki  agro  Varvioens^ 
annoMDCLXIXs  obiit  MDCCLIX. 

Cum  NATHAMACit  fHoTum  filio,  qui  natus 
MDCCXir,  oum  vires,  et  animi^  et  corporis 
multa  polticerentur,  anno  MDCCXXXVII,  vi- 
tarn  brevam  pi&  morte  sinivit. 


3.    AT  BROMLEY^  IN  KENT, 

• 

Hicoonduntur  reliquia 

Elizabbtha 

Antiqua  Jarvtsiorom  gente, 

PeatlingsB,  apud  Leioestriensas,  oct«; 

FormoaB,  cults,  ingeniossB,  pi»| 

Uxoris,  primis  nuptiis,  Hbni^ci  Pobtbb, 

Secundis,  Samublis  Johmson  ; 

Qui  muitum  amatam,  diuc^ue  defletam 

Hoc  lapide  contexit. 

Obiit  Londmi,  mense  Mart. 

A.D.  MDCCIilL 


^  In  the  thrae  remaining  instaooea,  vhieh 
make  the  whole  that  Dr.  Johnson  appears  to 
have  rendered  into  Latin,  verse,  we  find  the  nam* 
hers  exactly  agreeing  with  those  of  Templeman; 
who  makes  the  square  miles  of  the  United  Pro- 
vinces, 9540— of  the  province  of  UoUand,  1800— 
andofWaleSy70n. 
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S.    IN  WJTFOnD  CBUnCB. 

Iv  tbe  vMh  bekMT  are  deposited  the  remains  of 
Jakb  Bell,  wife  of  John  Bell,  eM). 
who,  iu  tW  fifty-third  year  of  her  ag^ 
sarrounded  witb  many  worldly  UeMingf, 
beard,  with  Ibrtitade  and  composure  tmly  fpnaX, 
the  bomUe  malady,  which  had  for  some  time 
h^on  toafllict  liery 
pronomioed  iocorahle; 
and  for  mote  than  three  years, 
«odnred  with  patience  and  concealeid  with  decency, 

the  daOy  tortnres  of  gradual  dfath ; 
continued  to  divide  the  hours  not  allotted  to  devo- 
tkNi»  between  the  cares  of  her  fomily,  and  the  con- 
vene of  her  friends  { 
rewarded  the  attendance  of  duty, 
and  acknowledged  the  offices  of  affection ; 
and  while  she  endeavoured  to  alleviate  by  chear- 
fblness,  her  husband's  sufferings  and  sorrows, 
increased  them  by  her  gratitude  for  his  care, 
and  her  soUcHude  for  his  quiet 

To  tbe  memory  of  these  virtues, 

;Mftbigfaly  honoured  as  more  fomiliarly  known, 

this  moBumentis  erected  by 

JOKM  BaLL '. 

4.    IN  SntEATBJM  CHURCH 

Jnxta  sq>nlta  est 
HiSTia  MxtiA  &4LiSBuar, 
Tbomji  CoriTOii  de  Combei  mere, 
Baronetti,  Cestpensb,  Filia  ; 
JoBAMWis  Salisbcby  Armigeri, 
Flintiensis,  mor; 
Forma  felix,  foUx  ingenfe, 
Ornnibosjucnnda,  suorum  amaotissima. 

•She  died  in  the  month  of  October,  1771/ 


Lmgois,  Afttbuaqne  ita  csculti^ 
Ut  foqaeoti  nuoqaam  ilcrmtul 
Sermoois  nitor,  scnteutiaium  floaonli, 
Sapientise  gravitas.  lepotvm  gratia. 

Modum  servandi  adeo  perita 
Ut  domestica  inter  negotia  Uteris 

Obleqtaretur, 
£t  Kteranim  inter  ddicias  rem 

Familiarem  sednlocuraret, 
Multis  illi  ronlios  annos  prec^ntibos 
Diri  carcnoomatis  ■  veneno  oontabnit, 
Viribosque  vit»  paolatim  resolutis 
E  terris  neliora  vptrmw  emigravit. 
Nate  1707,  Nupia  1739,  Obut  t773. 


5.    IN  IFESTMIhSTER  ABBBT. 

Olivabi  OoLDSMna 
Poetc  Pbysici.  Historici. 
Oui  nullum  feri  icribendi  genus 
Non  tetigit 
Kullum  quiod  tetigit  non  omavit 
Sive  Rjsus  etsent  movendi 
Sive  Lacrymc. 
Affectuum  pctens  at  leots  Domiaator  ^ 
logenio  sublimis — ^Viridus  Versatilis- ' 

Oratione  grandis  oitidus  Venustua 
Hoc  Monumenlum  Memoriam  coluit 
Sodalium  Amor 
Amicorum  Fides 
Lectorum  Veneratio 
Natus  Hibemia  Fomiss  Loofordiensia 
In  Luco  cui  Nomen  Pallas 

Nov.  XXis.  MDCCXXZI. 

EbUmss  Uteris  inttitutus 
Obiit  Loodioi 
April  iv.  MDCOLxxiv* 

'■Cancer* 


END  OF  YOL.  XVI. 


Printed  by  W.  Flint, 
Old-Bailey. 
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